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Leonora  d'  Oreo.     By  James 50 

Nothing  New.     By  Miss  Mulock 50 

The  Hose  of  Ashurst.     By  Mrs.  Marsh 50 
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Harrington.     By  Lever 75 
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Caste 50 

The  Curate's  Discipline.     By  Mrs.  Eiloart 50 
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PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


CHAPTER  I. 

PHINEAS  FINN   PROPOSES  TO  STAND   FOB   LOUGH- 
SHANE. 

Dk.  Finn,  of  Killaloe,  in  county  Clare,  was 
as  well  known  in  those  parts — the  confines, 
that  is,  of  the  counties  Clare,  Limerick,  Tip- 
perary,  and  Galway — as  was  the  bishop  him- 
self who  lived  in  the  same  town,  and  was  as 
much  respected.  Many  said  that  the  doctor 
was  the  richer  man  of  the  two,  and  the  practice 
of  his  profession  was  extended  over  almost  as 
wide  a  district.  Indeed  the  bishop,  whom  he 
was  privileged  to  attend,  althoufjh  a  Roman 
Catholic,  always  spoke  of  their  dioceses  being 
conterminate."  It  will  therefore  be  understood 
that  Dr.  Finn  —  Malachi  Finn  was  his  full 
name — had  obtained  a  wide  reputation  as  a 
country  practitioner  in  the  west  of  Ireland. 
And  he  was  a  man  sufficiently  well  to  do, 
though  that  boast  made  by  his  friends,  that  he 
was  as  warm  a  man  as  the  bishop,  had  but 
little  truth  to  support  it.  Bishops  in  Ireland,  if 
they  live  at  liome,  even  in  these  days,  are  very 
warm  men ;  and  Dr.  Finn  had  not  a  penny  in 
the  world  for  which  he  had  not  worked  hard. 
He  had,  moreover,  a  costly  family,  five  daughters 
and  one  son,  and  at  the  time  of  which  we  are 
speaking,  no  provision  in  the  way  of  marriage 
or  profession  had  been  made  for  any  of  them. 
Of  the  one  son,  Phineas,  the  hero  of  the  follow- 
ing pages,  the  mother  and  five  sisters  were  very 
proud.  The  doctor  was  accustomed  to  say 
that  his  goose  was  as  good  as  any  other  man's 
goose,  as  far  as  he  could  see  as  yet ;  but  that  he 
should  like  some  very  strong  evidence  before  he 
allowed  himself  to  express  an  opinion  that  the 
young  bird  partook,  in  any  degree,  of  the  quali- 
ties of  a  swan.  From  which  it  may  be  gathered 
that  Dr.  Finn  was  a  man  of  common  sense. 

Phineas  had  come  to  be  a  swan  in  the  esti- 
mation of  his  mother  and  sisters  by  reason  of 
certain  early  successes  at  college.  His  father, 
whose  religion  was  not  of  that  bitter  kind  in 
which  we  in  England  are  apt  to  suppose  that 
all  the  Irish  Roman  Catholics  indulge,  had 
sent  his  son  to  Trinity  ;  and  there  were  some  in 
/  the    neighborhood   of  Killaloe — patients,  prob- 

ably, of  Dr.  Duggin  of  Castle  Connell,  a  learn- 
ed physician  who  had  spent  a  fruitless  life  in  en- 
deavoring to  make  head  against  Dr.  Finn — 
who  declared  that  old  Finn  would  not  be  sorry 
if  his  son  were  to  turn  Protestant  and  go  in  for 
a  fellowship.  Mrs.  Finn  was  a  Protestant,  and 
the  five  Miss  Finns  were  Protestants,  and  the 
doctor  himself  was  very  much  given  to  dining 
out  among  his  Protestant  friends  on  a  Friday. 


Our  Phineas,  however,  did  not  turn  Protestant 
up  in  Dublin,  v/hateverhis  father's  secret  wishes 
on  that  subject  may  have  been.  He  did  join  a 
debating  society,  to  success  in  which  his  religion 
was  no  bar ;  and  he  there  achieved  a  sort  of 
distinction  which  was  both  easy  and  pleasant, 
and  which,  making  its  way  down  to  Killaloe, 
assisted  in  engendering  those  ideas  as  to  swan- 
hood  of  which  maternal  and  sisterly  minds  are  so 
sweetly  susceptible.  "  I  know  half  a  dozen  old 
wind-bags  at  the  present  moment,"  said  the 
doctor,  "  who  were  great  fellows  at  debating 
clubs  when  they  were  boys."  "Phineas  is  not 
a  boy  any  longer,"  said  Mrs.  Finn.  "And 
wind-bags  don't  get  college  scholarships,"  said 
Matilda  Finn,  the  second  daughter.  "But 
papa  always  snubs  Phinny,"  said  Barbara,  the 
youngest.  "I'll  snub  you,  if  you  don't  take 
care,"  said  the  doctor,  taking  Barbara  tenderly 
by  the  ear ;  for  his  youngest  daughter  was  the 
doctor's  pet. 

The  doctor  certainly  did  not  snub  his  son,  for 
he  allowed  him  to  go  over  to  London  when  he 
was  twenty-two  years  of  age,  jn  order  that  he 
might  read  with  an  English  barrister.  It  was 
the  doctor's  wish  that  his  son  might  be  called  to 
the  Irish  Bar,  and  the  young  man's  desire  that 
he  might  go  to  the  English  Bar.  The  doctor  so 
far  gave  way,  under  the  influence  of  Phineas  him- 
self, and  of  all  the  young  women  of  the  family, 
as  to  pay  the  usual  fee  to  a  very  competent  and 
learned  gentleman  in  the  Middle  Temple, 
and  to  allow  his  son  one  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  per  annum  for  three  years.  Doctor 
Finn,  however,  was  still  firm  in  his  intention 
that  his  son  should  settle  in  Dublin,  and  take 
the  Munster  Circuit — believing  that  Phineas 
might  come  to  want  home  influence  and  home 
connections,  in  spite  of  the  swanhood  which 
was  attributed  to  him. 

Phineas  eat  his  terms  for  three  years,  and 
was  duly  called  to  the  Bar ;  but  no  evidence 
came  home  as  to  the  acquirement  of  any  consider- 
able amount  of  law  lore,  or  even  as  to  much  law 
study,  on  the  part  of  the  young  aspirant.  The 
learned  pundit  at  whose  feet  he  had  been  sitting 
was  not  especially  loud  in  praise  of  his  pupil's 
industry,  though  he  did  say  a  pleasant  word  or 
two  as  to  his  pupil's  intelligence.  Phineas  him- 
self did  not  boast  much  of  his  own  hard  work 
when  at  home  during  the  long  vacation.  No 
rumors  of  expected  successes — of  expected  pro- 
fessional successes — reached  the  ears  of  any  of 
the  Finn  family  at  Killaloe.  But,  nevertheless, 
there  came  tidings  which  maintained  those  high 
ideas  in  the  maternal  bosom  of  which  mention 
has  been  made,  and  which  were  of  such  sufficient 
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strength  to  induce  the  doctor,  in  opposition  to 
his  own  judgment,  to  consent  to  the  continued 
residence  of  his  son  in  London.  Phineas  belong-  ' 
ed  to  an  excellent  club — the  Keform  Club — 
and  went  into  very  good  society.  He  was  hand 
and  glove  with  the  Hon.  Laurence  Fitzgibbon, 
the  eldest  son  of  Lord  Claddagh.  He  was  inti- 
mate with  Barrington  Erie,  who  had  been  pri- 
vate secretary — one  of  the  private  secretaries 
— to  the  great  Whig  Prime  Minister  who  was  , 
lately  in  but  is  now  out.  He  had  dined  three 
or  four  times  with  that  great  Whig  nobleman, 
the  Earl  of  Brentford.  And  he  had  been  as- 
sured that  if  he  stuck  to  the  English  Bar  he 
would  certainly  do  well.  Though  he  might 
fail  to  succeed  in  court  or  in  chambers,  he 
would  doubtless  have  given  to  him  some  one  of 
those  numerous  appointments  for  which  none 
but  clever  young  barristers  are  supposed  to  be 
fitting  candidates.  The  old  doctor  yielded  for 
another  year,  although  at  the  end  of  the  second 
year  he  was  called  upon  to  j)ay  a  sum  of  three 
"hundred  pounds,  which  was  then  due  by  Phineas 
to  creditors  in  London.  When  the  doctor's 
male  friends  in  and  about  Killaloe  heard  that  he 
had  done  so,  they  said  that  he  was  doting. 
Not  one  of  the  Miss  Finns  was  as  yet  married  ; 
and  after  all  that  had  been  said  about  the 
doctor's  wealth,  it  was  supposed  that  there 
would  not  be  above  five  hundred  pounds  a  year 
among  them  all,  were  he  to  give  up  his  profes- 
sion. But  the  doctor,  when  he  paid  that  three 
hundred  pounds  for  his  son,  buckled  to  his  work 
again,  though  he  had  for  twelve  months  talked 
of  giving  up  the  midwifery.  He  buckled  to 
again,  to  the  great  disgust  of  Dr.  Duggin,  who 
at  this  time  said  very  ill-natured  things  about 
young  Phineas. 

At  the  end  of  the  three  years  Phineas  was 
called  to  the  Bar,  and  immediately  received  a 
letter  from  his  father  asking  minutely  as  to  his 
professional  intentions.  His  father  recommend- 
ed him  to  settle  in  Dublin,  and  promised  the 
one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  for  three  more 
years  on  condition  that  this  advice  was  followed. 
He  did  not  absolutely  say  that  the  allowance 
would  be  stopped  if  tli/3  advice  were  not  followed, 
but  that  was  plainly  to  be  implied.  That  letter 
came  at  the  moment  of  a  dissolution  of  Parlia- 
ment. Lord  de  Terrier,  the  Conser^-ative  Prime 
Minister,  who  had  now  been  in  office  for  the 
almost  unprecedentedly  long  period  of  fifteen 
months,  had  found  that  he  could  not  face  con- 
tinued majorities  against  him  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  had  dissolved  the  House.  Rumor 
declared  that  he  would  have  much  preferred  to 
resign,  and  betake  himself  once  again  to  the 
easy  glories  of  opposition  ;  but  his  party  had  nj^t- 
urally  been  obdurate  with  him,  and  he  had  re- 
solved to  appeal  to  the  country.  When  Phineas 
received  his  father's  letter,  it  had  just  been  sug- 
gested to  him  at  the  Keform  Club  that  he  should 
stand  for  the  Irish  borough  of  Loughshane. 

This  proposition  had  taken  Phineas  Finn  so 
much  by  surprise,  that  when  first  made  to  him 
by  Barrington  Erie  it  took  his  breath  away. 
What !  he  stand  for  Parliament,  twenty-four  years 
old,  with  no  vestige  of  property  belonging  to 
him,  without  a  penny  in  his  purse,  as  completely 
dependent  on  his  father  as  he  was  when  he  first 
went  to  school  at  eleven  years  of  age  I  And  for 
Loughshane,  a  little  borough  in  the  county  Gal- 


way,  for  which  a  brother  of  that  fine  old  Irish 
peer,  the  Earl  of  Tulla,  had  been  sitting  for  the 
last  twenty  years — a  fine,  high-minded  repre- 
sentative of  the  thorough-going  Orange  Protest- 
ant feeling  of  Ireland  !  And  the  Earl  of  Tulla, 
to  whom  almost  all  Loughshane  belonged — or 
at  any  rate  the  land  about  Loughshane — was 
one  of  his  father's  stanchest  friends  !  Lough- 
shane is  in  county  Galway,  but  the  Earl  of  Tulla 
usually  lived  at  his  seat  in  county  Clare,  not  more 
than  ten  miles  from  Killaloe,  and  always  confined 
his  gouty  feet,  and  the  weak  nerves  of  the  old 
countess,  and  the  stomachs  of  all  his  domestics, 
to  the  care  of  Dr.  Finn.  How  was  it  possible 
that  Phineas  should  stand  for  Loughshane  ?  From 
whence  was  the  money  to  come  for  such  a  contest  ? 
It  was  a  beautiful  dream,  a  grand  idea,  lifting 
Phineas  almost  oft' the  earth  by  its  glory.  When 
the  proposition  was  first  made  to  him  in  the 
smoking-room  at  the  Keform  Club  by  his  friend 
Erie,  he  was  aw-are  that  he  blushed  like  a  girl, 
and  that  he  was  imable  at  the  moment  to  express 
himself  plainly — so  great  was  his  astonishment 
and  so  great  his  gratification.  But  before  ten 
minutes  had  passed  by,  while  Barrington  Erie 
was  still  sitting  over  his  shoulder  on  the  club 
sofa,  and  before  the  blushes  had  altogether  van- 
ished, he  had  seen  the  improbability  of  the  scheme 
and  had  explained  to  his  friend  that  the  thing 
could  not  be  done.  But  to  his  increased  aston- 
ishment, his  friend  made  nothing  of  the  difficul- 
ties. Loughshane,  according  to  Barrington  Erie, 
was  so  small  a  place,  that  the  expense  would  be 
very  little.  There  were  altogether  no  more 
than  307  registered  electors.  The  inhabitants 
were  so  far  removed  from  the  w-orld,  and  were 
so  ignorant  of  the  world's  good  things,  that  they 
knew  nothing  about  bribery.  The  Hon.  George 
Morris,  who  had  sat  for  the  last  twenty  years, 
was  very  unpopular.  He  had  not  been  near 
the  borough  since  the  last  election,  he  had  hard- 
ly done  more  than  show  himself  in  Parliament, 
and  had  neither  given  a  shilling  in  the  town  nor 
got  a  place  under  Government  for  a  single  son 
of  Loughshane.  "And  he  has  quarreled  with 
his  brother,"  said  Barrington  Erie.  "  The  devil 
he  has  I"  said  Phineas.  "I  thought  they  al- 
ways swore  by  each  other."  "  It's  at  each  other 
they  swear  now,"  said  Barrington;  ''George 
has  asked  the  earl  for  more  money,  and  the  earl 
has  cut  up  rusty."  Then  the  negotiator  went 
on  to  explain  that  the  exjienses  of  the  election 
would  be  defrayed  out  of  a  certain  fund  collected 
for  such  purposes,  that  Loughshane  had  been 
chosen  as  a  cheap  place,  and  that  Phineas  Finn 
had  been  chosen  as  a  safe  and  promising  young 
man.  As  for  qualifications,  if  any  question 
were  raised,  that  should  be  made  all  right.  An 
Irish  candidate  was  wanted,  and  a  Roman  Cath- 
olic. So  much  the  Loughshaners  would  require 
on  their  own  account  when  instigated  to  dismiss 
from  their  service  that  thorough-going  Protest- 
ant, the  Hon.  George  Morris.  Then  "  the  jiar- 
ty" — by  which  Barrington  Erie  probably  meant 
the  great  man  in  whose  service  he  himself  had 
become  a  politician — required  that  the  candi- 
date should  be  a  safe  man,  one  who  would  sup- 
port "the  party" — not  a  cantankerous,  red-hot 
semi-Fenian,  running  about  to  meetings  at  the 
Rotunda,  and  such  like,  witli  views  of  his  own 
about  tenant-right  and  the  Irish  Church.  "But 
I  have  views  of  my  own,"  said  I'hineas,  blushing 


THINEAS  FINN,  THE  IKISH  MEMBER. 


again.  "Of  course  you  have,  my  dear  boy," 
said  Barrington,  clapping  him  on  the  back.  "  I 
shouldn't  come  to  you  unless  you  had  views.  But 
your  views  and  ours  are  the  same,  and  you're 
just  the  lad  for  Galway.  You  mightn't  have 
such  an  opening  again  in  your  life,  and  of  course 
you'll  stand  for  Loughshane."  Then  the  conver- 
sation was  over,  the  private  secretary  went  away 
to  arrange  some  other  little  matter  of  the  kind, 
and  Phineas  Finn  was  left  alone  to  consider  the 
proposition  that  had  been  made  to  him. 

To  become  a  member  of  the  British  Parlia- 
ment !  In  all  those  hot  contests  at  the  two  de- 
bating clubs  to  which  he  had  belonged,  this  had 
been  the  ambition  which  had  moved  him.  For, 
after  all,  to  what  purpose  of  their  own  had  these 
empty  debates  ever  tended  ?  He  and  three  or 
four  others  who  had  called  themselves  Liberals 
had  been  pitted  against  four  or  five  who  had  called 
themselves  Conservatives,  and  night  after  night 
they  had  discussed  some  ponderous  subject  with- 
out any  idea  that  one  would  ever  persuade  another 
or  that  their  talking  would  ever  conduce  to  any 
action,  or  to  any  result.  But  each  of  these  com- 
batants had  felt — without  daring  to  announce  a 
hope  on  the  subject  among  themselves — that  the 
present  arena  was  only  a  trial-ground  for  some 
possible  greater  amphitheatre,  for  some  future  de- 
bating club  in  which  debates  would  lead  to  action, 
and  in  which  eloquence  would  have  power,  even 
though  persuasion  might  be  out  of  the  question. 

Phineas  certainly  had  never  dared  to  speak, 
even  to  himself ,  of  such  a  hope.  The  labors  of 
the  Bar  had  to  be  encountered  before  the  dawn 
of  such  a  hope  could  come  to  him.  And  he  had 
gradually  learned  to  feel  that  his  prospects  at 
the  Bar  were  not  as  yet  very  promising.  As  re- 
garded professional  work  he  had  been  idle,  and 
how  then  could  he  have  a  hope  ? 

And  now  this  thing,  which  he  regarded  as  be- 
ing of  all  things  in  the  world  the  most  honorable, 
had  come  to  him  all  at  once,  and  was  possibly 
within  his  reach  I  If  he  could  believe  Barrington 
Erie,  he  had  only  to  lift  up  his  hand,  and  he 
might  be  in  Parliament  within  two  months. 
And  who  was  to  be  believ^ed  on  such  a  subject  if 
not  Barrington  Erie  ?  This  was  Erie's  especial 
business,  and  such  a  man  would  not  have  come 
to  him  on  such  a  subject  had  he  not  been  in  ear- 
nest, and  had  he  not  himself  believed  in  success. 
There  was  an  opening  ready,  an  opening  to  this 
great  glorv,  if  only  it  might  be  possible  for  him 
to  fill  it !  ■ 

What  would  his  father  say  ?  His  father  would 
of  course  oppose  the  plan.  And  if  he  opposed 
his  father,  his  father  would  of  course  stop  his 
income.  And  such  an  income  as  it  was  !  Could 
it  be  that  a  man  should  sit  in  Parliament  and 
live  upon  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year  ? 
Since  that  payment  of  his  deljts  he  had  become 
again  embarrassed,  to  a  slight  amount.  He 
owed  a  tailor  a  trifle,  and  a  boot-maker  a  trifle, 
and  something  to  the  man  who  sold  gloves  and 
sliirts ;  and  yet  he  had  done  his  best  to  keep  out 
of  debt  with  more  than  Irish  pertinacity,  living 
very  closely,  breakfasting  upon  tea  and  a  roll, 
and  dining  frequently  for  a  shilling  at  a  lunch- 
eon-house up  a  court  near  Lincoln's  Inn.  Where 
should  he  dine  if  the  Loughshaners  elected  him 
to  Parliament  ?  And  then  he  painted  to  himself 
a  not  untrue  picture  of  the  probable  miseries  of 
a  man  who  begins  life  too  high  up  on  the  ladder, 


who  succeeds  in  mounting  before  he  has  learned 
how  to  hold  on  when  he  is  aloft.  For  our  Phin- 
eas Finn  was  a  young  man  not  without  sense, 
— not  entirely  a  wind-bag.  If  he  did  this  thing, 
the  probability  was  that  he  might  become  utterly 
a  castaway,  and  go  entirely  to  the  dugs  before 
he  was  thirty.  He  had  heard  of  penniless  men 
who  had  got  into  Parliament,  and  to  whom  had 
come  such  a  fate.  He  was  able  to  name  to  him- 
self a  man  or  two  whose  barks,  carrying  more 
sail  than  they  could  bear,  had  gone  to  pieces 
among  early  breakers  in  this  way.  But  then, 
would  it  not  be  better  to  go  to  pieces  early  than 
never  to  carry  any  sail  at  all  ?  And  there  was, 
at  any  rate,  the  chance  of  success.  He  was  al- 
ready a  barrister,  and  there  were  so  many  things 
open  to  a  barrister  with  a  seat  in  Parliament ! 
And  as  he  knew  of  men  who  had  been  utterly 
ruined  by  such  early  mounting,  so  also  did  he 
know  of  others  whose  fortunes  had  been  made  by 
happy  audacity  when  they  Avere  young.  He  al- 
most thought  that  he  could  die  happy  if  he  had 
once  taken  his  seat  in  Parliament — if  he  had  re- 
ceived one  letter  with  those  grand  initials  writ- 
ten after  his  name  on  the  address.  Young  men 
in  battle  are  called  upon  to  lead  forlorn  hopes. 
Three  fall,  perhaps,  to  one  who  gets  through  ; 
but  the  one  who  gets  through  will  have  the  Vic- 
toria Cross  to  carry  for  the  rest  of  his  life.  This 
was  his  forlorn  hope  ;  and  as  he  had  been  invited 
to  undertake  the  work,  he  would  not  turn  from 
the  danger.  On  the  following  morning  he  again 
saw  Barrington  Erie  by  appointment,  and  then 
wrote  the  following  letter  to  his  father : 

"Reform  Club,  Feb.,  186 — 
"  My  Dear  Father  : — I  am  afraid  that  the 
purport  of  this  letter  will  startle  you,  but  I  hope 
that  when  you  have  finished  it  you  will  think 
that  I  am  right  in  my  decision  as  to  what  I  am 
going  to  do.  You  are  no  doubt  aware  that  the 
dissolution  of  Parliament  will  take  place  at  once, 
and  that  we  shall  be  in  all  the  turmoil  of  a  gen- 
eral election  by  the  middle  of  March.  I  have 
been  invited  to  stand  for  Loughshane,  and  have 
consented.  The  proposition  has  been  made  to 
me  by  my  friend  Barrington  Erie,  Mr.  Mildmay's 
private  secretary,  and  has  been  made  on  behalf 
of  the  Political  Committee  of  the  Reform  Club. 
I  need  hardly  say  that  I  should  not  have  thought 
of  such  a  thing  with  a  less  thorough  promise  f)f 
support  than  this  gives  me,  nor  should  I  think 
of  it  now  had  I  not  been  assured  that  none  of  the 
expense  of  the  election  would  fall  u])on  me.  Of 
course  I  could  not  have  asked  you  to  pay  for  it. 
"But  to  such  a  proposition,  so  made,  I  have 
felt  that  it  would  be  cowardly  to  give  a  refusal. 
I  can  not  but  regard  such  a  selection  as  a  great 
honor.  I  own  that  I  am  fond  of  politics,  and 
have  taken  great  delight  in  their  study " — 
("  Stupid  young  fool  I"  his  father  said  to  him- 
self as  he  read  this) — "and  it  has  been  my 
dream  for  years  past  to  have  a  seat  in  Parlia- 
ment at  some  future  time."  ("Dream  I  yes; 
I  wonder  whether  he  ever  dreamed  what  he  is 
to  live  upon.")  "The  chance  has  now  come  to 
me  much  earlier  than  I  have  looked  for  it,  but 
I  do  not  think  that  it  should  on  that  account  be 
thrown  away.  Looking  to  my  profession,  I  find 
that  many  things  are  open  to  a  barrister  with  a 
seat  in  Parliament,  and  that  the  House  need 
not  interfere  much  with  a  man's  practice."  ("  Not 
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if  he  has  got  to  the  top  of  his  tree,"  said  the  doc- 
tor.) 

"My  chief  doubt  arose  from  the  fact  of  your 
old  friendsliip  with  Lord  Tulla,  whose  brother 
has  filled  the  seat  for  I  don't  know  how  many 
years.  But  it  seems  that  George  Morris  must 
go ;  or,  at  least,  that  he  must  be  opposed  by  a 
Liberal  candidate.  If  I  do  not  stand,  some  one 
else  will,  and  I  should  think  that  Lord  Tulla  will 
be  too  much  of  a  man  to  make  any  personal  quar- 
rel on  such  a  subject.  If  he  is  to  lose  the  borough, 
why  should  not  I  have  it  as  well  as  another  ? 

"I  can  fancy,  my  dear  father,  all  that  you 
will  say  as  to  my  imprudence,  and  I  quite  con- 
fess that  I  have  not  a  word  to  answer.  I  have 
told  myself  more  than  once,  since  last  night, 
that  I  shall  probably  ruin  myself."  ("  I  wonder 
whether  he  has  ever  told  himself  that  he  will 
probably  ruin  me  also,"  said  the  doctor.)  "  But 
I  am  prepared  to  ruin  myself  in  such  a  cause. 
I  have  no  one  dependent  on  me ;  and,  as  long 
as  I  do  nothing  to  disgrace  my  name,  I  may 
dispose  of  myself  as  I  please.  If  you  decide  on 
stopping  my  allowance,  I  shall  have  no  feeling 
of  anger  against  you !"  ("  How  very  consider- 
ate !"  said  the  doctor.)  "And  in  that  case  I 
shall  endeavor  to  support  myself  by  my  pen.  I 
have  already  done  a  little  in  the  magazines. 

' '  Give  my  best  love  to  my  mother  and  sisters. 
If  you  will  receive  me  during  the  time  of  the 
election,  I  shall  see  them  soon.  Perhaps  it  will 
be  best  for  me  to  say  that  I  have  positively  de- 
cided on  making  the  attempt;  that  is  to  say, 
if  the  Club  Committee  is  as  good  as  its  promise. 
I  have  weighed  the  matter  all  round,  and  I  re- 
gard the  prize  as  being  so  great,  that  I  am  pre- 
pared to  run  any  risk  to  obtain  it.  Indeed,  to 
me,  with  my  views  about  politics,  the  running  of 
such  a  risk  is  no  more  than  a  duty.  I  can  not 
keep  my  hand  from  the  woi-k  now  that  the  work 
has  come  in  the  way  of  my  hand.  I  shall  be 
most  anxious  to  get  a  line  from  you  in  answer 
to  this.     Your  most  affectionate  son, 

"Phineas  Finn." 

I  question  whether  Dr.  Finn,  when  he  read 
this  letter,  did  not  feel  more  of  pride  than  of 
anger — whether  he  was  not  rather  gratified  than 
displeased,  in  spite  of  all  that  his  common  sense 
told  him  on  the  subject.  His  wife  and  daugh- 
ters, when  they  heard  the  news,  were  clearly  on 
the  side  of  the  young  man.  Mrs.  Finn  immedi- 
ately expressed  an  opinion  that  Parliament  would 
be  the  making  of  her  son,  and  that  every  body 
would  be  sure  to  employ  so  distinguished  a  bar- 
rister. The  girls  declared  that  Phineas  ought, 
at  any  rate,  to  have  his  chance,  and  almost  as- 
serted that  it  would  be  brutal  in  their  father  to 
stand  in  their  brother's  way.  It  was  in  vain 
that  tiie  doctor  tried  to  explain  that  going  into 
Parliament  could  not  help  a  young  barrister, 
whatever  it  might  do  for  one  thoroughly  estab- 
lished in  his  profession  ;  that  Phineas,  if  success- 
ful at  Loughshane,  would  at  once  abandon  all 
idea  of  earning  any  income — that  the  proposi- 
tion, coming  from  so  poor  a  man,  was  a  mon- 
strosity— that  such  an  op])Osition  to  the  Morris 
family,  coming  from  a  son  of  his,  would  be  gross 
ingratitude  to  Lord  Tulla.  Mrs.  Finn  and  the 
girls  talked  him  down,  and  the  doctor  himself 
was  almost  carried  away  by  something  like 
vanity  in  regard  to  his  sou's  future  position. 


Nevertheless  he  wrote  a  letter  strongly  ad- 
vising Phineas  to  abandon  the  project.  But  he 
himself  was  aware  that  the  letter  which  he  wrote 
was  not  one  from  which  any  success  could  be  ex- 
pected. He  advised  his  son,  but  did  not  com- 
mand him.  He  made  no  threats  as  to  stopping 
his  income.  He  did  not  tell  Phineas,  in  so 
many  words,  that  he  was  proposing  to  make  an 
ass  of  himself.  He  argued  very  prudently 
against  the  plan,  and  Phineas,  when  he  received 
his  father's  letter,  of  course  felt  that  it  was  tan- 
tamount to  a  paternal  permission  to  proceed 
with  the  matter.  On  the  next  day  he  got  a  let- 
ter from  his  mother  full  of  affection,  full  of 
pride,  not  exactly  telling  him  to  stand  for 
Loughshane  by  all  means — for  Mrs.  Finn  was 
not  the  woman  to  run  openly  counter  to  her 
husband  in  any  advice  given  by  her  to  their 
son — but  giving  him  every  encouragement  which 
motherly  aflfection  and  motherly  pride  could  be- 
stow. "Of  course  you  will  come  to  us,"  she 
said,  "  if  you  do  make  up  your  mind  to  be 
member  for  Loughshane.  We  shall  all  of  us  be 
so  delighted  to  have  you !"  Phineas,  who  had 
fallen  into  a  sea  of  doubt  after  writing  to  his 
father,  and  who  had  demanded  a  week  from 
Barrington  Erie  to  consider  the  matter,  was 
elated  to  positive  certainty  by  the  joint  effect  of 
the  two  letters  from  home.  He  understood  it 
all.  His  mother  and  sisters  were  altogether  in 
favor  of  his  audacity,  and  even  his  father  was 
not  disposed  to  quarrel  with  him  on  the  subject. 

"I  shall  take  you  at  your  word,"  he  said  to 
Barrington  Erie  at  the  club  that  evening. 

"  What  word?"  said  Erie,  who  had  too  many 
irons  in  the  fire  to  be  thinking  always  of  Lough- 
shane and  Phineas  Finn — or  who  at  any  rate 
did  not  choose  to  let  his  anxiety  on  the  subject 
be  seen. 

"About  Loughshane." 

"All  right,  old  fellow;  we  shall  be  sure  to 
carry  you  through.  The  Irish  writs  will  be  out 
on  the  third  of  March,  and  the  sooner  you're 
there  the  better." 


CHAPTER  II. 


PHINEAS    FINN    IS  ELECTED  FOK  LOUGHSH.VNE. 

One  great  difficulty  about  the  borough  van- 
ished in  a  very  wonderful  way  at  the  first  touch. 
Dr.  Finn,  who  was  a  man  stout  at  heart,  and  by 
no  means  afraid  of  his  great  friends,  drove  him- 
self over  to  Castle  Morris  to  tell  his  news  to  the 
earl,  as  soon  as  he  got  a  second  letter  from  his 
son  declaring  his  intention  of  proceeding  with 
the  business,  let  the  results  be  what  they  might. 
Lord  Tulla  was  a  passionate  old  man,  and  the 
doctor  expected  that  there  would  be  a  quarrel ; 
but  he  was  prepared  to  face  that.  He  was  un- 
der no  s])ecial  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  lord,  hav- 
ing given  as  much  as  he  had  taken  in  the  long 
intercourse  which  had  existed  between  them  ; 
and  he  agreed  with  his  son  in  thinking  that 
if  there  was  to  be  a  Liberal  candidate  at  Lough- 
shane, no  consideration  of  old  pill-boxes  and 
gallipots  should  deter  his  son  Phineas  from 
standing.  Other  considerations  might  very 
probably  deter  him,  but  not  that.  The  earl 
probably  would  be  of  a  different  opinion,  and 
the  doctor  felt  it  to  bo  incumbent  on  him  to 
break  the  news  to  Lord  Tulla. 
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"The  devil  he  is!"  said  the  earl,  when  the 
doctor  had  told  his  story.  "  Then  I'll  t^ell  you 
what,  Finn,  I'll  support  him." 

"  You  support  him,  Lord  Tulla !" 

"Yes;  why  shouldn't  I  support  him?  I 
suppose  it's  not  so  bad  with  me  in  the  country 
that  my  support  will  rob  him  of  his  chance ! 
I'll  tell  you  one  thing  for  certain,  I  won't  sup- 
port George  Morris." 

"  But,  my  lord — " 

"Well;  go  on." 

"I've  never  taken  much  part  in  politics  my- 
self, as  you  know ;  but  my  boy  Phineas  is  on 
the  other  side." 

"  I  don't  care  a  —  for  sides.  "What  has  my 
party  done  for  me  ?  Look  at  my  cousin,  Dick 
Morris.  There's  not  a  clergyman  in  Ireland 
stancher  to  them  than  he  has  been,  and  now 
they  have  given  the  deanery  of  Kilfenora  to  a 
man  that  never  had  a  father,  though  I  conde- 
scended to  ask  for  it  for  my  cousin.  Let  them 
wait  till  I  ask  for  any  thing  again."  Dr.  Finn, 
who  knew  all  about  Dick  Morris's  debts,  and 
who  had  heard  of  his  modes  of  preaching, 
was  not  surprised  at  the  decision  of  the  Conserv- 
ative bestower  of  Irish  Church  patronage  ;  but 
on  this  subject  he  said  nothing.  "And  as  for 
George,"  continued  the  earl,  "I  will  never  lift 
my  hand  again  for  him.  His  standing  for 
Loughshane  would  be  quite  out  of  the  question. 
My  own  tenants  wouldn't  vote  for  him  if  I  were 
to  ask  them  myself.  Peter  Blake  " — Mr.  Peter 
Blake  was  the  lord's  agent — "told  me  only  a 
week  ago  that  it  would  be  useless.  The  whole 
thing  is  gone,  and  for  my  part  I  wish  they'd 
disfranchise  the  borough.  I  wish  they'd  dis- 
franchise the  whole  country,  and  send  us  a  mili- 
tary governor.  What's  the  use  of  such  mem- 
bers as  we  send?  There  isn't  one  gentleman 
among  ten  of  them.  Your  son  is  welcome  for 
me.  What  support  I  can  give  him  he  shall 
have,  but  it  isn't  much.  I  suppose  he  had  bet- 
ter come  and  see  me." 

The  doctor  promised  that  his  son  should  ride 
over  to  Castle  Morris,  and  then  took  his  leave — 
not  specially  flattered,  as  he  felt  that  were  his 
son  to  be  returned,  the  earl  would  not  regard 
him  as  the  one  gentleman  among  ten  whom  the 
county  might  send  to  leaven  the  remainder  of 
its  members — but  aware  that  the  greatest  im- 
pediment in  his  son's  way  was  already  removed. 
He  certainly  had  not  gone  to  Castle  Morris  with 
any  idea  of  canvassing  for  his  son,  and  yet  he 
had  canvassed  for  him  most  satisfactorily. 
When  he  got  home  he  did  not  know  how  to 
speak  of  the  matter  otherwise  than  triumph- 
antly to  his  wife  and  daughters.  Though  he 
desired  to  curse,  his  mouth  would  speak  bless- 
ings. Before  that  evening  was  over  the  pros- 
pects of  Phineas  at  Loughshane  were  spoken  of 
with  open  enthusiasm  before  the  doctor,  and  by 
the  next  day's  post  a  letter  was  written  to  him 
by  Matilda,  informing  him  that  the  earl  was 
prepared  to  receive  him  with  open  arms.  "  Papa 
has  been  over  there  and  managed  it  all,"  said 
Matilda. 

"  I'm  told  George  Morris  isn't  going  to  stand, " 
said  Barrington  Erie  to  Phineas  the  night  be- 
fore his  departure. 

"  His  brother  won't  support  him.  His  broth- 
er means  to  support  me,"  said  Phineas. 

"That  can  hardly  be  so." 


"But  I  tell  you  it  is.  My  father  has  known 
the  earl  these  twenty  years,  and  has  managed  it." 

"  I  say,  Finn,  you're  not  going  to  play  us  a     ■* 
trick,   are  you?"    said    Mr.  Erie,  with    some- 
thing like  dismay  in  his  voice. 

"What  sort  of  trick?" 

"You're  not  coming  out  on  the  other  side?" 

"Not  if  I  know  it,"  said  Phineas  proudly. 
"Let  me  assure  you  I  wouldn't  change  my 
views  in  politics  either  for  you  or  for  the  earl, 
though  each  of  you  carried  seats  in  your  breeches 
pockets.  If  I  go  into  Parliament,  I  shall  go 
there  as  a  sound  Liberal — not  to  support  a  party, 
but  to  do  the  best  I  can  for  the  country.  I  tell 
you  so,  and  I  shall  tell  the  earl  the  same." 

Barrington  Erie  turned  away  in  disgust. 
Such  language  was  to  him  simply  disgusting. 
It  fell  upon  his  ears  as  false  maudlin  sentiment 
falls  on  the  ears  of  the  ordinary  honest  man  of 
the  world.  Barrington  Erie  was  a  man  ordi- 
narily honest.  He  would  not  have  been  untrue 
to  his  mother's  brother,  William  Mildmay,  the 
great  Whig  minister  of  the  day,  for  any  earthly 
consideration.  He  was  ready  to  work  with 
wages  or  without  wages.  He  was  really  zeal- 
ous in  the  cause,  not  asking  very  much  for  him- 
self. He  had  some  undefined  belief  that  it  was 
much  better  for  the  country  that  Mr.  Mildmay 
should  be  in  power  than  that  Lord  de  Terrier 
should  be  there.  He  was  convinced  that  Liberal 
politics  were  good  for  Englishmen,  and  that 
Liberal  politics  and  the  Mildmay  party  were  one 
and  the  same  thing.  It  would  be  unfair  to  Bai'- 
rington  Erie  to  deny  to  him  some  praise  for  patri- 
otism. But  he  hated  the  very  name  of  inde- 
pendence in  Parliament,  and  when  he  was  told 
of  any  man,  that  that  man  intended  to  look  to 
measures  and  not  to  men,  he  regarded  that  man 
as  being  both  unstable  as  water  and  dishonest  as 
the  wind.  No  good  could  possibly  come  from 
such  a  one,  and  much  evil  might  and  probably 
would  come.  Such  a  politician  was  a  Greek  to 
Barrington  Erie,  from  whose  hands  he  feared  to 
accept  even  the  gift  of  a  vote.  Parliamentary 
hermits  were  distasteful  to  him,  and  dwellers  in 
political  caves  were  regarded  by  him  with  aver- 
sion as  being  either  knavish  or  impractical. 
With  a  good  Conservative  opponent  he  could 
shake  hands  almost  as  readily  as  with  a  good 
Whig  ally ;  but  the  man  who  was  neither  flesh 
nor  fowl  was  odious  to  him.  According  to  his 
theory  of  parliamentary  government,  the  House 
of  Commons  should  be  divided  by  a  marked  line, 
and  every  member  should  be  required  to  stand 
on  one  side  of  it  or  on  the  other.  "  If  not  with 
me,  at  any  rate  be  against  me,"  he  would  have 
said  to  every  representative  of  the  people  in  the 
name  of  the  great  leader  whom  he  followed. 
He  thought  that  debates  were  good,  because  of 
the  people  outside — because  they  served  to  cre- 
ate that  public  opinion  which  was  hereafter  to 
be  used  in  creating  some  future  House  of  Com- 
mons ;  but  he  did  not  think  it  possible  that  any 
vote  should  be  given  on  a  great  question,  either 
this  way  or  that,  as  the  result  of  a  debate ;  and 
he  was  certainly  assured  in  his  own  opinion  that 
any  such  changing  of  votes  would  be  dangerous, 
revolutionary,  and  almost  unparliamentary.  A 
member's  vote — except  on  some  small  crotchety 
open  question  thrown  out  for  the  amusement  of 
crotchety  members — was  due  to  the  leader  of 
that  member's  party.     Such  was  Mr.  Erie's  idea 
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of  the  English  system  of  Parliament,  and,  lend- 
ing semi-official  assistance  as  he  did  frequently 
to  the  introduction  of  candidates  into  the  House, 
he  was  naturally  anxious  that  his  candidates 
should  be  candidates  after  his  own  heart.  When, 
therefore,  Phineas  Finn  talked  of  measures  and 
not  men,  Barrington  Erie  turned  away  in  open 
disgust.  Blithe  remembered  the  youth  and  ex- 
treme rawness  of  the  lad,  and  he  remembered 
also  the  careers  of  other  men. 

Barrington  Erie  was  forty,  and  experience  had 
taught  him  something.  After  a  few  seconds,  he 
brought  himself  to  think  mildly  of  the  young 
man's  vanity,  as  of  the  vanity  of  a  plunging 
colt  who  resents  the  liberty  even  of  a  touch. 
"By  the  end  of  the  first  session  the  thong  will 
be  cracked  over  his  head,  as  he  patiently  assists  in 
pulling  the  coach  up  hill,  without  producing  from 
him  even  a  flick  of  his  tail,"  said  Barrington 
Frle  to  an  old  parliamentary  friend. 

"  If  he  were  to  come  out  after  all  on  the  wrong 
side,"  said  the  parliamentary  friend. 

Erie  admitted  that  such  a  trick  as  that  would 
be  unpleasant,  but  he  thought  that  old  Lord  TuUa 
•was  hardly  equal  to  so  clever  a  stratagem. 

Phineas  went  to  Ireland,  and  walked  over  the 
course  at  Loughshane.  He  called  upon  LordTul- 
la,  and  heard  that  venerable  nobleman  talk  a  great 
deal  of  nonsense.  To  tell  the  truth  ofPhineas,  I 
must  confess  that  he  wished  to  talk  the  nonsense 
himself;  but  the  earl  would  not  hear  him,  and 
put  him  down  quickly.  "  We  won't  discuss  pol- 
itics, if  you  please,  Mr.  Finn ;  because,  as  I  have 
already  said,  I  am  throwing  aside  all  political 
considerations."  Phineas,  therefore,  was  not  al- 
lowed to  express  his  views  on  the  government  of 
the  country  in  the  earl's  sitting-room  at  Castle 
Morris.  There  was,  however,  a  good  time  com- 
ing ;  and  so,  for  the  present,  he  allowed  the  earl 
to  ramble  on  about  the  sins  of  his  brother  George, 
and  the  want  of  all  proper  pedigree  on  the  part 
of  the  new  Dean  of  Kilfenora.  The  conference 
ended  with  an  assurance  on  the  part  of  Lord 
Tulla  that  if  the  Loughshaners  chose  to  elect 
Mr.  Phineas  Finn  he  would  not  be  in  the  least 
offended.  The  electors  did  elect  IMr.  Phineas 
Finn — perhaps  for  the  reason  given  by  one  of 
the  Dublin  Conservative  papers,  which  declared 
that  it  was  all  the  fault  of  the  Carlton  Club  in 
not  sending  a  proper  candidate.  There  was  a 
great  deal  said  about  the  matter,  both  in  London 
and  Dublin,  and  the  blame  was  supposed  to  fall 
on  the  joint  slioulders  of  George  Morris  and  his 
elder  brother.  In  the  mean  ti  me,  our  hero,  Phineas 
Finn,  had  been  duly  elected  member  of  Parlia- 
ment for  the  borough  of  Loughshane, 

The  Finn  family  could  not  restrain  their  tri- 
umphings  at  Killaloe,  and  I  do  not  know  that  it 
would  have  been  natural  had  they  done  so.  A 
gosling  from  such  a  flock  does  become  something 
of  a  real  swan  by  getting  into  Parliament.  The 
doctor  had  his  misgivings — had  great  misgivings, 
fearful  forebodings  ;  but  there  was  the  young 
man  elected,  and  he  could  not  help  it.  He  could 
not  refuse  his  right  hand  to  his  son  or  withdraw 
his  paternal  assistance  because  that  son  had  been 
specially  honored  among  the  young  men  of  his 
country.  So  he  pulled  out  of  his  hoard  what 
sufficed  to  pay  off  outstanding  debts — they  were 
not  heavy — and  undertook  to  allow  I'inneas 
two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  a  year  as  long  as 
the  session  should  last. 


There  was  a  widow  lady  living  at  Killaloe  who 
was  named  Mrs.  Flood  Jones,  and  she  had  a 
daughter.  She  had  a  son  also,  born  to  inherit 
the  property  of  the  late  Floscabel  Flood  Jones, 
of  Floodborough,  as  soon  as  that  property  should 
have  disembarrassed  itself;  but  with  him,  now 
serving  with  his  regiment  in  India,  we  shall  have 
no  concern.  Mrs.  Flood  Jones  was  living  mod- 
estly at  Killaloe,  on  her  widow's  jointure — Flood- 
borough  having,  to  tell  the  truth,  pretty  nearly 
fallen  into  absolute  ruin  —  and  with  her  lived 
her  one  daughter,  Mary.  Now,  on  the  evening 
before  the  return  ofPhineas  Finn,  Esq.,  M.P.,  to 
London,  Mrs.  and  Miss  Flood  Jones  drank  tea 
at  the  doctor's  house. 

"  It  wouldn't  make  a  bit  of  change  in  him." 
Barbara  Finn  said  to  her  friend  Mary,  up  in 
some  bedroom  privacy  before  the  tea-drinking 
ceremonies  had  altogether  commenced. 

"Oh,  it  must,"  said  Mary. 

"  I  tell  you  it  won't,  my  dear ;  he  is  so  good 
and  so  true." 

"I  know  he  is  good,  Barbara;  and  as  for 
truth,  there  is  no  question  about  it,  because  he 
has  never  said  a  word  to  me  that  he  might  not 
say  to  any  girl." 

"That's  nonsense,  Mary." 

"He  never  has,  then,  as  sure  as  the  blessed 
Virgin  watches  over  us ;  only  you  don't  believe 
she  does." 

"  Never  mind  about  the  Virgin  now,  Mary." 

"But  he  never  has.  Your  brother  is  nothing 
to  me,  Barbara." 

"Then  I  hope  he  will  be  before  the  evening 
is  over.  He  was  walking  with  you  all  yester- 
day and  the  day  before." 

"  Why  shouldn't  he — and  we  that  have  known 
each  other  all  our  lives  ?  But,  Barbara,  pray, 
pray  never  say  a  word  of  this  to  any  one !" 

"Is  it  I?  Wouldn't  I  cut  out  mv  tongue 
first?" 

"I  don't  know  why  I  let  you  talk  to  me  in 
this  way.  There  has  never  been  any  thing  be- 
tween me  and  Phineas — your  brother,  I  mean." 

"I  know  whom  you  mean  very  well." 

"And  I  feel  quite  sure  that  there  never  will 
be.  Why  should  there  ?  He'll  go  out  among 
great  people  and  be  a  great  man ;  and  I've 
already  found  out  that  there's  a  certain  Lady 
Laura  Standish  whom  he  admires  very  much." 

"Lady  Laura  Fiddlestick!" 

"  A  man  in  Parliament,  you  know,  may 
look  up  to  any  body,"  said  Miss  Mary  Flood 
Jones. 

"  I  want  Phin  to  look  up  to  you,  my  dear." 

"Tliat  wouldn't  be  looking  u]).  Placed  as 
he  is  now,  that  would  be  looking  down  ;  and  he 
is  so  proud  that  he'll  never  do  that.  But  come 
down,  dear,  else  they'll  wonder  where  we  are."' 

Mary  Flood  Jones  was  a  little  girl  about 
twenty  years  of  age,  with  the  softest  hair  in  tlie 
world,  a  color  varying  between  brown  and  au- 
burn— for  sometimes  you  would  swear  it  was 
the  one  and  sometimes  the  other ;  and  she  was 
as  pretty  as  ever  she  could  be.  She  was  one  of 
those  girls,  so  common  in  Ireland,  whom  men, 
with  tastes  that  way  given,  feel  inclined  to  take 
up  and  devour  on  the  spur  of  the  moment ;  and 
when  she  liked  her  lion,  she  had  a  look  about 
her  which  seemed  to  ask  to  be  devotircd.  There 
are  girls  so  cold-looking — pretty  girls,  too,  lady- 
like, discreet,  and  armed  with  all  accomplish- 
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ments — whom  to  attack  seems  to  require  the 
same  sort  of  courage,  and  the  same  sort  of  prep- 
aration, as  a  journey  in  quest  of  the  north-west 
passage.  One  thinks  of  a  pedestal  near  the 
Athen£Eum  as  the  most  appropriate  and  most 
honorable  reward  of  such  courage.  But  again, 
there  are  other  girls  to  abstain  from  attacking 
whom  is,  to  a  man  of  any  warmth  of  tempera- 
ment, quite  impossible.  They  are  like  water 
when  one  is  athirst,  like  plovers'  eggs  in  March, 
like  cigars  when  one  is  out  in  the  autumn.  No 
one  ever  dreams  of  denying  himself  when  such 
temptation  comes  in  the  way.  It  often  hap- 
pens, however,  that  in  spite  of  appearances,  the 
water  will  not  come  from  the  well,  nor  the  egg 
from  its  shell,  nor  will  the  cigar  allow  itself  to 
be  lit.  A  girl  of  such  appearance,  so  charming, 
was  Mary  Flood  Jones  of  Killaloe,  and  our  hero 
Phineas  was  not  allowed  to  thirst  in  vain  for  a 
drop  from  the  cool  spring. 

When  the  girls  went  down  to  the  drawing- 
room  Mary  was  careful  to  go  to  a  part  of  the 
room  quite  remote  from  Phineas,  so  as  to  seat 
herself  between  Mrs.  Finn  and  Dr.  Finn's 
young  partner,  Mr.  Elias  Bodkin,  from  Ballina- 
sloe.  But  Mrs.  Finn  and  the  Miss  Finns  and 
all  Killaloe  knew  that  Mary  had  no  love  for  Mr. 
Bodkin,  and  when  Mr.  Bodkin  handed  her  the 
hot  cake  she  hardly  so  much  as  smiled  at  him. 
But  in  two  minutes  Phineas  was  behind  her 
chair,  and  then  she  smiled  ;  and  in  five  minutes 
more  she  got  herself  so  twisted  round  that  she 
was  sitting  in  a  corner  with  Phineas  and  his  sis- 
ter Barbara  ;  and  in  two  more  minutes  Barbara 
had  returned  to  Mr.  Elias  Bodkin,  so  that  Phin- 
eas and  Mary  were  uninterrupted.  They 
manage  these  things  very  quickly  and  very  clev- 
erly in  Killaloe. 

"I  shall  be  off  to-morrow  morning  by  the 
early  train,"  said  Phineas. 

"  So  soon  ;  and  when  will  you  have  to  be- 
gin— in  Parliament,  I  mean  ?" 

"  I  shall  have  to  take  my  seat  on  Friday.  I'm 
going  back  just  in  time." 

"  But  when  shall  we  hear  of  your  saying  some- 
thing?" 

"Never,  probably.  Not  one  in  ten  who  go 
into  Parliament  ever  do  say  any  thing." 

"  But  you  will ;  won't  you  ?  I  hope  you  will. 
I  do  so  hope  you  will  distinguish  yourself; 
because  of  your  sister,  and  for  the  sake  of  the 
town,  you  know." 

"And  is  that  all,  Mary?" 

"  Isn't  that  enough  ?" 

"You  don't  care  a  bit  about  myself,  then  ?" 

"You  know  that  I  do.  Haven't  we  been 
friends  ever  since  we  were  children  ?  Of  course 
it  will  be  a  great  pride  to  me  that  a  person  whom 
I  have  known  so  intimately  should  come  to  be 
talked  about  as  a  great  man." 

"  I  sh.ill  never  be  talked  about  as  a  great  man." 

"You're  a  great  man  tome  already,  being  in 
Parliament.  Only  think  ;  I  never  saw  a  mem- 
ber of  Parliament  in  my  life  before." 

"You've  seen  the  bishop  scores  of  times." 

"  Is  he  in  Parliament  ?  Ah,  but  not  like  you. 
He  couldn't  come  to  be  a  cabinet  minister,  and 
one  never  reads  any  thing  about  him  in  the  news- 
papers. I  shall  expect  to  sec  your  name  very 
often,  and  I  shall  always  look  for  it.  '  Mr.  Phin- 
eas Finn  paired  off  with  Mr.  Mildmay.'  What 
is  the  meaning  of  jjairing  oflf  ?" 


"  I'll  explain  it  all  to  you  when  I  come  back, 
after  learning  my  lesson." 

"  Mind  you  do  come  back.  But  I  don't  sup- 
pose you  ever  will.  You  will  be  going  some- 
where to  see  Lady  Laura  Standish  when  you 
are  not  wanted  in  Parliament." 

"  Lady  Laura  Standish !" 

"And  why  shouldn't  you?  Of  course,  with 
your  prospects,  you  should  go  as  much  as  pos- 
sible among  people  of  that  sort.  Is  Lady  Laura 
very  pretty  ?" 

"  She's  about  six  feet  high." 

"  Nonsense.     I  don't  believe  that." 

"She  would  look  as  though  she  were,  stand- 
ing by  you." 

"Because  I  am  so  insignificant  and  small." 

"  Because  your  figure  is  perfect,  and  because 
she  is  straggling.  She  is  as  unlike  you  as  pos- 
sible in  every  thing.  She  has  thick  lumpy  red 
hair,  while  yours  is  all  silk  and  softness.  She 
has  large  hands  and  feet,  and — " 

"  Why,  Phineas,  you  are  making  her  out  to 
be  an  ogress,  and  yet  I  know  that  you  admire 
her." 

"  So  I  do,  because  she  possesses  such  an  ap- 
pearance of  power.  And  after  all,  in  spite  of 
the  lumpy  hair,  and  in  spite  of  large  hands  and 
straggling  figure,  she  is  handsome.  One  can't 
tell  what  it  is.  One  can  see  that  she  is  quite 
contented  with  herself,  and  intends  to  make 
others  contented  with  her.     And  so  she  does." 

"  I  see  you  are  in  love  with  her,  Pliineas." 

"No;  not  in  love — not  with  her  at  least. 
Of  all  men  in  the  world,  I  suppose  I  am  the  Inst 
that  has  a  right  to  be  iu  love.  I  dare  say  I  shall 
marry  some  day." 

"I  am  sure  I  hope  you  will." 

"  But  not  till  I'm  forty  or  perhaps  fifty  years 
old.  If  I  was  not  fool  enough  to  have  what  men 
call  a  high  ambition  I  might  venture  to  be  in 
Jove  now." 

"I'm  sure  I'm  very  glad  that  you've  got  a 
high  ambition.  It  is  what  every  man  ought  to 
have  ;  and  I've  no  doubt  that  we  shall  hear  of 
your  marriage  soon — very  soon.  And  tlien — if 
she  can  help  you  in  your  ambition,  we — shall — 
all — be  so — glad." 

Phineas  did  not  say  a  word  farther  then. 
Perhaps  some  commotion  among  the  party  broke 
up  the  little  private  conversation  in  the  corner. 
And  he  was  not  alone  with  Mary  again  till  there 
came  a  moment  for  him  to  put  her  cloak  over 
her  shouldei's  in  the  back  parlor,  while  Mrs. 
Flood  Jones  was  finishing  some  important  nar- 
rative to  his  mother.  It  was  Barbara,  I  think, 
who  stood  in  some  door-way,  and  prevented 
people  from  passing,  and  so  gave  him  the  oppor- 
tunity which  he  abused. 

"  Mary,"  said  he,  taking  her  in  his  arms, 
without  a  single  word  of  love-making  beyond 
what  the  reader  has  heard — "one  kiss  before 
we  part." 

"  No,  Phineas,  no  !"  But  the  kiss  had  been 
taken  and  given  before  she  had  even  answered 
him.     "  Oh,  Phineas,  you  shouldn't !" 

"  I  should.  Why  shouldn't  I  ?  And,  INIaiy. 
I  will  have  one  morsel  of  your  hair." 

"You  shall  not;  indeed,  you  shall  not!" 
But  the  scissors  were  at  hand,  and  the  ringlet 
was  cut  and  in  his  pocket  before  she  was  ready 
with  her  resistance.  There  was  nothing  far- 
ther, not  a  word  more ;  and  Mary  went  away 
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with  her  veil  down,  under  her  mother's  wing, 
weeping  sweet  silent  tears  which  no  one  saw. 

'•You  do  love  her;  don't  you,  Phineas?" 
asked  Barbara. 

"Bother!  Do  you  go  to  bed,  and  don't 
trouble  yourself  about  such  trifles.  But  mind 
you're  up,  old  girl,  to  see  me  off  in  the  morn- 
ing." 

Every  body  was  up  to  see  him  off  in  the 
morning,  to  give  him  coffee  and  good  advice, 
and  kisses,  and  to  throw  all  manner  of  old  shoes 
after  him  as  he  started  on  his  great  expedition 
to  Parliament.  His  father  gave  him  an  extra 
twenty-pound  note,  and  begged  him  for  God's 
sake  to  be  careful  about  his  money.  His  mother 
told  him  always  to  have  an  orange  in  his  pocket 
when  he  intended  to  speak  longer  than  usual. 
And  Barbara  in  a  last  whisper  begged  him  never 
to  forget  dear  Mary  Flood  Jones. 


CHAPTER  III. 

PHINEAS    FINN  TAKES  HIS  SEAT. 

Phineas  had  many  serious,  almost  solemn 
thoughts  on  his  journey  toward  London.  I  am 
sorry  I  must  assure  my  female  readers  that  very 
few  of  them  had  reference  to  Mary  Flood  Jones. 
He  had,  however,  very  carefully  packed  up  the 
tress,  and  could  bring  that  out  for  proper  acts  of 
erotic  worship  at  seasons  in  which  his  mind  might 
be  less  engaged  with  affairs  of  state  than  it  was 
at  present.  Would  he  make  a  failure  of  this 
great  matter  which  he  had  taken  in  hand?  He 
could  not  but  tell  himself  that  the  chances  were 
twenty  to  one  against  him.  Now,  that  he 
looked  nearer  at  it  all,  the  difficulties  loomed 
larger  than  ever,  and  the  rewards  seemed  to  be 
less,  more  difficult  of  approach,  and  more  eva- 
nescent. How  many  members  were  there  who 
could  never  get  a  hearing  !  How  many  who 
only  spoke  to  fail !  How  many,  who  spoke  well, 
who  could  speak  to  no  effect  as  far  as  their  own 
worldly  prospects  were  concerned  !  He  had 
already  known  many  members  of  Parliament  to 
whom  no  outward  respect  or  sign  of  honor  was 
ever  given  by  any  one ;  and  it  seemed  to  him,  as 
he  thought  over  it,  that  Irish  members  of  Parlia- 
ment were  generally  treated  with  more  indiffer- 
ence than  any  others.  There  were  O'B —  and 
O'C — andO'D — ,  for  whom  noonecaredastraw, 
who  could  hardly  get  men  to  dine  with  them  at 
the  club,  and  yet  they  were  fjenuine  members  of 
Parliament.  Why  should  he  ever  be  better 
than  O'B— ,  or  O'C—,  or  O'D— ?  And  in  what 
way  should  he  begin  to  be  better?  He  liad  an 
idea  of  the  fashion  after  which  it  would  be  his 
duty  to  strive  that  he  might  excel  those  gentle- 
men. He  did  not  give  any  of  them  credit  for 
much  earnestness  in  their  country's  behalf,  and 
he  was  minded  to  be  very  earnest.  He  would 
go  to  his  work  honestly  and  conscientiously,  de- 
termined to  do  his  duty  as  best  he  might,  let  the 
results  to  himself  be  what  they  would.  This  was  a 
noble  resolution,  and  might  have  been  pleasant  to 
iiim,  had  he  not  remembered  that  smile  of  deri- 
sion which  had  come  over  his  friend  Erie's 
face  when  he  declared  his  intention  of  doing  his 
duty  to  his  country  as  a  Liberal,  and  not  of  sup- 
porting a  party.  O'B —  and  O'C —  and  O'D — 
were  keen  enough  to  sujiporttlieir  party,  onlythey 


were  sometimes  a  little  astray  at  knowing  which 
was  their  party  for  the  nonce.  He  knew  that 
Erie  and  such  men  would  despise  him  if  he  did 
not  fall  into  the  regular  groove — and  if  the  Bar- 
rington  Erles  despised  him,  what  would  then  be 
left  for  him  ? 

His  moody  thoughts  were  somewhat  dissipated 
when  he  found  one  Laurence  Fitzgibbon — the 
Honorable  Laurence  Fitzgibbon — a  special  friend 
of  his  own,  and  a  very  clever  fellow,  on  board  the 
boat  as  it  steamed  out  of  Kingston  harbor. 
Laurence  Fitzgibbon  had  also  just  been  over 
about  his  election,  and  had  been  returned  as  a 
matter  of  course  for  his  father's  county.  Lau- 
rence Fitzgibbon  had  sat  in  the  House  for  the 
last  fifteen  years,  and  was  yet  well-nigh  as  young 
a  man  as  anv  in  it.  And  he  was  a  man  altogether 
different  from  the  O'B— s,  O'C— s,  and  O'D— s. 
Laurence  Fitzgibbon  could  always  get  the  ear 
of  the  House  if  lie  chose  to  speak,  and  his  friends 
declared  that  he  might  have  been  high  up  in 
office  long  years  since  if  he  would  have  taken 
the  trouble  to  work.  He  was  a  welcome  guest 
at  the  houses  of  the  very  best  people,  and  was  a 
friend  of  whom  any  one  might  be  proud.  It  had 
for  two  years  been  a  feather  in  the  cap  of  Phin- 
eas that  he  knew  Laurence  Fitzgibbon.  And 
yet  people  said  that  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  had 
nothing  of  his  own,  and  men  wondered  how  he 
lived.  He  was  the  youngest  son  of  Lord  Clad- 
dagh,  an  Irisii  peer  with  a  large  family,  who 
could  do  nothing  for  Laurence,  his  favorite 
child,  beyond  finding  him  a  seat  in  Parliament. 

"  Well,  Finn,  my  boy,"  said  Laurence,  shaking 
hands  with  the  young  member  on  board  the  steam- 
er, "so  you've  made  it  all  riglit  at  Loughshane." 
Then  Phineas  was  beginning  to  tell  all  the  storj-, 
the  wonderful  story  ofGeprge  Morris  and  the  Earl 
of  Tulla — how  the  men  of  Loughshane  had  elected 
him  without  opposition  ;  how  he  had  been  sup- 
ported by  Conservatives  as  well  as  Liberals : 
how  unanimous  Loughshane  had  been  in  elect- 
ing him,  Phineas  Finn,  as  its  representative. 
But  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  seemed  to  care  very  little 
about  all  this,  and  went  so  far  as  to  declare  that 
those  things  were  accidents  which  fell  out  some- 
times one  way  and  sometimes  another,  and  were 
altogether  independent  of  any  merit  or  demerit 
on  the  part  of  the  candidate  himself.  And  it 
was  marvelous  and  almost  painful  to  Phineas 
that  his  friend  Fitzgibbon  should  accept  the 
fact  of  his  membership  with  so  little  of  congratu- 
lation— with  absolutely  no  blowing  of  trumpets 
whatever.  Had  he  been  elected  a  member  of  the 
municipal  corporation  of  Loughshane,  instead 
of  its  representative  in  the  British  Parliament, 
Laurence  Fitzgibbon  could  not  have  made  less 
fuss  about  it.  Phineas  was  disappointed,  but  he 
took  the  cue  from  his  friend  too  quickly  to  show 
his  disappointment.  And  when,  half  an  hour 
after  theix  meeting,  Fitzgibbon  had  to  be  re- 
minded that  his  companion  was  not  in  the  House 
during  the  last  session,  Phineas  was  able  to 
make  the  remark  as  though  he  thought  as  little 
about  the  House  as  did  the  old-accustomed  mem- 
ber himself. 

"As  far  as  I  can  see  as  yet,"  said  Fitzgib- 
bon, "we  are  sure  to  have  seventeen." 

"Seventeen?"  said  Phineas,  not  quite  un- 
derstanding the  meaning  of  the  number  quoted. 

"A  majority  of  seventeen.  There  are  four 
Irish  counties  and  three  Scotch  which  haven't 
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returned  as  yet ;  but  we  know  pretty  well  what 
they'll  do.  There's  a  doubt  about  Tipperary,  of 
course  ;  but  whichever  gets  in  of  the  seven  who 
are  standing,  it  will  be  a  vote  on  our  side.  Now 
the  Government  can't  live  against  that.  The  up- 
hill strain  is  too  much  for  them." 

"According  to  my  idea,  nothing  can  justify 
them  in  trying  to  live  against  a  majority." 

"That's'  gammon.  When  the  thing  is  so 
equal,  any  thing  is  fair.  But  you  see  they  don't 
like  it.  Of  course  there  are  some  among  them 
as  hungry  as  we  are;  and  Dubby  would  give 
bis  toes  and  fingers  to  remain  in."  Dubby  was 
the  ordinary  name  by  which,  among  friends  and 
foes,  Mr.  Daubeny  was  known  ;  Mr.  Daubeny, 
who  at  that  time  was  the  leader  of  the  Conserva- 
tive party  in  the  House  of  Commons.  "But 
most  of  them,"  continued  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  "  pre- 
fer the  other  game,  and  if  you  don't  care  about 
money,  upon  my  word  it's  the  pleasanter  game 
of  the  two." 

"  But  the  country  gets  nothing  done  by  a  Tory 
Government." 

"As  to  that,  it's  six  of  one  and  half  a  dozen 
of  the  other.  I  never  knew  a  government  yet 
that  wanted  to  do  any  thing.  Give  a  govern- 
ment a  real  strong  majority,  as  the  Tories  used 
to  have  half  a  century  since,  and  as  a  matter  of 
course  it  will  do  nothing.  Why  should  it  ?  Do- 
ing things,  as  you  call  it,  is  only  (bidding  for 
power — for  patronage  and  pay." 

"And  is  the  country  to  have  no  service  done  ?" 

"The  country  gets  quite  as  much  service 
as  it  pays  for,  and  perhaps  a  little  more.  The 
clerks  in  the  offices  work  for  the  country.  And 
the  Ministers  work  too,  if  they've  got  any  thing 
to  manage.  There  is  plenty  of  work  done  ;  but 
of  work  in  Parliament,  the  less  the  better,  ac- 
cording to  my  ideas.  It's  very  little  that  ever  is 
done,  and  that  little  is  generally  too  much." 

"But  the  people — " 

"  Come  down  and  have  a  glass  of  brandy  and 
water,  and  leave  the  people  alone  for  the  pres- 
ent. The  people  can  take  care  of  themselves  a 
great  deal  better  than  we  can  take  care  of 
them."  Mr.  Fitzgibbon's  doctrine  as  to  the 
commonwealth  was  very  different  from  that  of 
Barrington  Erie,  and  was  still  less  to  the  taste 
of  the  new  member.  Barrington  Erie  considered 
that  his  leader,  Mr.  Mildmay,  should  be  en- 
trusted to  make  all  necessary  changes  in  the 
laws,  and  that  an  obedient  House  of  Commons 
should  implicitly  obey  that  leader  in  authoriz- 
ing all  changes  proposed  by  him ;  but,  accord- 
ing to  Barrington  Erie,  such  changes  should  be 
numerous  and  of  great  importance,  and  would, 
if  duly  passed  into  law  at  his  lord's  behest,  gradu- 
ally produce  such  a  Whig  Utopia  in  England  as 
has  never  yet  been  seen  on  the  face  of  the  earth. 
Now,  according  to  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  the  present 
Utopia  would  be  good  enough,  if  only  he  him- 
self might  be  once  more  put  into  possession  of  a 
certain  semi-political  place  about  the  court, 
from  which  he  had  heretofore  drawn  £1000  per 
annum,  without  any  work,  much  to  his  comfort. 
He  made  no  secret  of  his  ambition,  and  was 
chagrined  simply  at  the  prospect  of  having  to 
return  to  his  electors  before  he  could  enjoy  those 
good  things  which  he  expected  to  receive  from 
the  undoubted  majority  of  seventeen,  which  had 
been,  or  would  be,  achieved. 

"I  hate  all  change  as  a  rule,"  said  Fitzgib- 


bon ;  "  but,  upon  my  word,  we  ought  to  alter  that. 
When  a  fellow  has  got  a  crumb  of  comfort,  after 
waiting  for  it  years  and  years,  and  perhaps  spend- 
ing thousands  in  elections,  he  has  to  go  back 
and  try  his  hand  again  at  the  last  moment, 
merely  in  obedience  to  some  antiquated  preju- 
dice. Look  at  poor  Jack  Bond,  the  best  friend 
I  ever  had  in  the  world.  He  was  wrecked  upon 
that  rock  forever.  He  spent  every  shilling  he 
had  in  contesting  Romford  three  times  running, 
and  three  times  running  he  got  in.  Then  they 
made  him  Vice-Comptroller  of  the  Granaries, 
and  I'm  shot  if  he  didn't  get  spilt  at  Romford 
on  standing  for  his  re-election  !" 

"  And  what  became  of  him  ?" 

"  God  knows.  I  think  I  heard  that  he  mar- 
ried an  old  woman  and  settled  down  somewhere. 
I  know  he  never  came  up  again.  Now,  I  call 
that  a  confounded  shame.  I  suppose  I'm  safe 
down  in  Mayo,  but  there's  no  knowing  what  may 
happen  in  these  days." 

As  they  parted  at  Euston  Square,  Phineas 
asked  his  friend  some  little  nervous  question  as 
to  the  best  mode  of  making  a  first  entrance  into 
the  House.  Would  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  see 
him  through  the  difficulties  of  the  oath-taking  ? 
But  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  made  very  little  of  the 
difficulty.  "Oh;  you  just  come  down,  and 
there'll  be  a  rush  of  fellows,  and  you'll  know 
every  body.  You'll  have  to  hang  about  for  an 
hour  or  so,  and  then  you'll  get  pushed  through. 
There  isn't  time  for  much  ceremony  after  a 
general  election." 

Phineas  reached  London  early  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  went  home  to  bed  for  an  hour  or  so. 
The  House  was  to  meet  on  that  very  day,  and 
he  intended  to  begin  his  parliamentary  duties 
at  once  if  he  should  find  it  possible  to  get  some 
one  to  accompany  him.  He  felt  that  he  should 
lack  courage  to  go  down  to  Westminster  Hall 
all  alone,  and  explain  to  the  policeman  and 
door-keepers  that  he  was  the  man  who  had  just 
been  elected  member  for  I,oughshane.  So 
about  noon  he  went  into  the  Reform  Club,  and 
there  he  found  a  great  crowd  of  men,  among 
whom  there  was  a  plentiful  sprinkling  of  mem- 
bers. Erie  saw  him  in  a  moment,  and  came  to 
him  with  congratulations. 

"  So  you're  all  right,  Finn,"  said  he. 

"Yes;  I'm  all  right — I  didn't  have  much 
doubt  about  it  when  I  went  over." 

"I  never  heard  of  a  fellow  with  such  a  run 
of  luck,"  said  Erie.  "  It's  just  one  of  those 
flukes  that  occur  once  in  a  dozen  elections. 
Any  one  on  earth  might  have  got  in  without 
spending  a  shilling." 

Phineas  didn't  at  all  like  this.  "I  don't 
think  any  one  could  have  got  in,"  said  he, 
"without  knowing  Lord  Tulla." 

"Lord  Tulla  was  nowhere,  my  dear  boy,  and 
could  have  nothing  to  say  to  it.  But  never 
mind  that.  You  meet  me  in  the  lobby  at  two. 
There'll  be  a  lot  of  us  there,  and  we'll  go  in  to- 
gether. Have  you  seen  Fitzgibbon  ?"  Then 
Barrington  Erie  went  off  to  other  business,  and 
Finn  was  congratulated  by  other  men.  But  it 
seemed  to  him  that  the  congratulations  of  his 
friends  were  not  hearty.  He  spoke  to  some 
men,  of  whom  he  thought  that  he  knew  they 
would  have  given  their  eyes  to  be  in  Parliament ; 
and  yet  they  spoke  of  his  success  as  being  a  very 
ordinary  thing.     "Well,  my  boy,  I  hope  you 
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like  it,"  said  one  middle-aged  gentleman  whom 
he  had  known  ever  since  he  came  up  to  London. 
"  The  ditterence  is  between  working  for  nothing 
and  working  for  money.  You'll  have  to  work 
for  nothing  now." 

"That's  about  it,  I  suppose,"  said  Phineas. 

"They  say  tlie  House  is  a  comfortable  club," 
said  the  middle-aged  friend,  "but  I  confess 
that  I  shouldn't  like  being  rung  away  from  my 
dinner  myself." 

At  two  punctually  Pliineas  was  in  the  lobby 
at  Westminster,  and  then  he  found  himself 
taken  into  the  House  with  a  crowd  of  other  men. 
The  old  and  young,  and  they  who  were  neither 
old  nor  young,  were  mingled  together,  and  there 
seemed  to  be  very  little  respect  of  persons.  On 
three  or  four  occasions  there  was  some  cheering 
when  a  popular  man  or  a  great  leader  came  in ; 
but  the  work  of  the  day  left  but  very  little  clear 
impression  on  the  mind  of  the  young  member. 
He  was  confused,  half  elated,  half  disappointed, 
and  had  not  ^lis  wits  about  him.  He  found  him- 
self constantly  regretting  that  he  was  there  ;  and 
as  constantly  telling  himself  that  he,  hardly  yet 
twenty-five,  without  a  sliilling  of  his  own,  had 
achieved  an  entrance  into  that  assembly  which 
by  the  consent  of  all  men  is  the  greatest  in  the 
world,  and  which  many  of  the  rich  magnates  of 
the  country  had  in  vain  spent  heaps  of  treasure 
in  their  endeavors  to  open  to  their  own  footsteps. 
He  tried  hard  to  realize  what  he  had  gained, 
but  the  dust  and  the  noise  and  the  crowds  and  the 
want  of  something  august  to  the  eye  were  almost 
too  strong  for  him.  He  managed,  however,  to 
take  the  oath  early  among  those  who  took  it,  and 
heard  the  Queen's  speech  read  and  the  address 
moved  and  seconded.  He  was  seated  very  un- 
comfortably, high  up  on  a  back  seat,  between 
two  men  whom  he  did  not  know  ;  and  he  found 
the  speeches  to  be  very  long.  He  had  been  in 
the  habit  of  seeing  such  speeches  reported  in 
about  a  column,  and  he  tfcoiight  that  these 
speeches  must  take  at  least  four  columns  each. 
He  sat  out  the  debate  on  the  address  till  the 
House  was  adjourned,  and  then  he  went  away  to 
dine  at  his  club.  He  did  go  into  the  dining- 
room  of  the  House,  but  there  was  a  crowd  there, 
and  he  found  himself  alone,  and  to  tell  the  truth, 
he  was  afraid  to  order  his  dinner. 

The  nearest  approach  to  a  triumph  which  he 
had  in  London  came  to  him  from  the  glory 
which  his  election  reflected  upon  his  landlady. 
She  was  a  kindly  good  motherly  soul,  whose 
husband  was  a  journeyman  law-stationer,  and 
who  kept  a  very  decent  house  in  Great  Marl- 
borough Street.  Here  Phineas  had  lodged  since 
he  had  been  in  London,  and  was  a  great  favor- 
ite. "God  bless  my  soul,  Mr.  Phineas,"  said 
she,  "only  think  of  your  being  a  member  of 
Parliament !" 

"Yes,  I'm  a  member  of  Parliament,  Mrs. 
Bunce." 

"And  you'll  go  on  with  the  rooms  the  same 
as  ever  ?  "Well,  I  never  thought  to  have  a  mem- 
ber of  Parliament  in  'em." 

Mrs.  Bunce  really  had  realized  the  magni- 
tude of  the  step  whicii  her  lodger  had  taken,  and 
Phineas  was  grateful  to  her. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

LADY    LAURA     STANDISH. 

Phineas,  in  describing  Lady  Laura  Standish 
to  Mary  Flood  Jones  at  Killaloe,  had  not  painted 
her  in  very  glowing  colors.  Nevertheless  he  ad- 
mired Lady  Laura  very  much,  and  she  was 
worthy  of  admiration.  It  was  probably  the 
greatest  pride  of  our  hero's  life  that  Lady  Laura 
Standish  was  his  friend,  and  that  she  had  insti- 
gated him  to  undertake  the  risk  of  parliamentary 
life.  Lady  Laura  was  intimate  also  with  Bar- 
rington  Erie,  who  was,  in  some  degree,  her  cous- 
in ;  and  Phineas  was  not  without  a  suspicion 
that  his  selection  for  Loughshane,  from  out  of 
all  the  young  Liberal  candidates,  may  have  been 
in  some  degree  owing  to  Lady  Laura's  influence 
with  Barrington  Erie.  He  was  not  unwilling 
that  it  should  be  so ;  for  though,  as  he  had  re- 
peatedly told  himself,  he  was  by  no  means  in 
love  with  Lady  Laura,  wh6  was,  as  he  imagined, 
somewhat  older  than  himself,  nevertheless  he 
would  feel  gratified  at  accepting  any  thing  from 
her  hands,  and  he  felt  a  keen  desire  for  some  in- 
crease to  those  ties  of  friendship  which  bound 
them  together.  No ;  he  was  not  in  love  with 
Lady  Laura  Standish.  He  had  not  the  remotest 
idea  of  asking  her  to  be  his  wife.  So  he  told 
himself,  both  before  he  went  over  for  his  election, 
and  after  his  return.  When  he  had  found  him- 
self in  a  corner  with  poor  little  Mary  Flood 
Jones,  he  had  kissed  her  as  a  matter  of  course ; 
but  he  did  not  think  that  he  could,  in  any  cir- 
cumstances, be  tempted  to  kiss  Lady  Laura. 
He  supposed  that  he  was  in  love  with  his  dar- 
ling little  Mar}- — after  a  fashion.  Of  course,  it 
could  never  come  to  any  thing,  because  of  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  life,  wliich  were  so  imperious 
to  him.  He  was  not  in  love  with  Lady  Laura, 
and  yet  he  hoped  that  his  intimacy  with  her 
might  come  to  much.  He  had  more  than  once 
asked  himself  how  he  would  feel  when  somebody 
else  came  to  be  really  in  love  with  Lady  Laura 
— for  she  was  by  no  means  a  woman  to  lack 
lovers — when  some  one  else  should  be  in  love 
with  her,  and  be  received  by  her  as  a  lover ; 
but  this  question  he  had  never  been  able  to  an- 
swer. There  were  many  questions  about  him- 
self which  he  usually  answered  by  telling  him- 
self that  it  was  his  fate  to  walk  over  volcanoes. 
"Of  course,  I  shall  be  blown  into  atoms  some 
fine  day,"  he  would  say  ;  "  but  after  all,  that 
is  better  than  being  slowly  boiled  down  into 
pulp." 

The  House  had  met  on  a  Friday,  again  on 
the  Saturday  morning,  and  the  debate  on  the 
address  had  been  adjourned  till  the  Monday.  On 
the  Sunday,  Phineas  determined  that  he  would 
see  Lady  Laura.  She  professed  to  be  always 
at  home  on  Sunday,  and  from  three  to  four  in 
the  afternoon  her  drawing-room  would  probably 
be  half  full  of  people.  There  would,  at  any 
rate,  be  comers  and  goers,  who  would  prevent 
any  tiling  like  real  conversation  between  him- 
self and  her.  But  for  a  few  minutes  before  that 
he  might  jjrubably  find  her  alone,  and  he  was 
most  anxious  to  see  whether  her  reception  of 
him,  as  a  member  of  Parliament,  would  be  in 
any  degree  warmer  than  that  of  his  other  friends. 
Hitherto  he  had  found  no  such  warmtli  since  he 
came  to  London,  excepting  that  wliich  had 
glowed  in  the  bosom  of  Mrs.  Bunce. 
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Lady  Laura  Standish  was  the  daughter  of 
thi"  Earl  of  Brentford,  and  was  the  only  remain- 
ing ladv  of  the  earl's  family.  The  countess  had 
been  long  dead  ;  and  Lady  Emily,  the  younger 
daughter,  who  had  been  the  great  beauty  of  her 
day,  was  now  the  wife  of  a  Russian  nobleman 
whom  ske  had  persisted  in  preferring  to  any  of 
her  English  suitors,  and  lived  at  St.  Petersburgh. 
There  was  an  aunt,  old  Lady  Laura,  who  came 
up  to  town  about  the  middle  of  May  ;  but  she 
was  always  in  the  country  except  for  some  six 
weeks  in  "the  season.  There  was  a  certain  Lord 
Chiltern,  the  earl's  son  and  heir,  who  did  indeed 
live  at  the  family  town  house  in  Fortman  Square ; 
but  Lord  Chiltern  was  a  man  of  whom  Lady 
Laura's  set  did  not  often  speak,  and  Phineas, 
frequently  as  he  had  been  at  the  house,  had 
never  seen  Lord  Chiltern  there.  He  was  a 
young  noblenran  of  whom  various  accounts  were 
given  by  various  people  ;  bu4;  I  fear  that  the 
account  most  readily  accepted  in  London  attrib- 
uted to  him  a  great  intin>acy  with  affairs 
of  Newmarket,  and  a  partiality  for  convivial 
pleasures.  Respecting  Lord  Chiltern,  Phineas 
had  never  as  yet  exchanged  a  word  with  Lady 
Laura.  With  the  father  he  was  acquainted,  as 
he  had  dined  perhaps  half  a  dozen  times  at  the 
house.  The  point  in  Lord  Brentford's  charac- 
ter which  had  more  than  any  other  struck  our 
hero,  was  the  unlimited  confidence  which  he 
seemed  to  place  in  his  daughter.  Lady  Laura 
seemed  to  have  perfect  power  of  doing  what  she 
pleased.  She  was  much  more  mistress  of  her- 
self than  if  she  had  been  the  wife  instead  of  the 
daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Brentford,  and  she 
seemed  to  be  quite  as  much  mistress  of  the  house. 

Phineas  had  declared  at  Killaloe  that  Lady 
Laura  was  six  feet  high,  that  she  had  red  hair, 
that  her  figure  was  straggling,  and  that  her  hands 
and  feet  were  large.  She  was  in  fact  about  five 
feet  seven  in  height,  and  she  carried  her  height 
well.  There  was  something  of  nobility  in  her 
gait,  and  she  seemed  thus  to  be  taller  than  her 
inches.  Her  hair  was  in  truth  red — of  a  deep 
thorough  redness.  Her  brother's  hair  was  the 
same  ;  and  so  had  been  that  of  her  father,  be- 
fore it  had  become  sandy  with  age.  Her  sister's 
had  been  of  a  soft  auburn  hue,  and  hers  had 
been  said  to  be  the  prettiest  head  of  hair  in  Eu- 
rope at  the  time  of  her  marriage.  But  in  these 
days  we  have  got  to  like  red  hair,  and  Lady 
Laura's  was  not  supposed  to  stand  in  the  way  of 
her  being  considered  a  beauty.  Her  face  was  very 
fair,  though  it  lacked  that  softness  which  we  all 
love  in  women.  Her  eyes,  which  were  large  and 
bright,  and  very  clear,  never  seemed  to  quail,  nev- 
er rose  and  sank  or  showed  themselves  to  be  afraid 
of  their  own  power.  Indeed,  Lady  Laura  Stand- 
ish had  nothing  of  fear  about  her.  Her  nose 
was  perfectly  cut,  but  was  rather  large,  having 
the  slightest  possible  tendency  to  be  aquiline. 
Her  mouth  also  was  large,  but  was  full  of  ex- 
pression, and  her  teeth  were  perfect.  Her  com- 
plexion was  very  bright,  but  in  spite  of  its 
brightness  she  never  blushed.  The  shades  of 
her  complexion  were  set  and  steady.  Those 
who  knew  her  said  that  her  heart  was  so  fully 
under  command  that  nothing  could  stir  her 
blood  to  any  sudden  motion.  As  to  that  accu- 
sation of  straggling  which  had  been  made  against 
her,  it  had  sprung  from  ill-natured  observation 
of  her  modes  of  sitting.     She  never  straggled 


when  she  stood  or  walked ;  but  she  would  lean 
forward,  when  sitting,  as  a  man  docs,  and  would 
use  her  arms  in  talking,  and  would  put  her 
hand  over  her  face,  and  pass  her  fingers  through 
her  hair,  after  the  fashion  of  men  rather  than 
of  women  ;  and  she  seemed  to  despise  that  soft 
quiescence  of  her  sex  in  which  are  generally 
found  so  many  charms.  Her  hands  and  feet 
were  large,  as  was  her  whole  frame.  Such  was 
Lady  Laura  Standish ;  and  Phineas  Finn  had 
been  untrue  to  himself  and  to  his  own  apprecia- 
tion of  the  lady  when  he  had  described  her  in 
disparaging  terms  to  Maiy  Flood  Jones.  But, 
though  he  had  spoken  of  Lady  Laura  in  dis- 
paraging terms,  he  had  so  spoken  of  her  as  to 
make  Miss  Flood  Jones  quite  understand  that 
he  thought  a  great  deal  about  Lady  Laura. 

And  now,  early  on  the  Sunday,  he  made  his  way 
to  Portman  Square  in  order  that  he  might  learn 
whether  there  might  be  any  sympathy  for  him 
there.  Hitherto  he  had  found  none.  Every 
thing  had  been  terribly  dry  and  hard,  and  he 
had  gathered  as  yet  none  of  the  fruit  which  he 
had  expected  that  his  good  fortune  would  bear 
for  him.  It  is  tr.ue  that  he  had  not  as  yet  gone 
among  any  friends,  except  those  of  his  club,  and 
men  who  were  in  the  House  along  with  him  ; 
and  at  the  club  it  might  be  that  there  were  some 
who  envied  him  his  good  fortune,  and  others 
who  thought  nothing  of  it  because  it  had  been 
theirs  for  years.  Now  he  would  try  a  friend 
who,  he  hoped,  could  sympathize ;  and  there- 
fore he  called  in  Portman  Square  at  about  half 
past  two  on  the  Sunday  morning.  Yes — LadV 
Laura  was  in  the  drawing-room.  The  hall-por- 
ter admitted  as  much,  but  evidently  seemed  to 
think  that  he  had  been  disturbed  from  his  din- 
ner before  his  time.  Phineas  did  not  care  a 
straw  for  the  hall-porter.  If  Lady  Laura  were 
not  kind  to  him,  he  would  never  trouble  that 
hall-porter  again.  He  was  especially  sore  at 
this  moment  because  a  valued  friend,  the  bar- 
rister with  whom  he*  had  been  reading  for  the 
last  three  years,  had  spent  the  best  part  of  an 
hour  that  Sunday  morning  in  proving  to  him 
that  he  had  as  good  as  ruined  himself.  "  When 
I  first  heard  it,  of  course  I  thought  you  had 
inherited  a  fortune,"  said  Mr.  Low.  "I  have 
inherited  nothing,"  Phineas  replied ;  "  not  a 
pennv ;  and  I  never  shall."  Then  Mr.  Low 
had  opened  his  eyes  very  wide,  and  shaken  his 
head  very  sadly,  and  had  whistled. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  have  come,  Mr.  Finn," 
said  Lady  Laura,  meeting  Phineas  half-way 
across  the  large  room. 

"Thanks,"  said  he,  as  he  took  her  hand. 

"  I  thought  that  perhaps  you  would  manage 
to  see  me  before  any  one  else  was  here." 

"Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  have  wished  it; 
though  I  can  hardly  tell  why." 

"I  can  tell  you  why,  Mr.  Finn.  But  never 
mind ;  come  and  sit  down.  I  am  so  very  glad 
that  you  have  been  successful — so  very  glad. 
You  know  I  told  you  that  I  should  never  think 
much  of  you  if  you  did  not  at  least  try  it." 

"And  therefore  I  did  try." 

"  And  have  succeeded.  Faint  heart,  you 
know,  never  did  any  good.  I  think  it  is  a 
man's  duty  to  make  his  way  into  the  House — 
that  is,  if  he  ever  means  to  be  any  body.  Of 
course  it  is  not  every  man  who  can  get  there  by 
the  time  that  he  is  five-and-twenty." 
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"Every  friend  that  I  have  in  the  world  says 
that  I  have  ruined  myself." 

"  No  ;  I  don't  say  so,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"And  you  are  worth  all  the  others  put  to- 
gether. It  is  such  a  comfort  to  have  some  one 
to  say  a  cheery  word  to  one." 

"  You  shall  hear  nothing  but  cheery  words 
here.  Papa  shall  say  cheery  words  to  you  that 
shall  be  better  than  mine,  because  they  shall  be 
weighted  with  the  wisdom  of  age.  I  have  heard 
him  say  twenty  times  that  the  earlier  a  man 
goes  into  the  House  the  better.  There  is  so 
much  to  learn." 

"  But  your  father  was  thinking  of  men  of  for- 
tune." 

"Not  at  all ;  of  younger  brothers,  and  barris- 
ters, and  of  men  who  have  their  way  to  make, 
as  you  have.  Let  me  see — can  you  dine  here 
on  Wednesday  ?  There  will  be  no  party,  of 
course,  but  papa  will  want  to  shake  hands  with 
you;  and  you  legislators  of  the  Lower  House 
are  more  easily  reached  on  Wednesdays  than  on 
any  other  day." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted,"  .said  Phineas,  feeling, 
however,  that  he  did  not  expect  much  sympathy 
from  Lord  Brentford. 

"  Mr.  Kennedy  dines  here — you  know  Mr. 
Kennedy,  of  Loughlinter ;  and  we  will  ask  your 
friend  Mr.  Fitzgibbon.  There  will  be  nobody 
else.  As  for  catching  Barrington  Erie,  that  is 
out  of  the  question  at  such  a  time  as  this." 

"  But,  going  back  to  my  being  ruined — " 
said  Pliineas,  after  a  pause. 

"Don't  think  of  any  thing  so  disagreeable." 

"  You  must  not  suppose  that  I  am  afraid  of 
it.  I  was  going  to  say  that  there  are  worse 
things  than  ruin — or,  at  any  rate,  than  the 
chance  of  ruin.  Supposing  that  I  have  to  emi- 
grate and  skin  sheep,  what  does  it  matter?  I 
myself,  being  unincumbered,  have  myself  as  my 
own  property  to  do  what  I  like  with.  With 
Nelson  it  was  Westminster  Abbey  or  a  peerage. 
With  me  it  is  parliamentary  success  or  sheep- 
skinning." 

"  There  shall  be  no  sheep-skinning,  Mr.  Finn. 
I  will  guarantee  you." 

"Then  I  shall  be  safe." 

At  that  moment  the  door  of  the  room  was 
opened,  and  a  man  entered  with  quick  steps, 
came  a  few  yards  in,  and  then  retreated,  slam- 
ming the  door  after  him.  He  was  a  man  with 
thick,  short  red  hair,  and  an  abundance  of  very 
red  beard.  And  his  face  was  red,  and,  as  it 
seemed  to  Phineas,  his  very  eyes.  There  was 
something  in  the  countenance  of  the  man  which 
struck  him  almost  with  dread — something  ap- 
proaching to  ferocity. 

There  was  a  pause  a  moment  after  the  door 
was  closed,  and  then  Lady  Laura  spoke.  "  It 
was  my  brother  Chiltern.  I  do  not  think  that 
you  have  ever  met  him." 


CHAPTER  V. 

MR.    AND    MRS.    LOW. 

That  terrible  apparition  of  the  red  Lord  Chil- 
tern had  disturbed  Pliineas  in  the  moment  of 
his  happiness  as  he  sat  listening  to  the  kind  flat- 
teries of  Lady  Laura ;  and  though  Lord  Cliiltern 


had  vanished  as  quickly  as  he  had  appeared, 
there  liad  come  no  return  of  his  joy.  Lady 
Laura  had  said  some  word  about  her  brother, 
and  Phineas  had  replied  that  he  had  never 
chanced  to  see  Lord  Chiltern.  Then  there  had 
been  an  awkward  silence,  and  almost  immedi- 
ately other  persons  had  come  in.  After  greet- 
ing one  or  two  old  acquaintances,  among  whom 
an  elder  sister  of  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  was  one, 
he  took  his  leave  and  escaped  out  into  the  square. 
"  Miss  Fitzgibbon  is  going  to  dine  with  us  on 
Wednesday,"  said  Lady  Laura.  "She  says 
she  won't  answer  for  her  brother,  but  she  will 
bring  him  if  she  can." 

"And  you're  a  member  of  Parliament  now 
too,  they  tell  me,"  said  Miss  Fitzgibbon,  holding 
up  her  hands.  "I  think  every  body  will  be  in 
Parliament  before  long.  I  wish  I  "knew  some 
man  who  wasn't,  that  I  might  think  of  changing 
my  condition." 

But  Phineas  cared  very  little  what  Miss  Fitz- 
gibbon said  to  him.  Every  body  knew  As])asia 
Fitzgibbon,  and  all  who  knew  her  were  accus- 
tomed to  put  up  with  the  violence  of  her  jokes 
and  the  bitterness  of  her  remarks.  She  was  an 
old  maid,  over  forty,  very  plain,  who,  having 
reconciled  herself  to  the  fact  that  she  was  an  old 
maid,  chose  to  take  advantage  of  such  poor 
privileges  as  the  position  gave  her.  Within  the 
last  few  years  a  considerable  fortune  had  fallen 
into  her  hands,  some  twenty-five  thousand 
pounds,  which  had  come  to  her  unexpectedly — 
a  wonderful  windfall.  And  now  she  was  the 
only  one  of  her  family  who  had  money  at  com- 
mand. She  lived  in  a  small  house  by  herself, 
in  one  of  the  smallest  streets  of  May  Fair,  and 
walked  about  sturdily  by  herself,  and  sjioke  her 
mind  about  every  thing.  She  was  greatly  de- 
voted to  her  brother  Laurence — so  devoted  that 
there  was  nothing  she  would  not  do  for  him, 
short  of  lending  him  money. 

But  Phineas,  when  he  found  himself  out  in  the 
square,  thought  nothing  of  Aspasia  Fitzgibbon. 
He  had  gone  to  Lady  Laura  Standish  for  sym- 
pathy, and  she  had  given  it  to  him  in  full  meas- 
ure. She  understood  him  and  his  aspirations  if 
no  one  else  did  so  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  She 
rejoiced  in  his  triumph,  and  was  not  too  hard  to 
tell  him  that  she  looked  forward  to  his  success. 
And  in  what  delightful  language  she  had  done 
so!  "Faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady."  It 
was  thus,  or  almost  thus,  that  she  had  encour- 
aged him.  He  knew  well  that  she  had  in  truth 
meant  nothing  more  than  her  words  had  seemed 
to  signify.  He  did  not  for  a  moment  attribute  to 
her  aught  else.  But  might  not  he  get  another 
lesson  from  tliem  ?  He  had  often  told  himself 
that  he  was  not  in  love  with  Laura  Standish  ; 
but  why  should  he  not  now  tell  himself  that  he 
was  in  love  with  her?  Of  course  there  would 
be  difficulty.  But  was  it  not  the  business  of  his 
life  to  overcome  difficulties?  Had  he  not  al- 
ready overcome  one  difficulty  almost  as  great ; 
and  why  should  he  be  afraid  of  this  other? 
Faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady !  And  this 
fair  lady — for  at  this  moment  he  was  ready  to 
swear  that  .she  was  very  fair — was  already  half 
won.  She  could  not  have  taken  him  by  the 
hand  so  warmly,  and  looked  into  his  face  so 
keenly,  had  she  not  felt  for  him  something 
stronger  tlian  common  friendship. 

He  had  turned  down  Baker  Street  from  the 
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square,  and  was  now  walking  toward  the  Re- 
"leiit's  Park.  He  would  go  and  see  the  beasts  in 
the  Zoological  Gardens,  and  make  up  his  mind 
as  to  his  future  mode  of  life  in  that  delightful 
Sunday  solitude.  There  was  verv  much  as  to 
which  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  make  up 
his  mind.  If  he  resolved  tliat  he  would  ask 
Ladv  Laura  Standisii  to  be  his  wife,  when 
should  he  ask  her,  and  in  what  manner  miyht 
he  propose  to  her  that  they  should  live?  It 
would  hardly  suit  him  to  jjostpone  his  courtship 
indefinitely,  knowing,  as  he  did  know,  that  he 
would  be  one  among  many  suitors.  He  could 
not  expect  her  to  wail  for  ium  if  he  did  not  de- 
clare himself.  And  yet  he  could  hardly  ask  her 
to  come  and  share  wiih  him  tlie  allowance  made 
to  him  by  his  father  I  Whether  slie  had  much 
fortune  of  her  own,  or  little,  or  none  at  all,  he 
did  not  in  the  least  know.  He  did  know  that 
the  earl  had  been  distressed  by  his  son's  extrava- 
gance, and  that  there  had  been  some  money  dif- 
ficulties arising  from  this  source. 

But  his  great  desire  would  be  to  support  his 
own  wife  by  his  own  labor.  At  present  he  was 
hardly  in  a  fjiir  way  to  do  that,  unless  he  could 
get  paid  for  his  parliamentary  work.  Those 
fortunate  gentlemen  who  form  "The  Govern- 
ment "  are  so  paid.  Yes  ;  there  was  the  Treasu- 
ry Bench  open  to  him,  and  he  must  resolve  that 
he  would  seat  himself  there.  He  would  make 
Lady  Laura  understand  this,  and  then  he  would 
ask  his  question.  It  was  true  that  at  present 
his  political  opponents  had  possession  of  the  i 
Treasury  Bench  ;  but  all  governments  are  mor-  ' 
tal,  and  Conservative  governments  in  this  coun-  [ 
try  are  especially  prone  to  die.  It  was  true  that 
he  could  not  hold  even  a  Treasury  lordship  with 
a  poor  thousand  a  year  for  his  salary  without 
having  to  face  tlie  electors  of  Loughshane  again 
before  he  entered  upon  the  enjoyment  of  his  | 
place  ;  but  if  he  could  only  do  something  to  give 
a  grace  to  liis  name,  to  show  that  he  was  a  ris- 
ing man,  the  electors  of  Loughshane,  who  had  i 
once  been  so  easy  with  him,  would  surely  not  | 
be  cruel  to  him  when  he  showed  himself  a  second  j 
time  among  them.  Lord  Tulla  was  his  friend, 
and  he  had  those  points  of  law  in  his  favor  which 
j)ossession  bestows.  And  then  he  remembered 
that  Lady  Laura  was  related  to  almost  every 
body  who  was  any  body  among  the  high  Whigs.  : 
She  was,  he  knew,  second  cousin  to  Mr.  Mild- 
may,  who  for  years  had  been  the  leader  of  the 
Whigs,  and  was  third  cousin  to  Barrington  Erie. 
Tile  late  President  of  the  Council,  the  Duke  of 
St.  Bungay,  and  Lord  Brentford  had  married 
sisters,  and  the  St.  Bungay  people,  and  the 
Mildmay  people,  and  the  Brentford  people  had 
all  some  sort  of  connection  with  the  Palliser  \ 
people,  of  whom  the  heir  and  coming  chief, 
Plantagenet  Palliser,  would  certainly  be  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  in  the  next  Government. 
Simply  as  an  introduction  into  official  life  noth- 
ing could  be  more  conducive  to  chances  of  suc- 
cess than  a  matrimonial  alliance  with  Lady 
Laura.  Not  that  he  would  have  thought  of 
such  a  thing  on  that  account !  No  ;  he  thought 
of  it  because  he  loved  her;  honestly  because  he 
loved  her.  He  swore  to  that  half  a  dozen  times, 
for  his  own  satisfaction.  But,  loving  her  as  he 
did,  and  resolving  that  in  spite  of  all  difficulties 
she  should  become  his  wife,  there  could  be  no 
reason  why  he  should  not — on  her  account  as 
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well  as  on  his  own — takf  advantage  of  any  cir- 
cumstances that  there  m  glit  be  in  his  favor. 
i      As  he  wandered  among  the   unsavory  beasts, 
elbowed  on  every  side  by  the   Sunday  visitors  to 
the  Garden,  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would 
,  first  let  Lady  Laura  understand  what  were  his 
intentions  with  regard  to  his  future  career,  and 
!  that  then  he  would  ask  her  to  join  her  lot  to  bis. 
j  At  eveiy  turn   the  chances  would  of  course  be 
j  very  much  against  him — ten  to  one  against  him, 
perhaps,  on  every  point;    but  it  was  his  lot  in 
life  to  have  to  face  such  odds.     Twelve  months 
since  it  had  been  mu('h  more   than   ten  to  one 
'  against  his  getting  into  Parliament;  and  yet  he 
was  there.     He  expected  to  be  blown  into  frag- 
ments, to  sheep-skinning  in  Australia,  or  jiackiiig 
preserved  meats  on  the  plains  of  Paraguay;  but 
when  the  blowing  into  atoms  should  come,  he 
was  resolved  that  courage  to  bear  the  ruin  should 
not  be  wanting.     Then  he  quoted  a  line  or  two 
of  a  Latin  poet,  and  felt  himself  to  be  comforta- 
ble. 

"So,  here  you  are  again,  Mr.  Finn,"  said  a 
voice  in  his  ear. 

"Yes,  Miss  Fitzgibbon  ;  here  I  am  again." 
"I  fancied  you  members  of  Parliament  had 
something  else  to  do  besides  looking  at  wild 
beasts.  1  thought  you  always  spent  Sunday  in 
arranging  how  you  might  most  effectually  badger 
each  other  on  Alonday. " 

"  We  got  through  all  that  early  this  morning, 
Miss  Fitzgibbon,  while  you  were  saying  your 
prayers." 

"  Here  is  Mr.  Kennedy  too ;  you  know  him, 
I  dare  say.  He  also  is  a  member  ;  but  then  he 
can  afford  to  be  idle."  But  it  so  hap])ened  that 
Phineas  did  not  know  Mr.  Kennedy,  and  conse- 
quently there  was  some  slight »form  of  introduc- 
tion. 

"  I  believe  I  am  to  meet  you  at  dinner  on 
Wednesday,"  said  Phineas,  "at  Lord  Brent- 
ford's." 

"And  me  too,"  said  Miss  Fitzgibbon. 
"Which  will  be  the  greatest  possible  addition 
to  our  pleasure,"  said  Phineas. 

Mr.  Kennedy,  who  seemed  to  be  afflicted  with 
some  difficulty  in  speaking,  and  whose  bow  to 
our  hero  had  hardly  done  more  than  produce 
the  slightest  possible  motion  to  the  top  of  his 
hat,  hereupon  muttered  something  which  was 
taken  to  mean  an  assent  to  the  proposition  as  to 
Wednesday's  dinner.  Then  he  stood  perfectly 
still,  with  his  two  hands  fixed  on  the  top  of  his 
umbrella,  and  gazed  at  the  great  monkey's  cage. 
But  it  was  clear  that  he  was  not  looking  at  any 
special  monkey,  for  his  eyes  never  wandered. 

"Did  you  ever  see  such  a  contrast  in  your 
life?"  said  Miss  Fitzgibbon  to  Phineas,  hardly  in 
a  whisper. 

"  Between  what?"  said  Phineas. 
"  Between  Mr.  Kennedy  and  a  monkey.  The 
monkey  has  so  much  to  say  for  himself,  and  is 
so  delightfully  wicked !  1  don't  suppose  that 
Mr.  Kennedy  ever  did  any  thing  wrong  in  his 
life." 

Mr.  Kennedy  was  a  man  who  had  very  little 
temptation  to  do  any  thing  wrong.  He  was 
possessed  of  over  a  million  and  a  half  of  money, 
which  he  was  mistaken  enough  to  suppose  he 
had  made  himself,  whereas  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  he  had  ever  earned  a  penny.  His  fa- 
ther and  his  uncle  had  created  a  business  in 
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Glasgow,  and  that  business  now  belonjjed  to  him. 
But  liis  father  and  his  nncle,  who  had  toiled 
through  their  long  lives,  had  left  behind  them 
servants  who  understood  the  work,  and  the  busi- 
ness now  went  -on  prospering  almost  by  its  own 
momentum.  The  Mr.  Kennedy  of  the  present 
day,  the  sole  owner  of  the  business,  though  he 
did  occasionally  go  to  Glasgow,  certainly  did 
nothing  toward  maintaining  it.  He  had  a  mag- 
nificent place  in  Perthshire,  called  Loughlinter, 
and  he  sat.  for  a  Scotch  group  of  boroughs,  and 
he  had  a  house  in  London,  and  a  stud  of  horses 
in  Leicestershire,  which  he  rarely  visited,  and 
was  unmarried.  He  never  spoke  much  to  any 
one,  although  be  was  constantly  in  society.  He 
rarely  did  any  thing,  although  he  had  the  means 
of  doing  every  thing.  He  had  very  seldom  been 
on  his  legs  in  the  House  of  Commons,  though  he 
had  sat  there  for  ten  years.  He  was  seen  about 
everywhere,  sumetimes  with  one  acquaintance 
and  sometimes  with  another  ;  but  it  may  be 
doubted  whether  lie  had  any  friend.  It  may  be 
doubted  whether  he  had  ever  talked  enough  to 
any  man  to  make  that  man  his  friend.  Lau- 
rence Fitzgihbon  tried  him  for  one  season,  and 
after  a  month  oi-  two  asked  for  a  loan  of  a  few 
hundred  pounds.  "  I  never  lend  money  to  any 
one  under  any  circumstances,"  said  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy, and  it  was  the  longest  speech  which  had 
ever  fallen  from  his  mouth  in  the  hearing  of 
Laurence  Fitzgihbon.  But  though  he  would 
not  lend  money,  he  gave  a  great  deal — and  he 
would  give  it  for  almost  every  object.  "  Mr. 
Robert  Kennedy,  M.P.,  Loughlinter,  £105,"  ap- 
peared on  almost  every  charitable  list  that  was 
advertised.  No  one  ever  spoke  to  him  as  to 
this  expenditure,  nor  did  he  ever  speak  to  any 
one.  Circulars  Came  to  him  and  the  checks 
were  returned.  The  duty  was  a  very  easy  one 
to  him,  and  he  performed  it  willingly.  Had 
any  amount  of  inquiry  been  necessary,  it  is  pos- 
sible that  the  labor  would  have  been  too  much 
for  him.  Such  was  Mr.  Robert  Kennedy,  as  to 
whom  Phineas  had  heard  that  he  had  during 
the  last  winter  entertained  Lord  Brentford  and 
Lady  Laura,  with  very  many  other  people  of 
note,  at  his  place  in  Perthshire. 

"  I  very  much  prefer  the  monkey,"  said  Phin- 
eas to  Miss  Fitzgihbon. 

"  I  thought  you  would,"  said  she.  "  Like  to 
like,  you  know.  You  have  both  of  you  the  same 
aptitude  for  climbing.  But  the  monkeys  never 
fall,  they  tell  me." 

Phineas,  knowing  that  he  could  gain  nothing 
by  sparring  with  ]\Iiss  Fitzgihbon,  raised  his  hat 
and  took  his  leave.  Going  out  of  a  narrow  gate 
he  found  himself  again  brought  into  contact 
with  Mr.  Kennedy.  "What  a  crowd  there  is 
here,"  he  said,  finding  himself  bound  to  say 
something.  Mr.  Kennedy,  who  was  behind  him, 
answered  him  not  a  word.  Then  Phineas  made 
up  his  mind  that  Mr.  Kennedy  was  insolent 
with  the  insolence  of  riches,  and  that  he  would 
hate  Mr.  Kennedy. 

He  was  engaged  to  dine  on  this  Sunday  with 
Mr.  Low,  the  barrister,  with  whom  he  had  been 
reading  for  the  last  three  years.  Mr.  Low  had 
taken  a  strong  liking  to  Phineas,  as  had  also 
Mrs.  Low,  and  the  tutor  had  more  than  once 
told  his  pupil  that  success  in  his  profession  was 
certainly  open  to  him  if  he  would  only  stick  to 
his  work.     Mr.  Low  was  himself  an  ambitious 


man,  looking  forward  to  entering  Parliament  at 
some  future  time,  when  the  exigencies  of  his 
life  of  labor  might  enable  him  to  do  so  ;  but  he 
was  prudent,  given  to  close  calculation,  and  re- 
solved to  make  the  ground  sure  beneath  his  feet 
in  every  step  that  he  took  forward.  When  he 
first  heard  that  Finn  intended  to  stand  for 
Loughshane  he  was  stricken  with  dismay,  and 
strongly  dissuaded  him.  "The  electors  may 
'probably  reject  him.  That's  his  only  chance 
now,"  Mr.  Low  had  said  to  his  wife,  when  he 
found  that  Piiineas  was,  as  he  thouglit,  fool- 
hardy. But  the  electors  of  Loughshane  had 
not  rejected  Mr.  Low's  pupil,  and  Mr.  Low  was 
now  called  uyion  to  advise  what  Phineas  should 
do  in  his  present  circumstances.  There  is  noth- 
ing to  prevent  the  work  of  a  Chancery  barrister 
being  done  by  a  member  of  Parliament.  In- 
deed, the  most  snccessfid  barristers  are  members 
of  Parliament.  But  Phineas  Finn  was  begin- 
ning at  the  wrong  end,  and  Mr.  Low  knew  that 
Tjo  good  would  come  of  it. 

"  Only  think  of  your  being  in  Parliament,  Mr. 
Finn,"  said  Mrs.  Low. 

"  It  is  wonderful,  isn't  it?"  said  Phineas. 
"It  took  us  so  much  by  surprise  !"  said  Mrs. 
Low.     "Asa  rule  one  never  hears  of  a  barris- 
ter going  into  Parliament  till  after  he's  forty." 

"  And  I'm  only  twenty-five.  I  do  feel  that 
I  h.ave  disgraced  myself.  I  do  indeed,  Mrs. 
Low." 

"No;  you've  not  disgraced  yourself,  Mr. 
Finn.  The  only  question  is,  whether  it's  pru- 
dent. I  hope  it  will  all  turn  out  for  the  best, 
most  heartily."  Mrs.  Low  was  a  very  matter-of- 
fact  lady,  four  or  five  years  older  than  her  hus- 
band, who  had  had  a  little  money  of  her  own,  and 
was  possessed  of  every  virtue  under  the  sun. 
Nevertheless  she  did  not  quite  like  the  idea  of 
her  husband's  pujiil  having  got  into  Parliament. 
If  her  husband  and  Phineas  Finn  were  dining 
anywhere  together,  Phineas,  who  had  come  to 
them  quite  a  boy,  would  walk  out  of  the  room 
before  her  husband.  This  could  hardly  be 
right !  Nevertheless  she  helped  Phineas  to  the 
nicest  bit  of  fish  she  could  find,  and  had  he  been 
ill,  would  have  nursed  him  with  the  greatest 
care. 

After  dinner,  when  Mrs.  Low  had  gone  up 
stairs,  there  came  the  great  discussion  between 
the  tutor  and  the  pupil,  for  the  sake  of  which 
this  little  dinner  had  been  given.  When  Phin- 
eas had  last  been  with  Mr.  Low — on  the  occa- 
sion of  his  showing  himself  at  his  tutor's  cham- 
bers after  his  return  from  Ireland — he  had  not 
made  up  his  mind  so  thoroughly  on  certain 
points  as  he  had  done  since  he  had  seen  Lady 
Laura.  The  discussion  could  hardly  be  of  any 
avail  now,  but  it  could  not  be  avoided. 

"  Well,  Phineas,  and  what  do  you  mean  to 
do  ?"  said  Mr.  Low.  Every  body  who  knew 
our  hero,  or  nearly  every  body,  called  him  by 
his  Christian  name.  There  are  men  who  seem 
to  be  so  treated  by  general  consent  in  all  socie- 
ties. Even  Mrs.  Low,  who  was  very  prosaic, 
and  unlikely  to  be  familiar  in  her  mode  of  ad- 
dress, had  fallen  into  the  w.ay  of  doing  it  before 
the  election.  But  she  had  dropped  it  when  the 
Phineas  whom  she  used  to  know  became  a  mem- 
ber of  Parliament. 

"That's  the  question;  isn't  it?"  said  Phin- 
eas. 
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"Of  course  you'll  stick  to  your  work?" 

"What!  to  the  Bar?" 

"Yes;  to  the  Bar." 

"I  am  not  thinking  of  giving  it  up  perma- 
nently." 

"Giving  it  up!"  said  Mr.  Low,  raising  his 
hands  in  sjiirprise.  "  If  you  give  it  up,  how  do 
you  intend  to  live  ?  Men  are  not  paid  for  be- 
ing members  of  Parliament." 

"Not  exactly.  But,  as  I  said  before,  I  am 
not  thinking  of  giving  it  up — permanently." 

"  You  mustn't  give  it  up  at  all — not  for  a  day  ; 
that  is,  if  you  ever  mean  to  do  any  good." 

"  There  I  think  that  perhaps  you  may  be 
wrong.  Low !" 

"How  can  I  be  wrong?  Did  a  period  of  idle- 
ness ever  help  a  man  in  any  profession  ?  And 
is  it  not  acknowledged  by  all  who  know  any 
thing  about  it,  that  continuous  labor  is  more 
necessary  in  our  profession  than  in  any  other?" 

"  I  do  not  mean  to  be  idle." 

"  What  is  it  you  do  mean,  Phineas  ?" 

"  Why,  simply  this.  Here  I  am  in  Parlia- 
ment.    We  must  take  that  as  fact." 

"I  don't  doubt  the  fact." 

"  And  if  it  be  a  misfortune,  we  must  make 
the  best  of  it.  Even  you  wouldn't  advise  me  to 
apply  for  the  Chiltern  Hundreds  at  once." 

"  I  would — to-morrow.  My  dear  fellow, 
though  I  do  not  like  to  give  you  pain,  if  you 
come  to  me  I  can  only  tell  you  what  I  think. 
My  advice  to  you  is  to  give  it  up  to-morrow. 
Men  would  laugh  at  you  for  a  few  weeks,  but 
that  is  better  than  being  ruined  for  life." 

"  I  cas't  do  that,"  said  Phineas,  sadly. 

"Very  well;  then  let  us  go  on,"  said  Mr. 
Low.  "  If  you  won't  give  up  your  seat,  the 
next  best  thing  will  be  to  take  care  that  it  shall 
interfere  as  little  as  possible  with  your  work.  I 
suppose  you  must  sit  upon  soma  committees." 

"  My  idea  is  this,  that  I  will  give  up  one  year 
to  learning  the  practices  of  the  House." 

"  And  do  nothing  ?"' 

"  Nothing  but  that.  Why,  the  thing  is  a  study 
in  itself.  As  for  learning  it  in  a  year,  that  is 
out  of  the  question.  But  I  am  convinced  that 
if  a  man  intends  to  be  a  useful  member  of  Par- 
liament, he  should  make  a  study  of  it." 

"  And  how  do  you  mean  to  live  in  the  mean 
time?"  Mr.  Low,  who  was  an  energetic  man, 
had  assumed  almost  an  angry  tone  of  voice. 
Phineas  for  awhile  sat  silent ;  not  that  he  felt 
himself  to  be  without  words  for  a  reply,  but  he 
was  thinking  in  what  fewest  words  he  might  best 
convey  his  ideas.  "  You  have  a  very  modest 
allowance  from  your  father,  on  which  you  have 
never  been  able  to  keep  yourself  free  from  debt," 
continued  Mr.  Low. 

"  He  has  increased  it." 

"  And  will  it  satisfy  you  to  live  here,  in  what 
will  turn  out  to  be  parliamentary  club  idleness, 
on  the  savings  of  his  industrious  life?  I  think 
3-ou  will  find  yourself  unhappy  if  you  do  that. 
Phineas,  my  dear  fellow,  as  far  as  I  have  as  yet 
been  able  to  see  the  world,  men  don't  begin 
either  very  good  or  very  bad.  They  have  gen- 
erally good  aspirations  with  infirm  purposes ; 
or,  as  we  may  say,  strong  bodies  with  weak  legs 
to  carry  them.  Then,  because  their  legs  are 
weak,  they  drift  into  idleness  and  ruin.  Dur- 
ing all  this  drifting  they  are  wretched,  and  when 
they    have    thoroughly   drifted,   they    are    still 


wretched.  The  agony  of  their  old  disappoint- 
ment still  clings  to  them.  In  nine  cases  out  of 
ten  it  is  some  one  small  unfortunate  event  that 
puts  a  man  astray  at  first.  He  sees  some  woman 
and  loses  himself  with  her  ;  or  he  is  taken  to  a 
race-course  and  unluckily  wins  money  ;  or  some 
devil  in  the  shape  of  a  friend  lures  him  to  to- 
bacco and  brandy.  Your  temptation  has  come 
in  the  shape  of  this  accursed  seat  in  Parliament." 
Mr.  Low  had  never  said  a  soft  word  in  his  life 
to  any  woman  but  the  wife  of  his  bosom,  had 
never  seen  a  race-horse,  always  confined  himself 
to  two  glasses  of  port  after  dinner,  and  looked 
upon  smoking  as  the  darkest  of  all  the  vices. 

"You  have  made  up  your  mind,  then,  that 
I  mean  to  be  idle  ?" 

"I  have  made  up  my  mind  that  your  time 
will  be  wholly  unprofitable — if  you  do  as  you 
say  you  intend  to  do." 

"But  you  do  not  know  my  plan;  just  listen 
to  me."  Then  Mr.  Low  did  listen,  and  Phineas 
explained  his  plan,  saying,  of  course,  nothing  of 
his  love  for  Lady  Laura,  but  giving  Mr.  Low  to 
understand  that  he  intended  to  assist  in  turning 
out  the  existing  Government  and  to  mount  up 
to  some  seat — a  humble  seat  at  first — on  the 
Treasury  bench,  by  the  help  of  his  exalted  friends 
and  by  the  use  of  his  own  gifts  of  eloquence. 
Mr.  Low  heard  him  without  a  word.  "  Of 
course,"  said  Phineas,  "after  the  first  year  my 
time  will  not  be  fully  employed,  unless  I  succeed. 
And  if  I  fail  totally — for,  of  course,  I  may  fail 
altogether — " 

"It  is  possible,"  said  Mr.  Low. 

"If  you  are  resolved  to  turn  yourself  against 
me,  I  must  not  say  another  word,"  said  Phineas, 
with  anger. 

"Turn  myself  against  you!  I  would  turn 
myself  any  way  so  that  I  might  save  you  from 
the  sort  of  life  which  you  are  preparing  for  your- 
self. I  see  nothing  in  it  that  can  satisfy  any 
manly  heart.  Even  if  you  are  successful,  what 
are  you  to  become  ?  You  will  be  the  creature 
of  some  minister ;  not  his  colleague.  You  are 
to  make  your  way  up  the  ladder  by  pretending 
to  agree  whenever  agreement  is  demanded  from 
you,  and  by  voting  whether  you  agree  or  do  not. 
And  what  is  to  be  your  reward  ?  Some  few 
precarious  hundreds  a  year,  lasting  just  so  long 
as  a  party  may  remain  in  power  and  you  can  re- 
tain a  seat  in  Parliament!  It  is  at  the  best 
slavery  and  degradation — even  if  you  are  lucky 
enough  to  achieve  the  slavery." 

"  You  yourself  hope  to  go  into  Parliament  and 
join  a  Ministry  some  day,"  said  Phineas. 

Mr.  Low  was  not  quick  to  answer,  but  he  did 
answer  at  last.  "That  is  true,  though  I  have 
never  told  you  so.  Indeed,  it  is  hardly  true  to 
say  that  I  hope  it.  I  have  my  dreams,  and  some- 
times dare  to  tell  myself  that  they  may  possibly 
become  waking  facts.  But  if  ever  I  sit  on  a 
Treasury  bench  I  shall  sit  there  by  special  invi- 
tation, having  been  summoned  to  take  a  high 
place  because  of  my  professional  success.  It  is 
but  a  dream  after  all,  and  I  would  not  have  you 
i  repeat  what  I  have  said  to  any  one.  I  had  no 
intention  to  talk  about  myself." 
!  "  I  am  sure  that  you  will  succeed,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"Yes;  I  shall  succeed.  I  am  succeeding.  I 
live  upon  what  I  earn,  like  a  gentleman,  and  can 
already  afford  to  be  indifferent  to  work  that  I 
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dislike.  After  all,  the  other  part  of  it — that  of 
which  I  dream — is  but  an  unnecessary  adjunct; 
tlie  gildin;^  on  the  gingerbread.  I  am  inclined 
to  think  that  the  cake  is  more  wholesome  without 
it." 

Phineas  did  not  go  up  stairs  into  Mrs.  Low's 
drawing-room  on  that  evening,  nor  did  he  stay 
very  late  with  Mr.  Low.  He  had  heard  enough 
of  counsel  to  make  him  very  unhappy — to  shake 
from  him  much  of  the  audacity  which  he  had 
acquired  for  himself  during  his  morning's  walk 
— and  to  make  him  almost  doubt  whether,  after 
all,  the  Chiltern  Hundreds  would  not  be  for  him 
the  safest  escape  from  his  difficulties.  But  in 
that  case  he  must  never  venture  to"see  Lady  Lau- 
ra Standish  again. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

LORD    BRENTFOKD'S    DINNER. 

No ;  i-n  such  case  as  that — should  he  resolve 
upon  taking  the  advice  of  his  old  friend  Mr. 
Low,  Phineas  Finn  must  make  up  his  mind  never 
to  see  Lady  Laura  Standish  again !  And  he 
was  i-n  love  with  Lady  Laura  Standish  ;  and,  for 
aught  he  knew.  Lady  Laura  Standish  .might  be 
in  love  with  him.  As  he  walked  home  from  Mr. 
Low's  house  in  Bedford  Square,  he  was  by  no 
means  a  triumphant  man.  There  had  been 
much  more  said  between  him  and  Mr.  Low  than 
could  be  laid  before  the  reader  in  the  last  chap- 
ter. Mr.  Low  had  nrged  him  again  and  again, 
and  had  prevailed  so  far  that  Phineas,  before  he 
left  the  house,  had  jjromised  to  consider  that 
suicidal  expedient  of  the  Chiltern  Hundreds. 
What  a  by-word  he  would  become  if  he  were  to 
give  up  Parliament,  having  sat  there  for  about  a 
week.  But  such  immediate  giving  up  was  one 
of  the  necessities  of  Mr.  Low's  programme.  Ac- 
cording to  Mr.  Low's  teaching,  a  single  year 
passed  amid  tlie  miasma  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons would  be  altogether  fatal  to  any  chance  of 
professional  success.  And  Mr.  Low  had  at  any 
rate  succeeded  in  making  Phineas  believe  that 
he  was  right  in  this  lesson.  There  was  his  pro- 
fession, as  to  which  Mr.  Low  assured  him  that 
success  was  within  his  reach  ;  and  there  was 
I'arliamenton  theotherside,  as  to  which  he  knew 
that  the  chances  were  all  against  him,  in  spite  of 
liis  advantage  of  a  seat.  That  he  could  not  com- 
bine the  two,  beginning  with  Parliament,  he  did 
believe.  Which  should  it  be  ?  That  was  the 
question  which  he  tried  to  decide  as  he  walked 
Ii<ime  from  Bedford  Square  toGreat  Marlborough 
Street.  He  could  not  answer  the  question  satis- 
factorily, and  went  to  bed  an  unhappy  man. 

He  must  at  any  rate  go  to  Lord  Brentford's 
dinner  on  Wednesday,  and,  to  enable  him  to 
join  in  the  conversation  there,  must  attend  the 
"lebates  on  Monday  and  Tuesday.  The  reader 
may  ])erhaps  be  best  made  to  understand  how 
terrible  was  our  hero's  state  of  doubt  by  being 
told  that  for  awhile  he  thought  of  absenting  him- 
self from  these  debates,  as  being  likely  to  weaken 
his  purpose  of  withdrawing  altogether  from  the 
House.  It  is  not  very  often  that  so  strong  a  fury 
rages  between  ])arr,y  and  ])arty  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  session  that  a  division  is  taken  tipon 
the  Address.  It  is  customary  for  the  leader  of 
the  opposition  on  such  occasions  to  express  his 


opinion  in  the  most  courteous  language,  that  his 
right  bono: able  friend,  sitting  ojiposite  to  him 
on  the  Treasury  bench,  l;as  been,  is,  and  will  be 
wrong  in  every  thing  that  he  thinks,  says,  or 
does  in  public  life  ;  but  that,  as  any  thing  like 
factious  opjjosition  is  never  adopted  on  that  side 
of  the  House,  the  Address  to  the  Queen,  in  an- 
swer to  that  most  fatuous  sjieech  which  has  been 
put  into  her  Majesty's  gracious  mouth,  shall  be  al- 
lowed to  pass  unquestioned.  Then  the  leader  of 
the  House  thanks  his  adversary  for  his  consider- 
ation, explains  to  all  men  how  happy  the  coun- 
try ought  to  be  that  the  Government  has  not  fall- 
en into  the  disgracefully  incapable  hands  of  his 
right  honorable  friend  ofiposite  ;  and  after  that 
the  Address  is  carried  amid  universal  serenity. 
But  such  was  not  the  order  of  the  day  on  the 
present  occasion.  Mr.  Mildmay,  the  veteran  lead- 
er of  the  Liberal  side  of  the  House,  had  moved 
an  amendment  to  the  Address,  and  had  urged 
upon  the  House,  in  very  strong  language,  the  ex- 
pediency of  showing,  at  the  very  commencement 
of  the  session,  that  the  country  had  returned  to 
Parliament  a  strong  majority  determined  not  to 
put  up  with  Conservative  inactivity.  "  I  con- 
ceive it  to  be  my  duty,"  Mr.  Mildmay  had  said, 
"at  once  to  assume  that  the  country  is  unwilling 
that  the  right  honorable  gentlemen  opposite 
should  keep  their  seats  on  the  bench  upon  which 
they  sit,  and  in  the  performance  of  that  duty  I 
am  called  upon  to  divide  the  House  upon  the 
Address  to  her  Majesty."  And  if  Mr.  Mildmay 
used  strong  language,  the  reader  may  be  sure 
that  Mr.  Mildmay's  followers  used  language 
nmch  stronger.  And  Mr.  Daubeny,  who  was 
the  present  leader  of  the  House,  and  representa- 
tive there  of  the  ]\Iinistry — Lord  de  Terrier, 
the  Premier,  sitting  in  the  House  of  Lords — was 
not  the  man  to  allow  these  amenities  to  jiass  by 
without  adequate  replies.  He  and  his  friends 
were  very  strong  in  sarcasm,  if  they  failed  in 
argument,  and  lacked  nothing  for  words,  though 
it  might  perhaps  be  proved  that  they  were  short 
in  numbers.  It  vv-as  considered  that  the  speech 
in  which  Mr.  Daubeny  reviewed  the  long  politi- 
cal life  of  Mr.  Mildmay,  and  showed  that  Mr. 
Mildmay  had  been  at  one  time  a  bugbear,  and 
then  a  nightmare,  and  latterly  simply  a  fungus, 
was  one  of  the  severest  attacks,  if  not  the  most 
severe,  that  had  been  heard  in  that  House  since 
the  Reform  Bill.  INIr.  Mildmay,  the  while,  was 
sitting  with  his  hat  low  down  over  his  eyes,  and 
many  men  said  that  he  did  not  like  it.  But  this 
speech  was  not  made  till  after  that  dinner  at 
Lord  Brentford's  of  which  a  short  account  must 
be  given. 

Had  it  not  been  for  the  overwhelming  interest 
of  the  doings  in  Parliament  at  the  commence- 
ment of  the  session,  Phineas  might  have  perhaps 
abstained  from  attending,  in  spite  of  the  charm 
of  novelty.  For,  in  truth,  Mv.  Low's  words 
had  moved  him  much.  But  if  it  was  to  be  his 
fate  to  bo  a  member  of  Parliament  only  for  ten 
days,  surely  it  would  be  well  that  he  should  take 
advantage  of  the  time  to  hear  such  a  debate  as 
this.  It  would  be  a  thing  to  talk  of  to  his  chil- 
dren in  twenty  years'  time,  or  to  his  grandchil- 
dren in  fifty  ;  and  it  would  be  essentially  neces- 
sary that  he  should  be  able  to  talk  of  it  to 
Lady  Laura  Standish.  He  did,  therefore,  sit  in 
the  House  till  one  on  the  Monday  night,  and  till 
two  on  the  Tuesday  niglit,  and  heard  the  debate 
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adjourned  till  the  Thursday.  On  the  Thursday 
Mr.  Daubeny  was  to  make  his  great  speech,  and 
then  the  division  would  come. 

When  Phineas  entered  Lady  Laura's  drawing- 
room  on  the  Wednesday  before  dinner,  he  found 
the  other guestsall assembled.  Why  men  should 
have  been  earlier  in  keeping  their  dinner  engage- 
ments on  that  day  than  on  any  other  he  did  not 
understand ;  but  it  was  the  fact,  probably,  that 
the  great  anxiety  of  the  time  made  those  who 
were  at  all  concerned  in  the  matter  very  keen 
to  hear  and  to  be  heard.  During  these  days 
every  body  was  in  a  hurry — every  body  was  ea- 
ger ;  and  there  was  a  common  feeling  that  not 
a  minute  was  to  be  lost.  There  were  three  ladies 
in  the  room — Lady  Laura,  Miss  Fitzgibbon,  and 
Mrs.  Bonteen.  The  latter  was  the  wife  of  a 
gentleman  who  had  been  a  former  Lord  of  the 
Admiralty  in  the  late  Government,  and  who  lived 
in  the  expectation  of  filling,  perhaps,  some  high- 
er office  in  the  Government  which,  as  he  hoped, 
was  soon  to  be  called  into  existence.  There 
were  five  gentlemen  besides  Phineas  Fiim  him- 
self— Mr.  Bonteen,  Mr.  Kennedy,  Mr.  Fitzgibbon, 
Barrington  Erie,  who  had  been  caught  in  spite 
of  all  that  Lady  Laura  had  said  as  to  the  diffi- 
culty of  such  an  operation,  and  Lord  Brentfonl. 
Phineas  was  quick  to  observe  that  every  male 
guest  was  in  Parliament,  and  to  tell  himself  that 
he  would  not  have  been  there  unless  he  also  had  i 
had  a  seat. 

"  We  are  all  here  now,"  said  the  earl,  ringing 
the  bell.    • 

"  I  hope  I've  not  kept  you  waiting,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Lady  Laura.  "I  do  not 
know  why  we  are  in  such  a  hurry.  And  how 
many  do  you  say  it  will  be,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"Seventeen,  I  suppose,"  said  Phineas. 

"  More  likely  twenty-two,"  said  Mr.  Bonteen. 
"  There  is  Colcleugh  so  ill  they  can't  possibly 
bring  him  up,  and  young  Rochester  is  at  Vien- 
na, and  Gunning  is  sulking  about  something, 
and  ]\Ioody  has  lost  his  eldest  son.  By  George  ! 
they  pressed  him  to  come  up,  although  Frank 
Moody  won't  be  buried  till  Friday." 

"I  don't  believe  it,"  said  Lord  Brentford. 

"You  ask  some  of  the  Carlton  fellows,  and 
they'll  own  it." 

"If  I'd  lost  ever)' relation  I  had  in  the  world," 
said  Fitzgibbon,  "  I'd  vote  on  such  a  question 
as  this.  Staying  away  won't  bring  poor  Frank 
Moody  back  to  life." 

"  But  there's  a  decency  in  these  matters,  is 
there  not,  Mr.  Fitzgibbon?"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"I  thought  they  had  thrown  all  that  kind  of 
thing  overboard  long  ago,"  said  Miss  Fitzgibbon. 
"  It  would  be  better  that  they  should  have  no 
veil,  than  squabble  about  the  thickness  of  it." 

Then  dinner  was  announced.  The  earl  walk- 
ed off  with  Miss  Fitzgibbon,  Barrington  Erie 
took  Mrs.  Bonteen,  and  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  took 
Lady  Laura. 

"I'll  bet  four  pounds  to  two  it's  over  nine- 
teen," said  Mr.  Bonteen,  as  he  passed  through 
the  drawing-room  door,  The  remark  seemed  to 
have  been  addressed  to  Mr.  Kennedy,  and  Phin- 
eas therefore  made  no  reply. 

"  I  dare  say  it  will,"  said  Kennedy,  "  but  I 
never  bet." 

"But  you  vote — sometimes,  I  hope,"  said 
Bunteen. 


"Sometimes,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"I  think  he  is  the  most  odious  man  that  ever 
I  set  my  eyes  on,"  said  Phineas  to  himself  as  he 
followed  Mr.  Kennedy  into  the  dining-room. 
He  had  observed  that  Mr.  Kennedy  had  been 
standing  very  near  to  Lady  Laura  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  that  Lady  Laura  had  said  a  few 
words  to  him.  He  was  more  determined  than 
ever  that  he  would  hate  ^Ir.  Kennedy,  and 
would  probably  have  been  moody  and  unhappy 
throughout  the  whole  dinner  had  not  Lady  Laura 
called  him  to  a  chair  at  her  left  hand.  It  was 
very  generous  of  her ;  and  the  more  so,  as  Mr. 
Kennedy  had,  in  a  half-hesitating  manner,  pre- 
pared to  seat  himself  in  that  very  place.  As  it 
was,  Phineas  and  Mr.  Kennedy  were  neighbors, 
but  Phineas  had  the  place  of  honor. 

"  I  suppose  you  will  not  speak  during  the  de- 
bate?" said  Lady  Laura. 

"Who?  I?  Certainly  not.  In  the  first 
place,  I  could  not  get  a  hearing,  and,  in  the 
next  place,  I  should  not  think  of  commencing  on 
such  an  occasion.  I  do  not  know  that  I  shall 
ever  speak  at  all." 

"  Indeed  you  will.  You  are  just  the  sort  of 
man  who  will  succeed  with  the  House.  What  I 
doubt  is,  whether  you  will  do  as  well  in  office." 

"I  wish  I  might  have  the  chance." 

"Of  course  you  can  have  the  chance  if  you 
try  for  it.  Beginning  so  early,  and  being  on  the 
right  side — and,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  say  so, 
among  the  right  set — there  can  be  ^lo  doubt  that 
you  may  take  office  if  you  will.  But  I  am  not 
sure  that  you  will  be  tractable.  You  can  not  be- 
gin, you  know,  by  being  Prime  IMinister." 

"  I  have  seen  enough  to  realize  that  already," 
said  Phineas. 

"If  you  will  only  keep  that  little  fact  steadily 
before  your  eyes,  there  is  nothing  you  may  not 
reach  in  official  life.  But  Pitt  was  Prime  Min- 
isrer  at  four-and-twenty,  and  that  precedent  has 
ruined  half  our  young  politicians." 

"  It  has  not  affected  me,  Lady  Laura." 

"As  far  as  I  can  see,  there  is  no  great  diffi- 
culty in  government.  A  man  must  learn  to 
have  words  at  command  when  he  is  upon  his 
legs  in  the  House  of  Commons,  in  the  same  way 
as  he  would  if  he  were  talking  to  his  own  sen-- 
ants.  He  must  keep  his  temper;  and  he  muPt 
be  very  patient.  As  far  as  I  have  seen  cabinet 
ministers,  they  are  not  more  clever  than  other 
people." 

"  I  think  there  are  generally  one  or  two  men 
of  ability  in  the  Cabinet." 

"Yes,  of  fair  ability.  Mr.  Mildmay  is  a 
good  specimen.  There  is  not,  and  never  was, 
any  thing  brilliant  in  him.  He  is  not  eloquent, 
nor,  as  far  as  I  am  aware,  did  he  ever  create  any 
thing.  But  he  has  always  been  a  steady,  honest, 
persevering  man,  and  circumstances  hav.e  made 
politics  come  easy  to  him." 

"  Think  of  the  momentous  questions  which 
he  has  been  called  upon  to  decide,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"Every  question  so  handled  by  him  has  been 
decided  rightly  according  to  his  own  party,  and 
wrongly  according  to  the  party  opposite.  A  po- 
lirical  leader  is  so  sure  of  support  and  so  sure  of 
attack,  that  it  is  hardly  necessary  for  him  to  be 
even  anxious  to  be  right.  For  the  country's 
sake,  he  should  have  officials  under  him  who 
,  know  the  routine  of  business." 
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"You  think  very  badly  then  of  politics  as  a 
profession." 

"  No  ;  I  think  of  them  very  highly.  It  must 
he  better  to  deal  with  the  repealing  of  laws  than 
the  defending  of  criminals.  But  all  tliis  is  papa's 
wisdom,  not  mine.  Papa  has  never  been  in  the 
Cabinet  yet,  and  therefore  of  course  he  is  a  little 
caustic." 

"  I  think  he  was  quite  right,"  said  Barring- 
ton  Erie  stoutly.  He  spoke  so  stoutly  that  every 
body  at  the  table  listened  to  him. 

"I  don't  exactly  see  the  necessity  for  such  in- 
ternecine war  just  at  present,"  said  Lord  Brent- 
ford. 

"I  must  say  I  do,"  said  the  other.  "Lord 
de  Terrier  took  office  knowing  that  he  was  in  a 
minority.  We  had  a  fair  majority  of  nearly 
thirty  when  he  came  in." 

"  Then  how  very  soft  you  must  have  been  to 
go  out,"  said  Miss  Fitzgibbon. 

"Not  in  the  least  soft,"  continued  Barrington 
Erie.  "We  could  not  command  our  men,  and 
were  bound  to  go  out.  For  aught  we  know, 
some  score  of  them  might  have  chosen  to  sup- 
port Lord  de  Terrier,  and  then  we  should  have 
owned  ourselves  beaten  for  the  time." 

' '  You  were  beaten — hollow,"  said  Miss  Fitz- 
gibbon. 

"Then  why  did  Lord  de  Terrier  dissolve?" 

"  A  Prime  Minister  is  quite  right  to  dissolve 
in  such  a  position,"  said  Lord  Brentford.  "  He 
must  do  so  for  the  Queen's  sake.  It  is  his  only 
chance." 

"Just  so.  It  is,  as  you  say,  his  only  chance, 
and  it  is  his  riglit.  His  very  possession  of  power 
will  give  him  near  a  score  of  votes,  and  if  he 
thinks  that  he  has  a  chance,  let  him  try  it.  We 
maintain  that  he  had  no  chance,  and  that  he 
must  have  known  that  he  had  none  ;  that  if  he 
could  not  get  on  with  the  late  House,  he  cer- 
tainly could  not  get  on  with  a  new  House.  We 
let  him  have  his  own  way  as  far  as  we  could  in 
February.  We  had  failed  last  summer,  and  if 
he  could  get  along  he  was  welcome.  But  he 
could  not  get  along." 

"  I  must  say  I  think  he  was  right  to  dissolve," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"  And  we  are  right  to  force  the  consequences 
upon  him  as  quickly  as  we  can.  He  practically 
lost  nine  seats  by  his  dissolution.  Look  at 
Loughshane." 

"Yes;  look  at  Loughshane,"  said  Miss  Fitz- 
gibbon. "The  country  at  any  rate  has  gained 
something  tliere." 

"  It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  any  good, 
Mr.  Finn,"  said  the  earl. 

"What  on  earth  is  to  become  of  poor  George  ?" 
said  Mr.  Fitzgibbon.  "I  wonder  whether  any 
one  knows  where  he  is.  George  wasn't  a  bad 
sort  of  .fellow." 

"Roby  used  to  think  that  he  was  a  very  bad 
fellow,"  said  Mr.  Bonteen.  "Roby  used  to 
swear  that  it  was  hopeless  trying  to  catch  iiim." 
It  may  be  as  well  to  explain  that  Mr.  Roby  was 
a  Conservative  gentleman  of  great  fame  who  had 
for  years  acteil  as  Whip  under  Mr.  Daubcny, 
and  who  now  filled  the  high  office  of  Patronage 
Secretary  to  the  Traasury.  "  I  believe  in  my 
heart,"  continued  Mr.  Bonteen,  "that  I'ohy  is 
rejoiced  that  poor  George  Morris  should  be  out 
in  the  cold." 

"If  seats   were   halveable,   he  should    share 


mine,  for  the  sake  of  auld  lang  syne,"  said  Lau- 
rence Fitzgibbon. 

"But  not  to-morrow  night,"  said  Barrington 
Erie;  "the  division  to-morrow  will  be  a  thing 
not  to  be  joked  with.  Upon  my  word  I  think 
they're  right  about  old  Moody.  All  private  con- 
siderations should  give  way.  And  as  for  Gun- 
ning, I'd  have  him  up,  or  I'd  know  the  reason 
why." 

"And  shall  we  have  no  defaidters,  Barring- 
ton ?"  asked  Lady  Laura. 

"  I'm  not  going  to  boast,  but  I  don't  know  of 
one  for  whom  we  need  blush.  Sir  Everard 
Powell  is  so  bad  with  gout  that  he  can't  even 
bear  any  one  to  look  at  him,  but  Ratlcr  says 
that  he'll  bring  him  up."  Mr.  Ratlcr  was  in 
those  days  the  Whip  on  the  Liberal  side  of  the 
House. 

"  Unfortunate  wretch !"  said  Miss  Fitzgibbon. 
"The  worst   of  it    is   that    he  screams  in  his 
paroxysms,"  said  Mr.  Bonteen. 

"  And  you  mean  to  say  that  you'll  take  him 
into  the  lobby,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"  Undoubtedly,"  said  Barrington  Erie.  "Why 
not?  He  has  no  business  with  a  seat  if  he  can't 
vote.  But  Sir  Everard  is  a  good  man,  and  he'll 
be  there  if  laudanum  and  bath-chair  make  it 
possible." 

The  same  kind  of  conversation  went  on  dur- 
ing the  whole  of  dinner,  and  became,  if  any 
thing,  more  animated  when  the  three  ladies  had 
left  the  room.  Mr.  Kennedy  made  but  one  re- 
mark, and  then  he  observed  that  as  far  as  he 
could  see  a  majority  of  nineteen  would  be  as 
serviceable  as  a  majority  of  twenty.  This  he 
said  in  a  very  mild  voice,  and  in  a  tone  that 
was  intended  to  be  expressive  of  doubt ;  but  in 
spite  of  his  humility  Barrington  Erie  flew  at 
him  almost  savagely,  as  though  a  Liberal  mem- 
ber of  the  House  of  Commons  was  disgraced  by 
so  mean  a  spirit ;  and  Phineas  found  himself 
despising  the  man  for  his  want  of  zeal. 

"If  we  are  to  beat  them,  let  us  beat  them 
well,"  said  Phineas. 

"Let  there  be  no  doubt  about  it,"  said  Bar- 
rington Erie. 

"I  should  like  to  see  every  man  with  a  seat 
polled,"  said  Bonteen. 

"  Poor  Sir  Everard  !"  said  Lord  Brentford. 
"  It  will  kill  him,  no  doubt,  but  I  suppose  the 
seat  is  safe." 

"Oh,  yes;  Llanwrwsth  is  quite  safe,"  said 
Barrington,  in  his  eagerness  omitting  to  catch 
Lord  Brentford's  grim  joke. 

Phineas  went  up  into  the  drawing-room  for  a 
few  minutes  after  dinner,  and  was  eagerly  desir- 
ous of  saying  a  few  more  words — he  knew  not 
what  words — to  Lady  Laura.  Mr.  Kennedy 
and  Mr.  Bonteen  had  left  the  dining-room  first, 
and  Phineas  again  found  Mr.  Kennedy  standing 
close  to  Lady  Laura's  shoulder.  Could  it  be 
possible-  that  there  was  any  thing  in  it?  Mr. 
Kenned}''  was  an  unmarried  man,  with  an  im- 
mense fortune,  a  magnificent  ]ilace,  a  seat  in 
Parliament,  and  'was  not  perhaps  above  forty 
years  of  age.  There  could  be  no  reason  why  he 
should  not  ask  Lady  Laura  to  be  his  wife,  ex- 
cept, indeed,  that  he  did  not  seem  to  have  suffi- 
cient words  at  command  to  ask  any  body  for 
any  thing.  But  could  it  be  that  such  a  woman 
as  Lady  Laura  could  accept  such  a  man  as  Mr. 
Kennedj"  because  of  his  wealth,  and  because  of 
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his  fine  place — a  man  who  had  not  a  word  to 
throw  to  a  dog,  who  did  not  seem  to  be  pos- 
sessed of  an  idea,  wlio  hardly  looked  like  a  {xen- 
tleman  ;  so  Fhincas  told  himself.  But  is  truth 
Mr.  Kennedy,  though  he  was  a  plain,  unattract- 
ive man,  with  nothing;  in  his  personal  appear- 
ance to  call  for  remark,  was  not  unlike  a  gentle- 
man in  his  usual  demeanor.  Phineas  himself, 
it  may  be  here  said,  was  six  feet  high,  and  very 
handsome,  with  bright  blue  eyes,  and  brown 
wavy  hair,  and  light  silken  beard.  Mrs.  Low 
had  told  her  husband  more  than  once  that  he 
was  much  too  handsome  to  do  any  good.  Mr. 
Low,  however,  had  replied  that  young  Finn  had 
never  shown  himself  to  be  conscious  of  his  own 
personal  advantages.  "He'll  learn  it  soon 
enough,"  said  Mrs.  Low.  "Some  woman  will 
tell  him,  and  then  he'll  be  spoiled."  I  do  not 
think  that  Phineas  depended  much  as  yet  on 
his  own  good  looks,  but  he  felt  that  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy ought  to  be  despised  by  such  an  one  as 
Lady  Laura  Standish,  because  his  looks  were 
not  good.  And  she  must  despise  him  !  It  could 
not  be  that  a  woman  so  full  of  life  should  be 
willing  to  put  up  with  a  man  who  absolutely 
seemed  to  have  no  life  within  him.  And  yet 
why  was  he  there,  and  why  was  he  allowed  to 
hang  about  just  over  her  shoulders?  Phineas 
Finn  began  to  feel  himself  to  be  an  injured  man. 

But  Lady  Laura  had  the  power  of  dispelling 
instantly  the  sense  of  injury.  She  had  done  it 
effectually  in  tlie  dining-room  by  calling  him  to 
the  seat  by  her  side,  to  the  express  exclusion  of 
the  millionaire,  and  she  did  it  again  now  by 
walking  away  from  Mr.  Kennedy  to  the  spot  on 
whicli  Phineas  had  placed  himself  somewhat 
sulkily. 

"Of  course  you'll  be  at  the  club  on  Friday 
morning  after  the  division,"  she  said. 

"No  doubt." 

"When  you  leave  it,  come  and  tell  me  what 
are  your  impressions,  and  what  you  think  of  Mr. 
Daubeny's  speech.  Tliere'll  be  nothing  done 
in  the  House  before  four,  and  you'll  be  able  to 
run  up  to  me." 

"Certainly  I  will." 

"I  have  asked  Mr.  Kennedy  to  come,  and 
Mr.  Fitzgibbon.  I  am  so  anxious  about  it,  that 
I  want  to  hear  what  different  people  say.  You 
know,  perhaps,  that  papa  is  to  be  in  the  Cabinet 
if  there's  a  change." 

"  Is  he  indeed  ?" 

"Oh,  yes  ;   and  you'll  come  up?" 

"  Of  course  I  will.  Do  you  expect  to  hear 
much  of  an  opinion  from  Mr.  Kennedy?" 

"  Yes  I  do.  You  don't  quite  know  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy yet.  And  you  must  remember  that  he  will 
say  more  to  me  than  he  will  say  to  you.  He's 
not  quick,  you  know,  as  you  are,  and  has  no  en- 
thusiasm on  any  subject ;  but  he  has  opinions, 
and  sound  opinions  too."  Phineas  felt  that  Lady 
Laura  was  in  a  slight  degree  scolding  him  for 
the  disrespectful  manner  in  which  he  had  spoken 
of  Mr.  Kennedy ;  and  he  felt  also  that  he  had 
committed  himself — that  he  had  shown  himself 
to  be  sore,  and  that  she  had  seen  and  under- 
stood his  soreness. 

"The  truth  is  I  do  not  know  him,"  said  he, 
trying  to  correct  his  blunder. 

"  No  ;  not  as  yet.  But  I  hope  that  you  may 
some  day,  as  he  is  one  of  those  men  who  are 
both  useful  and  estimable." 


"I  do  not  know  that  I  can  use  him,"  said 
Phineas;  "but  if  you  wish  it,  I  will  endeavor 
to  esteem  him." 

"  I  wish  you  to  do  both  ;  but  that  will  all  come 
in  due  time.  I  think  it  probable  that  in  the  early 
autumn  there  will  be  a  great  gathering  of  the 
real  Whig  Liberals  at  Loughlinter — of  those,  I 
mean,  who  have  their  heart  in  it,  and  are  at  the 
same  time  gentlemen.  If  it  is  so,  I  should  be 
sorry  that  you  should  not  be  there.  You  need 
not  mention  it,  but  Mr.  Kennedy  has  just  said  a 
word  about  it  to  papa,  and  a  word  from  him  al- 
ways means  so  much  !  Well,  good-night ;  and 
mind  you  come  up  on  Friday.  You  are  going 
to  the  club  now,  of  course.  I  envy  you  men 
your  clubs  more  than  I  do  the  House;  though 
I  feel  that  a  woman's  life  is  only  half  a  life,  as 
she  can  not  have  a  seat  in  Parliament." 

Then  Phineas  went  away,  and  walked  down 
to  Pall  Mall  with  Laurence  Fitzgibbon.  He 
would  have  preferred  to  take  his  walk  alone, 
but  he  could  not  get  rid  of  his  affectionate  coun- 
tryman. He  wanted  to  think  over  what  had 
taken  place  during  the  evening ;  and,  indeed, 
he  did  so  in  spite  of  his  friend's  conversation. 
Lady  Laura,  when  she  first  saw  him  after  his  re- 
turn to  London,  had  told  him  how  anxious  her 
father  was  to  congratulate  him  on  his  seat,  but 
the  earl  had  not  spoken  a  word  to  him  on  the 
subject.  The  earl  had  been  courteous,  as  hosts 
customarily  are,  but  had  been  in  no.  way  spe- 
cially kind  to  him.  And  then  Mr.  Kennedy ! 
As  to  going  to  Loughlinter,  he  would  not  do 
such  a  thing — not  though  the  success  of  the  Lib- 
eral party  were  to  depend  on  it.  He  declared 
to  himself  that  there  were  some  things  which  a 
man  could  not  do.  But  although  he  was  not 
altogether  satisfied  with  what  had  occurred  in 
Portman  Square,  he  felt  as  he  walked  down, 
arm  in  arm  with  Fitzgibbon,  that  Mr.  Low  and 
Mr.  Low's  counsels  must  be  scattered  to  the 
winds.  He  had  thrown  the  die  in  consenting  to 
stand  for  Longhshane,  and  must  stand  the  haz- 
ard of  the  cast. 

"Bedad,  Phin,  my  boy,  I  don't  think  you're 
listening  to  me  at  all,"  said  Laurence  Fitzgib- 
bon. 

'  I'm  listening  to  every  word  you  say,"  said 
Phineas. 

"And  if  I  have  to  go  down  to  the  ould  coun- 
try again  this  session,  you'll  go  with  me  ?" 
'"If  I  can  I  will." 

"That's  my  boy !  And  it's  I  that  hope  you'll 
have  the  chance.  What's  the  good  of  turning 
these  fellows  out  if  one  isn't  to  get  something  for 
one's  trouble  ?" 


CHAPTER  VII. 


MR.  AND    MRS.   BUNCE. 


It  was  three  o'clock  on  the  Thursday  night 
before  Mr.  Daubeny's  speech  was  finished.  I 
do  not  think  that  there  was  any  truth  in  the 
allegation  made  at  the  time,  that  he  continued 
on  his  legs  an  hour  longer  than  the  necessities 
of  his  speech  required,  in  order  that  five  or  six 
very  ancient  Whigs  might  be  wearied  out  and 
shrink  to  their  beds.  Let  a  Whig  have  been 
ever  so  ancient  and  ever  so  weary,  he  would  not 
have  been  allowed  to  depart  from  Westminster 
Hall  that  night.     Sir  Everard  Powell  was  there 
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in  his  bath-chair  at  twelve,  with  a  doctor  on 
one  side  of  him  and  a  friend  on  the  other,  in 
some  purlieu  of  the  House,  and  did  his  duty 
like  a  tine  old  Briton  as  lie  was.  That  speech 
of  Mr.  Daubeny's  will  never  be  forgotten  by  any 
one  who  heard  it.  Its  studied  bitterness  had 
perhaps  never  been  equaled,  and  yet  not  a  word 
was  uttered  for  the  saying  of  which  he  could  be 
accused  of  going  beyond  the  limits  of  parlia- 
mentary antagonism.  It  is  true  that  personali- 
ties could  not  have  been  closer,  that  accusations 
of  political  dishonesty  and  of  almost  worse  than 
political  cowardice  and  falsehood  could  not  have 
been  clearer,  that  no  words  in  the  language 
could  have  attributed  meaner  motives  or  more 
unscrupulous  conduct.  But,  nevertheless,  Mr. 
Daubeny  in  all  that  he  said  was  parliamentary, 
and  showed  himself  to  be  a  gladiator  thoroughly 
well  trained  for  the  arena  in  which  he  had  de- 
scended to  the  combat.  His  arrows  were  poi- 
soned, and  his  lance  was  barbed,  and  his  shot 
was  heated  red,  because  such  things  are  allowed. 
He  did  not  poison  his  enemies'  wells  or  use  Greek 
fire, 'because  those  things  are  not  allowed.  He 
knew  exactly  the  rules  of  the  combat.  Mr. 
Mildmay  sat  and  heard  him  without  once  raising 
his  hat  from  his  brow,  or  speaking  a  word  to  his 
neighbor.  Men  on  both  sides  of  the  House  said 
that  Mr.  Mildmay  suftered  terribly ;  but  as  Mr. 
Mildmay  uttered  no  word  of  complaint  to  any 
one,  and, was  quite  ready  to  take  Mr.  Daubeny 
by  the  hand  the  next  time  they  met  in  company, 
I  do  not  know  that  any  one  was  able  to  form  a 
true  idea  of  Mr.  ]\Iildmay"s  feelings.  Mr.  Mild- 
may was  an  impassive  man  who  rarely  spoke  of 
his  own  feelings,  and  no  doubt  sat  with  his  hat 
low  down  over  his  eyes  in  order  that  no  man 
might  judge  of  them  on  that  occasion  by  the 
impression  on  his  features.  "  If  he  coidd  have 
left  ofl'  half  an  hour  earlier  it  would  have  been  per- 
fect as  an  attack,"  said  Barrington  PZrle  in  criti- 
cising Mr.  Daubeny's  speech,  "but  he  allowed 
himself  to  sink  into  comparative  weakness,  and 
the  glory  of  it  was  over  before  the  end."  Then 
came  the  division.  The  Liberals  had  333  votes 
to  314  for  the  Conservatives,  and  therefore 
counted  a  majority  of  19.  It  was  said  that  so 
large  a  number  of  members  had  never  before 
voted  at  any  division. 

"I  own  I'm  disappointed,"  said  Barrington 
Erie  to  Mr.  Ratler. 

"  I  thought  there  would  be  twenty,"  said  Mr. 
Ratler.  "  I  never  went  beyond  that.  I  knew 
they  would  have  old  Moody  up,  but  I  thought 
Gunning  would  have  been  too  hard  for  them." 

' '  They  say  they've  promised  them  both  peer- 
ages." 

•'Yes;  if  they  remain  in.  But  they  know 
they're  going  out." 

"They  must  go,  with  such  a  majority  against 
them,"  said  Barrington  Erie. 

"  (>f  course  they  must,"  said  Mr.  Ratler. 
"  Lord  de  Terrier  wants  nothing  better,  but  it 
is  rather  hard  upon  poor  Daubeny.  I  never  saw 
such  an  unfortunate  old  Tantalus." 

"  He  gets  a  good  drop  of  real  water  now  and 
again,  and  I  don't  ]iity  him  in  the  least.  He's 
••lever,  of  course,  and  has  made  his  own  way, 
but  I've  always  a  feeling  that  he  has  no  business 
where  he  is.  I  suppose  we  shall  know  all  about 
it  at  Brooks's  by  one  o'clock  to-morrow." 

Phineas,  though  it  had  been  past  five  before 


he  went  to  bed — for  there  had  been  much  tri- 
umphant talking  to  be  done  among  Liberal 
members  after  the  division — was  up  at  his 
breakfast  at  IMrs.  Bunce's  lodgings  by  nine. 
There  was  a  matter  which  he  was  called  upon 
to  settle  immediately  in  which  Mrs.  Bunce  her- 
self was  much  interested,  and  respecting  which 
he  had  promised  to  give  an  answer  on  this  very 
morning.  A  set  of  very  dingy  chambers  up  two 
pairs  of  stairs  at  No  9  Old  Square,  Lincoln's  Inn, 
to  which  Mr.  Low  had  recommended  him  to 
transfer  himself  and  all  his  belongings,  were 
waiting  his  occupation,  should  he  resolve  upon 
occupying  them.  If  he  intended  to  commence 
operations  as  a  barrister,  it  would  be  necessary 
that  he  should  have  chambers  and  a  clerk ;  and 
before  he  had  left  Mr.  Low's  house  on  Sunday 
evening  he  had  almost  given  that  gentleman 
authority  to  secure  for  him  these  rooms  at  No.  9. 
"  Whether  you  remain  in  Parliament  or  no, 
you  must  make  a  beginning,"  Mr.  Low  had 
said;  "and  how  are  you  ever  to  pretend  to 
begin  if  you  don't  have  chambers?"  Mr.  Low- 
hoped  that  he  might  be  able  to  wean  Phineas 
away  from  his  Parliament  bauble  ;  that  he  might 
induce  the  young  barrister  to  give  up  his  mad- 
ness, if  not  this  session  or  the  next,  at  any  rate 
before  a  third  year  had  commenced.  Mr.  Low 
was  a  persistent  man,  liking  very  much  when  he 
did  like,  and  loving  very  strongly  when  he  did 
love.  He  would  have  many  a  tug  for  Phineas 
Finn  before  he  would  allow  that  false  Westmin- 
ster Satan  to  carry  off  the  prey  as  altogether  his 
own.  If  he  could  only  get  Phineas  into  the 
dingy  chambers  he  might  do  much  ! 

But  Phineas  had  now  become  so  imbued  with 
the  atmosphere  of  politics,  had  been  so  breathed 
upon  by  Lady  Laura  and  Barrington  Erie,  that 
he  could  no  longer  endure  the  thought  of  any 
other  life  tlian  that  of  a  life  spent  among  the 
lobbies.  A  desire  to  help  to  beat  the  Conserva- 
tives had  fastened  on  his  very  soul,  and  almost 
made  Mr.  Low  odious  in  his  eyes.  He  was 
afraid  of  Mr.  Low,  and  for  the  nonce  would  not 
go  to  him  any  more ;  but  he  must  see  the  porter 
at  Lincoln's  Inn,  he  must  write  a  line  to  Mr. 
Low,  and  he  must  tell  Mrs  Bunce  that  for  the 
present  he  would  still  keep  on  her  rooms.  His 
letter  to  Mr.  Low  was  as  follows  : 

"Great  Marlborough  Street,  May,1S6—. 
"  My  dear  Low  : — I  have  made  up  my  mind 
against  taking  the  chambers,  and  am  now  off  to 
the  Inn  to  say  that  I  shall  not  want  them.  Of 
course,  I  know  what  you  will  think  of  me,  and 
it  is  very  grievous  to  me  to  have  to  bear  the 
hard  judgment  of  a  man  whose  opinion  I  value 
so  highly ;  but,  in  the  teeth  of  your  terribly 
strong  arguments,  I  think  that  there  is  something 
to  be. said  on  my  side  of  the  question.  This 
seat  in  Parliament  has  come  in  my  way  by 
chance,  and  I  think  it  would  be  pusillanimous 
in  me  to  reject  it,  feeling,  as  I  do,  that  a  seat  in 
Parliament  confers  very  great  honor.  I  am, 
too,  very  fond  of  politics,  and  regard  legislation 
as  the  finest  profession  going.  Had  I  any  one 
dependent  on  me,  I  probably  might  not  be  justi- 
fied in  following  the  bent  of  my  inclination. 
But  I  am  all  alone  in  the  world,  and  therefore 
have  a  right  to  make  the  attempt.  If,  after  a 
trial  of  one  or  two  sessions,  I  should  fail  in  that 
whiclil  am  attempting,  it  will  not  even  then  be  too 
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late  to  go  back  to  the  better  way.  I  can  assure 
voii  that  at  any  rate  it  is  not  my  intention  to  be 
'idle. 

"  I  know  very  well  how  you  will  fret  and  fume 
over  what  I  say,  and  how  utterly  I  shall  fail  in 
bringiiig  you  round  to  my  way  of  thinkinj; ;  but 
as  I  must  write  to  tell  you  of  my  decision,  I 
can  not  refrain  from  defending  myself  to  thii  bQ»t 
of  my  ability.     Yours  always  faithfully, 

"  Phineas  Finn." 

Mr.  Low  received  this  letter  at  his  chambers, 
and  when  he  had  read  it,  he  simjily  pressed  his 
lips  closely  together,  placed  the  sheet  of  paper 
back  in  its  envelope,  and  put  it  into  a  drawer  at 
his  left  hand.  Having  done  this,  he  went  on 
with  what  work  he  had  before  him,  as  though 
his  friend's  decision  were  a  matter  of  no  conse- 
quence to  him.  As  far  as  he  was  concerned  the 
thing  was  done,  and  there  should  be  an  end  of 
it.  So  he  told  himself;  but  nevertheless  his 
mind  was  full  of  it  all  day;  and,  though  he 
wrote  not  a  word  of  answer  to  Phineas,  he 
made  a  reply  within  his  own  mind  to  every  one 
of  the  arguments  used  in  the  letter.  "Great 
honors !  How  can  there  be  honor  in  what  comes, 
as  he  says,  by  chance  ?  He  hasn't  sense  enough 
to  understand  that  the  honor  comes  from  the 
mode  of  winning  it,  and  from  the  mode  of  wear- 
ing it ;  and  that  the  very  fact  of  his  being  mem- 
ber for  Loughshane  at  this  instant  simply  proves 
that  Loughshane  should  have  had  no  privilege 
to  return  a  member !  No  one  dependent  on 
him!  Are  not  his  father  and  his  mother  and 
his  sisters  dependent  on  him  as  long  as  he  must 
eat  their  bread  till  he  can  earn  bread  of  his  own  ? 
He  will  never  earn  bread  of  his  owr..  He  will 
always  be  eating  bread  that  others  have  earned." 
In  this  way,  before  the  day  was  over,  jMr.  Low 
became  very  angry,  and  swore  to  himself  that 
he  would  have  nothing  more  to  say  to  Phineas 
Finn.  But  yet  he  found  himself  creating  plans 
f  ir  encountering  and  conquering  the  parliament- 
ary fiend  who  was  at  present  so  cruelly  potent 
with  his  pupil.  It  was  not  till  the  third  evening 
that  he  told  his  wife  that  Finn  had  made  up  his 
mind  not  to  take  chambers.  "Tlien  I  would 
have  nothing  more  to  say  to  him,"  said  ]\Irs. 
Low,  savagely.  "For  the  present  I  can  have 
nothing  more  to  say  to  him."  "  But  neither 
now  nor  ever,"  said  'Sirs.  Low,  with  great  em- 
jihasis;  "he  has  been  false  to  you."  "Xo," 
said  Mr.  Low,  who  was  a  man  thoroughly  and 
thoughtfully  just  at  all  points  ;  "  he  has  not  been 
false  to  me.  He  has  always  meant  what  he  has 
said,  when  he  was  saying  it.  But  he  is  weak 
and  blind,  and  flies  like  a  moth  to  the  candle; 
one  pities  the  poor  moth,  and  would  save  him  a 
Btump  of  his  wing  if  it  be  possible." 

Phineas,  when  he  had  written  his  letter  to 
I^Ir.  Low,  started  off  for  Lincoln's  Inn,  making 
his  way  through  the  well-known  dreary  streets 
of  Soho,  and  through  St.  Giles's  to  Long  Acre. 
He  knew  every  corner  well,  for  he  had  walked 
the  same  road  almost  daily  for  the  last  three 
years.  He  had  conceived  a  liking  for  the  route, 
which  he  might  easily  have  changed  without 
much  addition  to  the  distance,  by  passing  throttgh 
Oxford  Street  and  Holborn  ;  but  tiiere  was  an 
air  of  business  on  which  he  prided  himself  in 
going  by  the  most  direct  passage,  and  he  de- 
clared to  himself  very  often  that  things  dreary 


and  dingy  to  the  eye  might  be  good  in  themselves. 
Lincoln's  Inn  itself  is  dingy,  and  the  Law  Courts 
therein  are  perhaps  the  meanest  in  which  Equity 
ever  disclosed  herself.  Mr.  Low's  three  rooms 
in  the  Old  Square,  each  of  them  brown  with 
the  binding  of  law  books  and  with  the  dust  col- 
lected on  law  papers,  and  w^th  furniture  that 
had  been  brown  always,  and  had  become  browner 
with  years,  were  perliaps  as  unattractive  to  the 
eye  of- a  young  pupil  as  any  rooms  which  were 
ever  entered.  And  the  study  of  the  Chancery 
law  itself  is  not  an  alluring  pursuit  till  the  mind 
has  come  to  have  some  insight  into  the  beauty 
of  its  ultimate  object.  Phineas,  during  his 
three  years'  course  of  reasoning  on  these  things, 
had  taught  himself  to  believe  that  things  ugly 
on  the  outside  might  be  very  beautiful  within ; 
and  had  therefore  come  to  prefer  crossing  Poland 
Street  and  Soho  Square,  and  so  continuing  his 
travels  by  the  Seven  Dials  and  Long  Acre.  His 
morning  walk  was  of  a  piece  with  his  morning 
studies,  and  he  took  pleasure  in  the  gloom  of 
both.  But  now  the  taste  of  his  palate  had  been 
already  changed  by  the  glare  of  the  lamps  in 
and  about  palatial  Westminster,  and  he  found 
that  St.  Giles's  was  disagreeable.  Tiie  ways 
about  Pall  Mall  and  across  the  Park  to  Parlia- 
ment Street,  or  to  the  Treasury,  were  much 
pleasanter,  and  the  new  offices  in  Downing 
Street,  already  half  built,  absorbed  all  that  in- 
terest which  he  had  hitherto  been  able  to  take 
in  the  suggested  but  uncommcnced  erection  of 
new  Law  Courts  in  the  neighborhood  of  Lin- 
coln's Inn.  As  he  made  his  way  to  the  porter's 
lodge  under  the  great  gate-way  of  Lincoln's 
Inn,  he  told  himself  that  he  was  glad  that  he 
had  escaped,  at  any  rate  for  awhile,  from  a  life 
so  dull  and  dreary.  If  he  could  only  sit  in 
chambers  at  the  Treasury  instead  of  chambers 
in  that  old  court,  how  much  pleasanter  it  would 
be  !  After  all,  as  regarded  that  question  of  in- 
come, it  might  well  be  that  the  Treasury  cham- 
bers should  be  the  more  remunerative,  and  the 
more  quickly  remunerative,  of  the  two.  And, 
as  he  thought.  Lady  Laura  might  be  compati- 
ble with  the  Treasury  chambers  and  Parliament, 
but  could  not  possibly  be  made  compatible  with 
Old  Square,  Lincoln's  Inn. 

But  nevertheless  there  came  upon  him  a  feel- 
ing of  sorrow  when  the  old  man  at  the  lodge 
seemed  to  be  rather  glad  than  otherwise  that  he 
did  not  want  the  chambers.  "  Then  Mr.  Green 
can  have  them,"  said  the  porter;  "that'll  he 
good  news  for  Mr.  Green.  I  don't  know  what 
the  gen'lmeu'll  do  for  chambers  if  things  goes 
on  as  they're  going."  Mr.  Green  was  welcome 
to  the  chambers  as  far  as  Phineas  was  concern- 
ed ;  but  Phineas  felt  nevertheless  a  certain 
amount  of  regret  that  he  should  have  been  com- 
pelled to  abandon  a  thing  which  was  regarded 
both  by  the  porter  and  by  Mr.  Green  as  being 
so  desirable.  He  had  however  written  his  letter 
to  Mr.  Low,  and  made  his  ])romise  to  Barring- 
ton  Erie,  and  was  bound  to  Lady  Laura  Stand- 
ish ;  and  he  walked  out  through  the  old  pate- 
way  into  Chancery  Lane,  resolving  that  he 
would  not  even  visit  Lincoln's  Inn  again  for  a 
year.  There  were  certain  books — law  books — 
which  he  wouhl  read  at  such  intervals  of  leisure 
as  politics  might  give  him  ;  but  within  the  pre- 
I  cincts  of  the  Inns  of  Court  he  would  not  again 
I  put  his  foot  for  twelve  months,  let  learned  pun- 
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ilits  of  the  law — such  for  instance  as  j\Ir.  and 
Mrs.  Low — s.ay  what  they  might.  I 

He  lia<l  tohl  Mrs.  Biince,  before  he  left  his  home 
after  hrealvfast,  that  he  should  for  the  present 
remain  under  her  roof.  She  had  been  much 
;;ratified,  not  simply  because  lodgings  in  Great 
Marlborough  Street  are  less  readily  let  than 
chambers  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  but  also  because  it 
was  a  great  honor  to  her  to  have  a  member  of  j 
Parliament  in  her  house.  Members  of  Parlia- 
ment are  not  so  common  about  Oxford  Street 
as  they  are  in  the  neighborhood  of  Pall  I\Lall  and 
St.  James's  Square.  But  Mr.  Bunce,  when  he 
came  to  his  dinner,  did  not  join  as  heartily  as 
he  should  have  done  in  his  wife's  rejoicing.  Mr.  | 
Bunce  was  in  the  employment  of  certain  copy- 
ing law-stationers  in  Carey  Street,  and  had  a 
strong  belief  in  the  law  as  a  profession  ;  but  he 
had  none  whatever  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
"And  he's  given  up  going  into  chambers  ?"  said 
Mr.  Bunce  to  his  wife.  ' 

"  Given  it  up  altogether  for  the  present,"  said 
Mrs.  Bunce.  ! 

"And  he  don't  mean  to  have  no  clerk?"  said 
Mr.  Bunce.  [ 

"  Not  unless  it  is  for  his  Parliament  work."      j 

"There  ain't  no  clerks  wanted  for  that,  and 
what's  worse,  there  ain't  no  fees  to  pay  'em.  I'll 
tell  you  what  it  is,  Jane — if  you  don't  look  sharp 
there  won't  be  notliing  to  pay  you  before  long." 

"And  he  in  Parliament,  Jacob!"  I 

"There  ain't  no  salary  for  being  in  Parlia- 
ment. There  are  scores  of  them  Parliament 
gents  ain't  got  so  much  as'll  pay  their  dinners 
for  'em.  And  then  if  any  body  docs  trust  'em, 
there's  no  getting  at  'em  to  make  'em  pay  as 
there  is  at  other  folk." 

"I  don't  know  that  our  Mr.  Phineas  will  ever 
be  like  that,  Jacob." 

"  That's  gammon,  Jane.  That's  the  way  as 
women  gets  themselves  took  in  always.  Our 
Mr.  Phineas  !  Why  should  our  Mr.  Phineas  be 
better  than  any  body  else?" 

"  He's  always  acted  handsome,  Jacob." 

"  There  was  one  time  he  couldn't  pay  his  lodg- 
ings, for  well-nijih  nine  months,  till  his  governor 
come  down  with  the  money.  I  don't  know 
whether  that  was  handsome.  It  knocked  me 
about  terrible,  I  know." 

"  He  always  meant  honest,  Jacob." 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  care  much  fol"  a  man's 
meaning  when  he  runs  short  of  money.  How 
is  he  going  to  see  his  way,  with  his  seat  in  Par- 
liament, and  this  giving  up  of  his  profession? 
He  owes  us  near  a  quarter  now." 

*'  He  paid  me  two  months  this  morning,  Ja- 
cob ;  so  he  don't  owe  a  fartliing." 

"  Very  well ;  so  much  the  better  for  us.  I 
shall  just  have  a  few  words  with  Mr.  Low,  and 
see  wiiat  he  says  to  it.  For  myself  I  don't  think 
half  so  much  of  Parliament  folk  as  some  do. 
They're  for  promising  every  thing  before  they're 
elected  ;  but  not  one  in  twenty  of  'em  is  as  good 
as  his  word  when  he  gets  there." 

Mr.  Buuce  was  a  copying  journeyman,  who 
spent  ten  hours  a  day  in  Carey  Street  with  a 
pen  between  his  fingers  ;  and  after  that  he  would 
often  spend  two  or  three  hours  of  the  night  with 
a  pen  between  his  fingers  in  Marlborough  Street. 
He  was  a  thoroughly  hard-working  man,  doing 
pretty  well  in  the  world,  for  he  had  a  good  house 
over  his  head  and  always  could  find  raiment  and 


bread  for  his  wife  and  eight  children  ;  but,  nev- 
ertheless, he  was  an  unhappy  man  because  he 
suffered  from  political  grievances,  or,  I  should 
more  correctly  say,  that  his  grievances  were 
semi-political  and  semi-social.  He  had  no  vote, 
not  being  himself  the  tenant  of  the  house  in 
Great  Marlborough  Street.  The  tenant  was  a 
t|ilor  who  occupied  the  shop,  whereas  Bunce 
occupied  the  whole  of  the  remainder  of  the 
premises.  He  was  a  lodger,  and  lodgers  were 
not  as  yet  trusted  with  the  franchise.  And  he 
had  ideas,  which  he  himself  admitted  to  be  very 
raw,  as  to  the  injustice  of  the  manner  in  which 
he  was  paid  for  his  work.  So  much  a  folio, 
without  reference  to  the  way  in  which  his  work 
was  done,  without  regard  to  the  success  of  his 
work,  with  no  questions  asked  of  himself,  was, 
as  he  thought,  no  proper  way  of  remunerating  a 
man  for  his  labor*;.  He  had  long  since  joined  a 
Trade  Union,  and  for  two  years  past  had  paid  a 
subscription  of  a  shilling  a  week  toward  its  funds. 
He  longed  to  be  doing  some  battle  against  his 
superiors,  and  to  be  putting  himself  in  opposition 
to  his  employers  ;  not  that  he  objected  personally 
to  Messrs.  Foolscap,  Jlargin,  &  Vellum,  who  al- 
ways made  much  of  him  as  a  useful  man  ;  but 
because  some  such  antagonism  would  be  manly, 
and  the  fighting  of  some  battle  would  be  the 
right  thing  to  do.  "  If  Labor  don't  mean  to  go 
to  the  wall  himself,"  Bunce  would  say  to  his  wife, 
"  Labor  must  look  alive,  and  put  somebody  else 
there." 

Mrs.  Bunce  was  a  comfortable  motherly  wom- 
an, who  loved  her  husband  but  hated  politics. 
As  he  had  an  aversion  to  his  superiors  in  the 
world  because  they  were  superiors,  so  had  she  a 
liking  for  them  for  the  same  reason.  She  de- 
s])ised  people  poorer  than  herself,  and  thought 
it  a  fair  subject  for  boasting  that  her  children 
always  had  meat  for  dinner.  If  it  was  ever  so 
small  a  morsel,  she  took  care  that  they  had  it, 
in  order  that  the  boast  might  be  maintained. 
The  world  had  once  or  twice  been  almost  too 
much  for  her — when,  for  instance,  her  husband 
had  been  ill ;  and  again,  to  tell  the  truth,  for  the 
last  three  months  of  that  long  period  in  which 
Phineas  had  omitted  to  pay  his  bills  ;  but  she 
had  kept  a  fine  brave  heart  during  those  troubles, 
and  could  honestly  swear  that  the  children  al- 
ways had  a  bit  of  meat,  though  she  herself  had 
been  occasionally  without  it  for  days  together. 
At  such  times  she  would  be  more  than  ordina- 
rily meek  to  ]\Ir.  ^Margin,  and  especially  court- 
eous to  the  old  lady  who  lodged  in  her  first-floor 
drawing-room  —  for  I'hineas  lived  up  two  pair 
of  stairs — and  she  would  excuse  such  servility 
by  declaring  that  there  was  no  knowing  how 
soon  she  might  want  assistance.  But  her  hus- 
band, in  such  emergencies,  would  become  furi- 
ous and  quarrelsome,  and  would  declare  that 
Labor  was  going  to  the  wall,  and  that  something 
very  strong  must  be  done  at  once.  That  shil- 
ling which  Bunce  j)aid  weekly  to  the  Union  she 
regarded  as  being  absolutely  tlirown  away — as 
much  so  as  though  he  cast  it  weekly  into  the 
Thames.  And  she  had  told  him  so,  over  and 
over  again,  making  heart-piercing  allusions  to 
the  eight  children  and  to  the  bit  of  meat.  He 
would  always  endeavor  to  exjilain  to  her  that 
there  was  no  other  way  under  the  sun  for  keep- 
ing Labor  from  being  sent  to  the  wall  ;  but  he 
would  do  so  hopelessly  and  altogether  ineffectu- 
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ally,  and  she  liad  come  to  regard  him  as  a  luna- 
tic to  the  extent  of  that  one  weekly  shilling. 

She  had  a  woman's  instinctive  j)artiality  for 
comeliness  fc  a  man,  and  was  very  fond  of 
Phineas  Finn  because  he  was  handsome.  And 
now  she  was  very  proud  of  him  because  he  was 
a  member  of  Parliament.  She  had  heard  — 
from  her  husband,  who  had  told  her  the  fact 
with  much  disgust — that  the  sons  of  dukes  and 
earls  go  into  Parliament,  and  she  liked  to  think 
that  the  fine  young  man  to  whom  she  talked 
more  or  less  eveiT  day  should  sit  with  the  sons 
of  dukes  and  earls.  When  Phineas  had  really 
brought  distress  upon  her  by  owing  her  some 
thirty  or  forty  pounds,  she  could  never  bring 
herself  to  be  angry  with  him,  because  he  was 
handsome  and  because  he  dined  out  with  lords. 
And  she  had  triumphed  greatly  over  lier  hus- 
band, who  had  desired  to  be  severe  upon  his 
aristocratic  debtor,  when  the  money  had  all 
been  paid  in  a  lump. 

"I  don't  know  that  he's  any  great  catch," 
Bunce  had  said,  when  the  prospect  of  their 
lodger's  departure  had  been  debated  between 
them. 

"Jacob,"  said  his  wife,  "I  don't  think  you 
feel  it  when  you've  got  people  respectable  about 
you." 

"The  only  respectable  man  I  know,"  said  Ja- 
cob, "  is  the  man  as  earns  his  bread;  and  Mr. 
Finn,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  long  way  from  that  yet." 

Phineas  returned  to  his  lodgings  before  he 
went  down  to  his  club,  and  again  told  Mrs. 
Bunce  that  he  had  altogether  m-ade  up  his  mind 
about  the  chambers.  "  If  you'll  keep  me  I  shall 
stay  here  for  the  first  session  I  dare  say." 

"  Of  course  we  shall  be  only  too  proud,  Mr. 
Finn ;  and  though  it  mayn't  perhaps  be  quite 
the  place  for  a  member  of  Parliament — " 

"But  I  think  it  is  quite  the  place." 

"It's  very  good  of  you  to  say  so,  Mr.  Finn, 
and  we'll  do  our  very  best  to  make  you  comfort- 
able. Respectable  we  are,  I  may  say;  and 
though  Bunce  is  a  bit  rough  sometimes — " 

"Never  to  me,  Mrs.  Bunce." 

"  But  he  is  rough,  and  silly,  too,  with  his  rad- 
ical nonsense,  paying  a  shilling  a  week  to  a 
nasty  Union  just  for  nothing.  Still  he  means 
well,  and  there  ain't  a  man  who  works  harder 
for  his  wife  and  children  ;  that  I  will  say  of  him. 
And  if  he  do  talk  ])olitics — " 

"  But  I  like  a  man  to  talk  politics,  Mrs. 
Bunce." 

"For  a  gentleman  in  Parliament  of  course  it 
is  pro])er ;  but  I  never  could  see  what  good  it 
could  do  to  a  law-stationer  ;  and  when  he  talks 
of  Labor  going  to  the  wall,  I  always  ask  him 
whether  he  didn't  get  his  wages  regular  last 
Saturday.  But,  Lord  love  you,  Mr.  Finn,  when 
a  man  as  is  a  journeyman  has  took  up  politics 
and  joined  a  Trade  Union,  he  ain't  no  better 
than  a  mile-stone  for  his  wife  to  take  and  talk  to 
him." 

After  that  Phineas  went  down  to  the  Reform 
Club,  and  made  one  of  those  who  were  buzzing 
there  in  little  crowds  and  uttering  their  prophe- 
cies as  to  future  events.  Lord  de  Terrier  was 
to  go  out.  That  was  certain.  Whether  Mr. 
Mildmay  was  to  come  in  was  uncertain.  That 
he  would  go  to  Windsor  to-morrow  morning 
was  not  to  be  doubted  ;  but  it  was  thought  very 
probable  that  he  might  plead  his  age,  and  de- 


cline to  undertake  the  responsibility  of  forming 
a  Ministry. 

"  And  what  then  ?"  said  Phineas  to  his  friend 
Fitzgibbon. 

"Why,  then  there  will  be  a  choice  out  of 
three.  There  is  the  duke,  who  is  the  most  in- 
competent man  in  England  ;  there  is  Monk,  who 
is  the  most  unfit ;  and  there  is  Gresham,  who  is 
the  most  unpopular.  I  can't  conceive  it  possible 
to  find  a  worse  Prime  Minister  than  either  of  the 
three  ;  but  the  country  all'ords  no  other." 

"  And  which  would  Mildmay  name  ?" 

"All  of  them,  one  after  the  other,  so  as  to 
make  the  embarrassment  the  greater."  That 
was  Mr.  Fitzgibbon's  description  of  the  crisis ; 
but  then  it  was  understood  that  jMr.  F'itzgibboa 
%vas  given  to  romancing. 


CHAPTER  VIIL 

THE    NEWS    ABOUT    MR.    MILDMAY    AND     SIR    EV- 
ERARD. 

Fitzgibbon  and  Phineas  started  together  from 
Pall  Mall  for  Portman  t-^quare,  as  both  of  them 
had  pi-omised  to  call  on  Lad)'  Laura,  but  Fitz- 
gibbon turned  in  at  Brooks's  as  they  walked  up 
St.  James's  Square,  and  Phineas  went  on  by 
himself  in  a  cab.  "You  should  belong  hei-e," 
said  F'itzgibbon  as  his  friend  entered  the  cab, 
and  Phineas  immediately  began  to  feel  that  he 
would  have  done  nothing  till  he  could  get  into 
Brooks's.  It  might  be  very  well  to  begin  by 
talking  politics  at  the  Reform  Club.  Such 
talking  had  procured  for  him  his  seat  at  Lough- 
shane.  But  that  was  done  now,  and  sometliing 
more  than  talking  was  wanted  for  any  farther 
progress.  Nothing,  as  he  told  himself,  of  po- 
litical import  was  managed  at  the  Reform  Club. 
No  influence  from  thence  was  ever  brought  to 
bear  upon  the  adjustment  of  jilaccs  under  the 
Government,  or  upon  the  arrangement  of  cab- 
inets. It  might  be  very  well  to  count  votes 
at  the  Reform  Club;  but  after  the  votes  had 
been  counted — had  been  counted  successfully — 
Brooks's  was  the  place,  as  Phineas  believed,  to 
learn  at  the  earliest  moment  what  would  be  the 
exact  result  of  the  success.  He  must  get  into 
Brooks's,  if  it  might  be  possible  for  him.  Fitz- 
gibbon was  not  exactly  the  man  to  propose  him. 
Perhaps  the  Earl  of  Brentford  would  do  it. 

Lady  Laura  was  at  home,  and  with  her  was 
sitting — ilr.  Kennedy.  Phineas  had  intended 
to  be  triumphant  as  he  entered  Lady  Laura's 
room.  He  was  there  with  the  express  purpose 
of  triumphing  in  the  success  of  their  great  jiarty, 
and  of  singing  a  pleasant  piean  in  conjunction 
with  Lady  Laura.  But  his  trumpet  was  put  out 
of  tune  at  once  when  he  saw  Jlr.  Kennedy.  He 
said  hardly  a  word  as  he  gave  his  hand  to  Lady 
Laura,  and  then  afterward  to  Mr.  Kennedy, 
who  chose  to  greet  him  with  this  show  of  cor- 
diality. 

"I  hope  you  are  satisfied,  Mr.  Finn,"  said 
Lady  Laura,  laughing. 

"  <)h  yes." 

"And  is  that  all?  I  thought  to  have  found 
your  joy  quite  irrepressible." 

"  A  bottle  of  soda-water,  though  it  is  a  very 
lively  thing  when  opened,  won't  maintain  its 
vivacity  beyond  a  certain  period,  Lady  Laura." 
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"  And  you  have  had  your  gas  let  off  ah'eady  ?" 

"  Well — yes  ;  at  any  rate,  the  sputtering  part 
of  it.  Nineteen  is  very  well,  but  the  question  is 
whether  we  might  not  iiave  had  twenty-one." 

"  Mr.  Kennedy  has  just  been  saying  that  not 
a  single  available  vote  has  been  missed  on  our 
side.  He  has  just  come  from  Brooks's,  and  that 
seems  to  be  what  they  say  there." 

So  Mr.  Kennedy  also  was  a  member  of 
Brooks's  !  At  the  Reform  Club  there  certainly 
had  been  an  idea  that  the  number  might  have 
been  swelled  to  twenty-one ;  but  then,  as  Phineas 
began  to  understand,  nothing  was  correctly 
known  at  the  Reform  Club.  For  an  accurate 
appreciation  of  the  political  balances  of  the  day, 
you  must  go  to  Brooks's. 

"Mr.  Kennedy  must  of  course  be  right,"  said 
Phineas.  "  I  don't  belong  to  Brooks's  myself. 
But  I  was  only  joking.  Lady  Laura.  There  is, 
I  suppose,  no  doubt  that  Lord  de  Terrier  is  out, 
and  that  is  every  thing." 

"  He  has  probably  tendered  his  resignation," 
said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"  That  is  the  same  thing,"  said  Phineas, 
roughly. 

"  Not  exactly,"  said  Lady  Laura.  "  Should 
there  be  any  difficulty  about  Mr.  Mildmay,  he 
might,  at  the  Queen's  request,  make  another  at- 
tempt." 

"  With  a  majority  of  nineteen  against  him  !" 
said  Phineas.  "  Surely  Mr.  Mildmay  is  not  the 
only  man  in  the  country.  There  is  the  duke, 
and  there  is  Mr.  Gresham — and  there  is  Mr. 
Monk."  Phineas  had  at  his  tongue's  end  all 
the  lesson  that  he  had  been  able  to  learn  at  the 
Reform  Club. 

"  I  should  hardly  think  that  the  duke  would 
venture,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"NotJiing  venture,  nothing  have,"  said  Phin- 
eas. "It  is  all  very  well  to  say  that  the  duke 
js  incompetent,  but  I  do  not  know  that  any  thing 
very  wonderful  is  required  in  the  way  of  genius. 
The  duke  has  held  his  own  in  both  Houses  suc- 
cessfully, and  he  is  both  honest  and  popular.  I 
quite  agree  that  a  Prime  Minister  at  the  present 
day  should  be  commonly  honest,  and  more  than 
commonly  popular." 

"  So  you  are  all  for  the  duke,  are  you?"  said 
Lady  Laura,  again  smiling  as  she  spoke  to  him. 

"Certainly;  if  we  are  deserted  by  Mr.  Mild- 
may.    Don't  you  think  so?'' 

"  I  don't  find  it  quite  so  easy  to  make  up  my 
mind  as  you  do.  I  am  inclined  to  tiiink  that 
Mr.  Mildmay  will  form  a  Government ;  and  as 
long  as  there  is  that  prospect,  I  need  hardly 
commit  myself  to  an  opinion  as  to  his  probable 
successor."  Then  the  objectionable  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy took  his  leave,  and  Phineas  was  left  alone 
with  Lady  Laura. 

"  It  is  glorious  ;  is  it  not  ?"  he  began,  as  soon 
as  he  found  the  field  to  be  open  for  himself  and 
his  own  manccuvring.  But  he  was  very  young, 
and  had  not  as  yet  learned  the  manner  in  which 
he  might  best  advance  his  cause  with  such  a 
woman  as  Lady  Laura  Standish.  He  was  tell- 
ing her  too  clearly  that  he  could  have  no  grati- 
fication in  talking  with  her  unless  he  could  he 
allowed  to  have  her  all  to  himself.  That  might 
he  very  well  if  Lady  Laura  were  in  love  with 
him,  but  would  hardly  be  the  way  to  reduce  her 
to  that  condition. 

"Mr.  Finn," said  she,  smiling  as  she  spoke. 


"  I  am  sure  that  you  did  not  mean  it,  but  yon 
were  uncourteous  to  my  friend  Mr.  Kennedy." 

"  Who  ?  I  ?  Was  I  ?  Uijon  my  word,  I 
didn't  intend  to  be  uncourteous." 

"  If  I  had  thought  you  had  intended  it,  of 
course  I  could  not  tell  you,  of  it.  And  now  I 
take  the  liberty — for  it  is  a  liberty — " 

"Oh  no." 

"Because  I  feel  so  anxious  that  you  should 
do  nothing  to  mar  your  chances  as  a  ri-^ing 
man." 

"  You  are  only  too  kind  to  me,  always." 

"  I  know  how  clever  you  are,  and  how  excel- 
lent are  all  your  instincts! ;  but  I  see  that  you 
are  a  little  impetuous.  I  wonder  whether  you 
will  be  angry  if  I  take  upon  myself  the  task  of 
mentor." 

"  Nothing  you  could  say  would  make  me  an- 
gry, though  you  might  make  me  very  unhappy." 

"  I  will  not  do  that  if  I  can  help  it.  A  men- 
tor ought  to  be  very  old,  you  know,  and  I  am 
infinitely  older  than  you  are." 

"I  should  have  thought  it  was  the  reverse; 
indeed,  I  may  say  that  I  know  that  it  is,"  said 
Phineas. 

"I  am  riot  talking  of  years.  Years  have  very 
little  to  do  with  the  comparative  ages  of  men 
and  women.  A  woman  at  forty  is  quite  old, 
whereas  a  man  at  forty  is  young. "  Phineas, 
remembering  that  he  had  put  down  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy's age  as  forty  in  his  own  mind,  frowned 
when  he  heard  this,  and  walked  about  the  room 
in  displeasure.  "And  therefore,"  continued 
Lady  Laura,  "  I  talk  to  you  as  though  I  were  a 
kind  of  grandmother." 

"You  shall  be  my  great-grandmother  if  you 
will  only  be  kind  enough  to  me  to  say  what  you 
really  think." 

"You  must  not  then  be  so  impetuous,  and 
you  must  be  a  little  more  cnrcful  to  be  civil  to 
persor.s.to  whom  you  may  not  take  any  particu- 
lar fancy.  Now  Mr.  Kennedy  is  a  man  who 
may  be  very  useful  to  you." 

"  I  do  not  want  Mr.  Kennedy  to  be  of  use  to 
me." 

"  That  is  what  I  call  being  impetuous — being 
young  —  being  a  boy.  Why  should  not  Mr. 
Kennedy  be  of  use  to  you  as  well  as  any  one 
else?  You  do  not  mean  to  conquer  the  world 
all  by  yourself." 

"  No  ;  but  there  is  something  mean  to  me  in 
the  expressed  idea  that  I  should  make  use  of 
any  man,  and  more  especially  of  a  man  whom  I 
don't  like." 

"  And  why  do  you  not  like  him,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"Because  he  is  one  of  my  Dr.  Fells." 
"  You  don't  like  him  simjdy  because  he  does 
not  talk  much.  That  may  be  a  good  reason 
why  you  should  not  make  of  him  an  intimate 
companion,  because  you  like  talkative  pcojile ; 
but  it  should  be  no  ground  for  dislike." 

Phineas  paused  for  a  moment  before  he  an- 
swered her,  thinking  whether  or  not  it  would  be 
well  to  ask  her  some  question  which  might  j)ro- 
duce  from  her  a  truth  which  he  would  not  like 
to  hear.  Then  he  did  ask  it.  "  And  do  you 
like  him  ?"  he  said. 

Slie  too  paused,  but  only  for  a  second.     "  Y'es, 
I  think  I  may  say  tliat  I  do  like  him." 
"No  more  than  that?" 

"  Certainly  no  more  than  that ;  but  that  I 
think  is  a  great  deal." 
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"  I  wonder  what  you  would  say  if  any  one 
asked  you  whether  you  liked  me  ?"  said  Phin- 
eas,  looking  away  from  her  through  the  window. 

"Just  the  same;  but  without  the  doubt,  if 
the  person  who  questioned  me  had  any  right  to 
ajik  the  question.  There  are  not  above  one  or 
two  who  could  have  such  a  right." 

"And  I  was  wrong,  of  course,  to  ask  it  about 
Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Phineas,  looking  out  into 
the  square. 

"I  did  not  say  so." 

"  But  I  see  you  think  it." 

"You  see  nothing  of  the  kind.  I  was  quite 
willing  to  be  asked  the  question  by  you,  and 
quite  willing  to  answer  it.  Mr.  Kennedy  is  a 
man  of  great  wealth." 

"  What  can  that  have  to  do  with  it?" 

"Wait  a  moment,  you  impetuous  Irish  boy, 
and  hear  me  out."  Phineas  liked  being  called 
an  impetuous  Irish  boy,  and  came  close  to  her, 
sitting  where  he  could  look  up  into  her  face  ; 
and  then  came  a  smile  upon  his  own,  and  he 
was  very  handsome.  "I  say  that  he  is  a  man 
of  great  wealth,"  continued  Lady  Laura  ;  "  and 
as  wealth  gives  influonce,  he  is  of  great  use,  po- 
lirically,  to  the  party  to  which  he  belongs." 

"  Oh,  politically !" 

"  Am  I  to  suppose  you  care  nothing  for  poli- 
tics ?  To  such  men,  to  men  who  think  as  you 
think,  who  are  to  sit  on  the  same  benches  with 
yourself,  and  go  into  the  same  lobby,  and  be 
seen  at  the  same  club,  it  is  your  duty  to  be  civil 
both  for  your  own  sake  and  for  tluxt  of  the 
cause.  It  is  for  the  hermits  of  society  to  in- 
dulge in  personal  dislikings — for  men  who  have 
never  been  active  and  never  mean  to  be  active. 
I  had  been  telling  Mr.  Kennedy  how  much  I 
thought  of  you — as  a  good  Liberal." 

"  And  I  came  in  and  spoiled  it  all." 

"Yes,  you  did.  You  knocked  down  my  little 
house,  and  I  must  build  it  all  up  again." 

"Don't  trouble  yourself,  Lady  Laura." 

"  I  shall.  It  will  be  a  great  deal  of  trouble — 
a  great  deal,  indeed  ;  but  I  shall  take  it.  I  mean 
you  to  be  very  intimate  with  Mr.  Kennedy,  and 
to  shoot  his  grouse,  and  to  stalk  his  deer,  and  to 
help  to  keep  him  in  progress  as  a  Liberal  mem- 
ber of  Parliament.  I  am  quite  prepared  to  ad- 
mit, as  his  friend,  that  he  would  go  back  without 
some  such  help." 

"Oh;   I  understand." 

"  I  do  not  believe  that  you  do  understand  at 
all,  but  I  must  endeavor  to  make  you  do  so  by 
degrees.  If  you  are  to  be  my  political  pupil,  you 
must  at  any  rate  be  obedient.  The  next  time 
you  meet  Mr.  Kennedy,  ask  hini  his  opinion  in- 
stead of  telling  him  your  own.  He  has  been  in 
Parliament  twelve  years,  and  he  was  a  good  deal 
older  than  you  when  he  began."  At  this  mo- 
ment a  side  door  was  opened,  and  the  red-hair- 
ed, red-bearded  man  whom  Phineas  had  seen 
before  entered  the  room.  He  hesitated  a  mo- 
ment, as  though  he  were  going  to  retreat  again, 
and  then  began  to  pull  about  the  books  and  toys 
which  lay  on  one  of  the  distant  tables,  as  tliough 
he  were  in  quest  of  some  article.  And  he  would 
have  retreated  had  not  Lady  Laura  called  to 
him. 

"  Oswald,"  she  said,  "  let  me  introduce  you  to 
Mr.  Finn.  Mr.  Finn,  I  do  not  think  you  have 
ever  met  my  brother,  Lord  Chiltern."  Then  the 
two  young  men  bowed,  and  each  of  them  mut- 


tered something.  "Do  not  be  in  a  hurry,  Os- 
wald. You  have  nothing  special  to  take  you 
away.  Here  is  Mr.  Finn  come  to  tell  us  who 
are  all  the  possible  new  Prime  Ministers.  He  is 
uncivil  enough  not  to  have  named  jKipa." 

"  My  father  is  out  of  the  question,"  said  Lord 
Chiltern. 

"  Of  course  he  is,"  said  Lady  Laura ;  "  but  I 
may  be  allowed  my  little  jote." 

"  I  suppose  he  will  at  any  rate  be  in  the  Cab- 
inet," said  Phineas. 

"I  know  nothing  whatever  about  politics," 
said  Lord  Chiltern. 

"I  wish  you  did,"  said  his  sister,  "with  all 
my  heart." 

"I  never  did,  and  I  never  shall,  for  all  your 
wishing.  It's  the  meanest  trade  going,  I  tiiink, 
and  I'm  sure  it's  the  most  dishonest.  They  talk 
of  legs  on  the  turf,  and  of  course  there  are  legs  ; 
but  what  are  they  to  the  legs  in  the  House. 
I  don't  know  whether  you  are  in  Parliament,  Mr. 
Finn." 

"Yes,  I  am  ;  but  do  not  mind  me." 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  Of  course  there  are 
honest  men  there,  and  no  doubt  you  are  one  of 
them." 

"  He  is  indifferent  honest — as  yet,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"  I  was  speaking  of  men  who  go  into  Parlia- 
ment to  look  after  Government  places,"  said 
Lord  Chiltern. 

"  That  is  just  what  I'm  doing,"  said  Phineas. 
"  Why  should  not  a  man  serve  the  Crown  ?  He 
has  to  work  very  hard  for  what  he  earns." 

"  I  don't  believe  that  the  most  of  them  work 
at  all.  However,  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  didn't 
mean  you  in  particular." 

"  Ml".  Finn  is  such  a  thorough  politician  that 
he  will  never  forgive  you,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"Yes,  I  will,"  said  Phineas,  "and  I'll  con- 
vert him  some  day.  If  he  does  come  into  the 
House,  Lady  Laura,  I  suppose  he'll  come  on  the 
right  side  ?" 

"  I'll  never  go  into  the  House,  as  you  call  it," 
said  Lord  Chiltern.  "  But  I'll  tell  you  what ; 
I  shall  be  very  happy  if  you'll  dine  with  me  to- 
morrow at  Moroni's.  They  give  you  a  cajiital 
little  dinner  at  Moroni's,  and  they've  the  best 
Chateau  Yquem  in  London." 

"  Do,"  said  Lady  Laura  in  a  whisper.  "  Oblige 
me." 

Phineas  was  engaged  to  dine  with  one  of  the 
Vice-Chancellors  on  the  day  named.  He  had 
never  before  dined  at  the  house  of  this  great  law 
luminary,  whose  accquaintance  he  had  made 
through  Mr  Low,  and  he  had  thought  a  great 
deal  cf  the  occasion.  Mrs.  Freemantle  had  sent 
him  the  invitationn  early  a  fortnight  ago,  and 
he  understood  there  was  to  be  an  elaborate 
dinner-party.  He  did  not  know  it  for  a  fact, 
but  he  was  in  hopes  of  meeting  the  expiring 
Lord  Chancellor.  He  considered  it  to  be  his 
duty  never  to  throw  away  such  a  chance.  He 
would  in  all  respects  have  preferred  Mr.  Free- 
mantle's  dinner  in  Eaton  Place,  dull  and  heavy 
though  it  might  probably  be,  to  the  chance  of 
Lord  Chiltern's  companions  at  Moroni's.  What- 
ever might  be  the  faults  of  our  hero,  he  was  not 
given  to  what  is  generally  called  dissipation  by 
the  world  at  large — by  which  the  world  means 
self-indulgence.  He  cared  not  a  brass  farthing 
for  Moroni's  Chateau  Yquem,  nor  for  the  won- 
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drouslv  studied  repast  which  he  would  doubtless 
find  prepared  for  him  at  that  celebrated  establi:-h- 
mcnt  in  St.  James's  Street ;  not  a  farthing  as 
compared  with  the  chance  of  meeting:  so  great  a 
man  as  Lord  Moles.  And  Lord  Chiltern's 
friends  might  probably  be  just  the  men  whom  he 
would  not  desire  to  know.  But  Lady  Laura's 
request  overrode  every  thing  with  him.  She 
had  asked  him  to  oblige  her,  and  of  course  he 
would  do  so.  Had  he  been  going  to  dine  with 
the  incoming  Prime  Minister,  he  would  have  put 
off  his  engagement  at  her  request.  He  was  not 
quick  enough  to  make  an  answer  without  hesita- 
tion ;  but  after  a  moment's  pause  he  said  that 
lie  should  be  most  hapi)y  to  dine  with  Lord  Chil- 
tem  at  Moroni's. 

"That's  right;  7.30  sharp,  only  I  can  tell 
you,  you  won't  meet  any  other  members."  Then 
the  servant  announced  more  visitors,  and  Lord 
Chiltern  escaped  out  of  the  room  before  he  was 
seen  by  the  new-comers.  These  were  Mrs.  Bon- 
teen,  and  Laurence  Fitzgibbon,  and  then  Mr. 
Bontecn,  and  after  them  Mr.  Eatler,  the  Whip, 
who  was  in  a  violent  hurry,  and  did  not  stay  there 
a  moment,  and  then  Barrington  Erie  and  young 
Lord  James  Fitz-Howard,  the  youngest  son  of 
the  Duke  of  St.  Bungay.  In  twenty  or  thirty 
minutes  there  w-as  a  gathering  of  Liberal  political 
notabilities  in  Lady  Laura's  drawing-room. 
There  were  two  great  pieces  of  news  by  which 
they  were  all  enthralled.  Mr.  Mildmay  would  not 
be  Prime  Minister,  and  Sir  Everard  Powell  was 
— dead.  Of  course  nothing  quite  positive  could 
be  known  about  Mr.  Mildmay.  He  was  to  be 
with  the  Queen  at  Windsor  on  the  morrow  at 
eleven  o'clock,  and  it  was  improbable  that  he 
would  tell  his  mind  to  any  one  before  he  told  it 
to  her  ilajesty.  But  there  was  no  doubt  that  he 
had  engaged  "the  duke" — so  he  was  called  by 
Lord  James —  to  go  down  to  Windsor  with  him, 
that  he  might  be  in  readiness  if  wanted.  "I 
have  learned  that  at  home,"  said  Lord  James, 
who  had  just  heard  the  news  from  his  sister,  who 
had  heard  it  from  the  duchess.  Lord  James  was 
delighted  with  the  importance  given  to  him  by 
his  father's  coming  journey.  From  this,  and 
from  other  equally  well-known  circumstances,  it 
was  surmised  that  Mr.  IMildmay  would  decline 
the  task  proposed  to  him.  This,  nevertheless, 
was  only  a  surmise,  whereas  tlie  fact  with  refer- 
ence to  Sir  Everard  was  fully  substantiated. 
The  gout  had  fiown  to  his  stomach,  and  he  was 
dead.  "By  —  yes  ;  as  dead  as  a  herring,"  said 
JVIr.  Ratler,  who  at  that  moment,  however,  was 
not  within  hearing  of  either  of  the  ladies  present. 
And  then  he  rubbed  his  hands,  and  looked  as 
though  he  were  delighted.  And  he  was  delight- 
ed— not  because  his  old  friend  Sir  Everard  was 
dead,  but  by  the  excitement  of  the  tragedy. 
"Having  done  so  good  a  deed  in  his  last  mo- 
ments," said  Laurence  Fitzgibbon,  "we  may 
take  it  for  granted  that  he  will  go  straight  to 
heaven."  "I  hope  there  will  be  no  crowner's 
quest,  Ratler,"  said  Mr.  Bonteen  ;  "  if  there  is  I 
don't  know  how  you'll  get  out  of  it."  "I  don't 
see  any  thing  in  it  so  horrible,"  said  Mr.  Ratler. 
"  If  a  fellow  dies  leading  his  regiment  we  don't 
think  any  thing  of  it.  Sir  Everard's  vote  was 
of  more  service  to  his  country  than  any  thing 
that  a  colonel  or  a  cafitain  can  do."  But  never- 
theless I  think  that  Mr.  Ratler  was  somewhat  in 
dread  of  future  newspapers  paragraphs,  should 


it  be  found  necessary  to  summon  a  coroner's 
inquest  to  sit  upon  poor  Sir  Everard. 

While  this  was  going  on,  Lady  Laura  took 
Pliineas  apart  for  a  moment.  "I  am  so  much 
obliged  to  you  ;  I  am  indeed,"  she  said. 

"  What  nonsense." 

"Never  mind  whether  it's  nonsense  or  not; 
but  I  am.  I  can't  explain  it  all  now,  but  I  do 
so  want  you  to  know  my  brother.  You  may  be 
of  the  greatest  service  to  him,  of  the  very  great- 
est. He  is  not  half  so  bad  as  people  say  he  is. 
In  many  ways  he  is  very  good,  very  good.  And 
he  is  very  clever." 

' '  At  any  rate  I  will  think  and  believe  no  ill  of 
him." 

"Just  so;  do  not  believe  evil  of  him — not  more 
evil  than  you  see.  I  am  so  anxious,  so  very  anx- 
ious to  try  to  put  him  on  his  legs,  and  I  find  it 
so  difficult  to  get  any  connecting  link  with  him. 
Papa  will  not  speak  with  him,  because  of  mon- 
ey." 

"But  he  is  friends  with  you." 

"Yes;  I  think  he  loves  me.  I  saw  how  dis- 
tasteful it  was  to  you  to  go  to  him  ;  and  probably 
you  were  engaged  ?" 

"One  can  always  get  ofi"  those  sort  of  things 
if  there  is  an  object." 

"Yes  ;  just  so.  And  the  object  was  to  oblige 
me  ;  was  it  not  ?'' 

"Of  course  it  was.  But  I  must  go  now.  We 
are  to  hear  Daubeny's  statemen  tat  four,  and  I 
would  not  miss  it  for  worlds." 

"  I  wonder  whether  you  would  go  abroad  with 
my  brother  in  the  autumn  ?  But  I  have  no  right 
to  think  of  such  a  thing  ;  have  I  ?  At  any  rate 
I  will  not  think  of  it  yet.  Good-bye  ;  I  shall  see 
you  perhaps  on  Sunday  if  you  are  in  town." 

Phineas  walked  down  to  Westminster  with 
his  mind  very  full  of  Lady  Laura  and  Lord  Chil- 
tern. What  did  she  mean  by  her  aftectionate 
manner  to  himself,  and  what  did  she  mean  by 
the  continual  praises  which  she  lavished  upon 
Mr.  Kennedy  ?  Of  whom  was  she  thinking  ' 
most,  of  Mr.  Kennedy,  or  of  hiin  ?  She  had  call- 
ed herself  his  mentor.  Was  the  description  of 
her  feelings  toward  himself,  as  conveyed  in  that 
name,  of  a  kind  to  be  gratifying  to  him  ?  No  ; 
he  thought  not.  But  then  might  it  not  be  with- 
in his  power  to  change  the  nature  of  those  feel- 
ings? She  was  not  in  love  with  him  at  present. 
He  could  not  make  any  boast  to  himself  on  that 
head.  But  it  might  be  within  his  power  to  com- 
pel her  to  love  him.  The  female  mentor  might 
be  softened.  That  she  could  not  love  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy, he  thought  that  he  was  quite  sure.  There 
was  nothing  like  love  in  her  manner  to  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy. As  to  Lord  Chiltern,  Phineas  would  do 
whatever  might  be  in  his  power.  All  that  he 
really  knew  of  Lord  Chiltern  was  that  he  had 
gambled  and  that  he  had  drunk. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  NEW  GOVERN'MENT. 

In  the  House  of  Lords  that  night,  and  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  the  outgoing  Ministers  made 
their  explanations.  As  our  business  at  the  pres- 
ent moment  is  with  the  Commons,  we  will  con- 
fine ourselves  to  their  chamber,  and  will  do  so 
the  more  willingly  because  the  upshot  of  what 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


31 


was  said  in  the  two  places  was  the  same.  The 
outgoing  Ministers  were  very  grave,  very  self- 
hiudatory,  and  very  courteous.  In  regard  to 
courtesy  it  may  be  declared  that  no  stranger  to 
the  wavs  of  the  place  could  have  understood  how 
such  soft  words  could  be  spoken  by  Mr.  Daubeny, 
beaten,  so  quickly  after  the  very  sharp  words 
which  he  had  uttered  when  he  only  expected  to 
be  beaten.  He  announced  to  his  fellow-com- 
moners that  his  right  honorable  friend  and  col- 
league, Lord  de  Terrier,  had  thought  it  right  to 
retire  from  the  Treasury.  Lord  de  Terrier,  in 
constitutional  obedience  to  the  vote  of  the  House, 
"Iiad  resigned,  and  the  Queen  had  been  graciously 
pleased  to  accept  Lord  de  Terrier's  resignation. 
Mr.  Daubeny  could  only  farther  inform  the  House 
that  her  Majesty  had  signified  her  pleasure  that 
M"-.  ilildmay  should  wait  upon  her  to-morrow  at 
eleven  o'clock.  jNIr.  ^Nlildmay — so  Mr.  Daubeny 
understood — would  be  with  her  Majesty  to-mor- 
row at  that  hour.  Lord  de  Terrier  had  found  it  to 
be  his  duty  to  recommend  her  Majesty  to  send  for 
Mr.  Mildmay.  Such  was  the  real  import  of  ]\Ir. 
Daubeny's  speech.  That  farther  ])ortion  of  it  in 
which  he  explained  with  blandest,  most  beneficent, 
honey-flowing  words  that  his  party  would  have 
done  every  thing  that  the  country  could  require  of 
any  party,  had  the  House  allowed  it  to  remain  on 
the  Treasury  benches  for  a  month  or  two  ;  and  ex- 
plained also  that  his  party  would  never  recrimi- 
nate, would  never  return  evil  for  evil,  would  in  no- 
wise copy  the  factious  opposition  of  their  ad- 
versaries ;  that  his  party  would  now,  as  it  ever 
had  done,  carry  itself  with  the  meekness  of  the 
dove  and  the  wisdom  of  the  serpent ;  all  this,  I 
say,  was  so  generally  felt  by  gentlemen  on  both 
sides  of  the  House  to  he  "  leather  and  prunella," 
that  very  little  attention  was  paid  to  it.  The 
great  point  was  that  Lord  de  Terrier  had  resign- 
ed and  that  Mr.  Mildmay  had  been  summoned 
to  Windsor. 

The  Queen  had  sent  for  Mr.  Mildmay  in  com- 
pliance with  advice  given  to  her  by  Lord  de  Ter- 
rier. And  yet  Lord  de  Terrier  and  his  first  lieu- 
tenant had  used  all  the  most  practiced  efforts  of 
their  eloquence  for  the  last  three  days  in  endeav- 
oring to  make  their  countrymen  believe  that  no 
more  unfitting  ^linister  than  Mr.  Mildmay  ever 
attempted  to  hold  the  reins  of  office  !  Nothing 
had  been  too  bad  for  them  to  say  of  Mr.  Mildmay 
— and  yet,  in  the  very  first  moment  in  which  they 
found  themselves  unable  to  carry  on  the  Govern- 
ment themselves,  they  advised  the  Queen  to  send 
for  that  most  incompetent  and  baneful  statesman  ! 
We  who  are  conversant  with  our  own  methods 
of -'politics,  see  nothing  odd  in  this,  because  we 
are  used  to  it ;  but  surely  in  the  eyes  of  strangers 
our  practice  must  be  very  singular.  There  is 
nothing  like  it  in  any  other  country — nothing  as 
yet.  Nowhere  is  there  the  same  good-humored, 
affectionate,  prize-fighting  ferocity  in  politics. 
The  leaders  of  our  two  great  parties  are  to  each 
other  exactly  as  are  the  two  champions  of  the  ring 
who  knock  each  other  about  for  the  belt  and  for 
five  hundred  pounds  a  side  once  in  every  two  years. 
How  they  fly  at  each  other,  striking  as  though  each 
blow  should  carry  death  if  it  were  but  possible ! 
And  yet  there  is  no  one  whom  the  Birmingham 
Bantam  respects  so  highly  as  he  does  Bill  Burns 
the  Brighton  Bully,  or  with  whom  he  has  so  much 
delight  in  discussing  the  merits  of  a  pot  of  half- 
and-half.     And  so  it  was  with  Mr.  Daubeny. 


and  Mr.  Mildmay.  In  private  life  Mr.  Daubeny 
almost  adulated  his  elder  rival,  and  Mr.  Mildmay 
never  omitted  an  opportunity  of  taking  Mr.  Dau- 
beny warmly  by  the  hand.  It  is  not  so  in  the 
United  States.  There  the  same  political  enmity 
exists,  but  the  political  enmity  produces  private 
hatred.  The  leaders  of  partiesllieie  really  mean 
what  they  say  when  they  abuse  each  other,  and 
are  in  earnest  when  they  talk  as  though  they 
were  about  to  tear  each  other  limb  from  limb. 
I  doubt  whether  Mr.  Daubeny  would  have  injured 
a  hair  of  Mr.  Mildmay's  venerable  head,  even 
for  an  assurance  of  six  continued  months  in  office. 

When  Mr.  Daubeny  had  completed  his  state- 
ment, Mr.  Mildmay  simply  told  the  House  that 
he  had  received  and  would  obey  her  Majesty's 
commands.  The  House  would  of  course  under- 
stand that  he  by  no  means  meant  to  aver  that  the 
Queen  would  even  commission  him  to  form  a 
Ministry.  But  if  he  took  no  such  command  from 
her  Majesty  it  would  become  his  duty  to  recom- 
mend her  Majesty  to  impose  tlie  task  upon  some 
other  person.  Then  every  thing  was  said  that  had 
to  be  said,  and  members  returned  to  their  clubs. 
A  certain  damp  was  thrown  over  the  joy  of  some 
excitable  Liberals  by  tidings  which  reached  the 
House  during  Mr.  Daubeny's  speech.  SirEver- 
ard  Powell  was  no  more  dead  than  was  Mr. 
Daubeny  himself.  Now  it  is  very  unpleasant  to 
find  that  your  news  is  untrue,  when  you  have 
been  at  great  pains  to  disseminate  it.  "Oh,  but 
he  is  dead, "  said  IMr.  Ratler.  ' '  Lady  Powell  as- 
sured me  half  an  hour  ago,"  said  ]NIr.  Ratler's 
opponent,  "  that  he  was  at  that  moment  a  great 
deal  better  than  he  has  been  for  the  last  throe 
months.  The  journey  down  to  the  House  did 
him  a  world  of  good."  "Then  we'll  have  him 
down  for  every  division,"  said  Mr.  Ratler. 

The  political  portion  of  London  was  in  a  fer- 
ment for  the  next  five  days.  On  the  Sunday 
morning  it  was  known  that  ilr.  Mildmay  had  de- 
clined to  put  himself  at  the  head  of  a  Liberal 
Government.  He  and  the  Duke  of  St.  Bungay, 
and  [Mr.  Plantagenet  Palliser,  had  been  in  con- 
ference so  often,  and  so  long,  that  it  may  almost 
be  said  they  lived  together  in  conference.  Then 
ilr.  Gres!«am  had  been  with  Mr.  jNIildmay,  and 
Mr.  Monk  also.  At  the  clubs  it  was  said  by 
many  that  Mr.  Monk  had  been  with  3Ir.  ]Mild- 
may  ;  but  it  was  also  said  very  vehemently  by 
others  that  no  such  interview  had  taken  place. 
Mr.  .Monk  was  a  Radical,  much  admired  by  the 
people,  sitting  in  Parliament  for  that  most  Radi- 
cal of  all  constituencies,  the  Pottery  Hamlets.wlm 
had  never  as  yet  been  in  power.  It  was  the  great 
question  of  the  day  whether  Mr.  Mildmay  would 
or  would  not  ask  5lr.  Monk  to  join  him  ;  audit 
was  said  bv  those  who  habitually  think  at  every 
period  of  change  that  the  time  has  now  come  in 
which  the  difficulties  to  forming  a  Government 
will  at  last  be  found  to  be  insuperable,  that  Mr. 
Mildmay  could  not  succeed  either  with  Mr. 
Monk  or  without  him.  There  were  at  the  pres- 
ent moment  two  sections  of  these  gentlemen — the 
section  which  declared  that  Mr.  Mildmay  had 
sent  for  Mr.  Monk,  and  the  section  which  de- 
clared that  he  had  not.  But  there  were  others, 
who  perhaps  knew  better  what  they  were  saying, 
by  whom  itwas  asserted  that  the  whole  difficulty 
lay  with  Mr.  Gresham.  Mr.  Gresham  was  will- 
ing to  serve  with  Mr.  Mildmay,  with  certain  stip- 
ulations as  to  the  special  seat  in  the  Cabinet 
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which  he  himself  was  to  occupy,  and  as  to  the  in- 
troduction of  certain  friends  of  his  own  ;  but,  so 
said  these' fjentlemen  who  were  supposed  really 
to  understand  the  matter,  ^Ir.  Gresliam  was  not 
willing  to  serve  with  the  duke  and  with  ^Ir. 
Palliser.  Now  every  body  who  knew  any  thing 
knew  that  the  duke  and  Mr.  ralliser  were  in- 
dispensable to  IMr.  Mildmay.  And  a  Liberal 
Government,  with  Mr.  Gresliam  in  the  oppo- 
sition, could  not  live  half  through  a  session  ! 
All  Sunday  and  Monday  these  things  were 
discussed ;  and  on  the  JNIonday  Lord  de  Ter- 
rier absolutely  stated  to  the  Ujiper  House'  that  he 
had  received  her  Majesty's  commands  to  form 
another  Government,  ilr.  Daubeny,  in  half  a 
dozen  most  modest  words — in  words  hardly  au- 
dible, and  most  unlike  himself — made  his  state- 
ment in  the  Lower  House  to  the  same  effect. 
Then  Mr.  Ratler,  and  Mr.  Bonteen,  and  Mr. 
Barrington  Erie,  and  Mr.  Laurence  Fitzgibbon 
aroused  themselves  and  swore  that  such  things 
could  not  be.  Should  the  prey  which  they  had  won 
for  themselves,  the  spoil  of  their  bows  and  ar- 
rows, be  snatched  from  out  of  their  very  mouths 
by  treachery.  Lord  de  Terrier  and  I\Ir.  Daubeny 
could  not  venture  even  to  make  another  attempt 
unless  they  did  so  in  combination  Avith  Mr.  Gresh- 
am.  Such  a  combination,  said  Mr.  Barrington 
Erie,  would  be  disgraceful  to  both  parties,  but 
would  prove  Mr.  Gresham  to  be  as  false  as  Satan 
himself.  Early  on  the  Tuesday  morning,  when 
it  was  known  that  Mr.  Gresham  had  been  at 
Lord  de  Terrier's  house,  Barrington  Erie  was 
free  to  confess  that  he  had  always  been  afraid  of 
Mr.  Gresham.  "  I  have  felt  for  years,"  said  he, 
"  that  if  any  body  could  break  up  the  party 
it  would  be  Mr.  Gresham." 

On  that  Tuesday  morning  Mr.  Gresham  cer- 
tainly was  with  Lord  de  Terrier,  but  nothing 
came  of  it.  Mr.  Gresham  was  either  not  enough 
like  Satan  for  the  occasion,  or  else  he  was  too 
closely  like  him.  Lord  de  Terrier  did  not  bid 
high  enough,  or  else  Mr.  Gresham  did  not  like 
biddings  from  that  quarter.  Nothing  then  came 
from  this  attemjit,  and  on  the  Tuesday  afternoon 
the  Queen  again  sent  for  Mr.  Mildmay.  On  the 
Wednesday  morning  the  gentlemen  who  thought 
that  the  insuperable  difficulties  had  at  length 
arrived,  began  to  wear  their  longest  faces,  and 
to  be  triumphant  with  melancholy  forebodings. 
Now  at  last  there  was  a  dead  lock.  Nobody 
could  form  a  Government.  It  was  asserted  that 
Mr.  Mildmay  had  fallen  at  her  Majesty's  feet 
dissolved  in  tears,  and  had  implored  to  be  relieved 
from  farther  responsibility.  It  was  well  known 
to  many  at  the  clubs  that  the  Queen  had  on 
that  morning  telegraphed  to  Germany  for  advice. 
There  were  men  so  gloomy  as  to  declare  that 
the  Queen  must  throw  herself  into  the  arms  of 
Mr.  Monk,  tinlcss  ]Mr.  Mildmay  would  consent 
to  rise  from  his  knees  and  once  more  buckle  on 
his  ancient  armor.  "  Even  that  would  be  better 
tiian  Gresham, "  said  Barrington  Erie,  in  his  an- 
ger. "  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  Ratler,  "  we 
shall  have  Gresham  and  Monk  together,  and  you 
and  I  shall  have  to  do  their  biddings."  Mr. 
Barrington  Erie's  reply  to  that  suggestion  I  may 
not  dare  to  msert  in  these  pages. 

On  the  Wednesday  night,  however,  it  was 
known  that  every  thing  had  been  arranged,  and 
before  the  Houses  met  on  the  Thursday  every 
place  had  been  bestowed,  either  in  reality  or  in 


imagination.  The  Timex,  in  its  second  edition 
on  the  Thursday,  gave  a  list  of  the  Cabinet,  in 
which  four  places  out  of  fourteen  were  riglitlv 
filled.  On  the  Friday  it  named  ten  places  aright, 
and  indicated  the  law  officers,  with  only  one 
mistake  in  reference  to  Ireland  ;  and  on  the  Sat- 
urday it  gave  a  list  of  the  Under  Secretaries  <jf 
State,  and  Secretaries  and  Vice-Presidents  gen- 
erally, with  wonderful  correctness  as  to  the  intli- 
viduals,  though  the  offices  were  a  little  jumbled. 
The  Government  was  at  last  formed  in  a  man- 
ner which  every  body  iiad  seen  to  be  the  only 
jjossible  way  in  which  a  Government  could  be 
formed.  Nobody  was  surprised,  and  the  week's 
work  was  regarded  as  though  the  regular  routine 
of  Government-making  had  simply  been  follow- 
ed. Mr.  I\Iildniav  was  Prime  ^linister ;  Mr. 
Gresham  was  at  tli'e  Foreign  Office  ;  IMr.  Monk 
was  at  the  Board  of  Trade  ;  the  duke  was  Presi- 
dent of  the  Council ;  the  Earl  of  Brentford  was 
Privy  Seal ;  and  Mr.  Palliser  was  Chancellor  of 
the  Exchequer.  Barrington  Erie  made  a  step 
up  in  the  world,  and  went  to  the  Admiralty  as 
Secretary;  ]Mr.  Bonteen  was  sent  again  to  the 
Admiralty  ;  and  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  became  a 
junior  Lord  of  the  Treasury.  Mr.  Ratler  was, 
of  course,  installed  as  Patronage  Secretary  to 
the  same  Board.  i\Ir.  Ratler  was  perhaps  the 
only  man  in  the  party  as  to  whose  destination 
there  could  not  possibly  be  a  doubt.  Mr.  Ratler 
had  really  qualified  himself  for  a  position  in 
such  a  way  as  to  make  all  men  feel  that  he  would, 
as  a  matter  of  course,  be  called  upon  to  fill  it. 
I  do  not  know  whether  as  much  could  be  said  on 
behalf  of  any  other  man  in  the  new  Government. 

During  all  this  excitement,  and  through  all 
these  movements,  Phineas  Finn  felt  himself  to 
be  left  more  and  more  out  in  the  cold.  He  had 
not  been  such  a  fool  as  to  suppose  thart  any  office 
would  be  oftered  to  him.  He  had  never  hinted 
at  such  a  thing  to  his  one  dearly  intimate  friend, 
Lady  Laura.  He  had  not  hitherto  opened  his 
mouth  in  Parliament.  Indeed,  when  the  new 
Government  was  formed  he  had  not  been  sitting 
for  above  a  fortnight.  Of  course  nothing  could 
be  done  for  him  as  yet.  But,  nevertheless,  he 
felt  himself  to  be  out  in  the  cold.  The  rcry 
men  who  had  discussed  with  him  the  question 
of  the  division — who  had  discussed  it  with  him 
because  his  vote  was  then  as  good  as  that  of  any 
other  member— did  not  care  to  talk  to  him  about 
the  distribution  of  places.  He,  at  any  rate, 
could  not  be  one  of  them.  He,  at  any  rate, 
could  not  be  a  rival.  He  could  neither  mar  nor 
assist.  He  could  not  be  either  a  successful  or 
a  disappointed  sympathizer — because  he  conld 
not  himself  be  a  candidate.  The  affair  which 
])erliaps  disgusted  him  more  than  any  thing  else 
was  the  ofi^"or  of  an  office — not  in  the  Cabinet, 
indeed,  but  one  supposed  to  confer  high  digni- 
ty— to  Mr.  Kennedy.  Mr.  Kennedy  refused  the 
offer,  and  this  somewhat  lessened  Finn's  disgust, 
but  the  offer  itself  made  him  unhappy. 

"  I  su()pose  it  was  made  simply  because  of  his 
money,"'  he  said  to  Fitzgibbon. 

"i  don't  believe  that,"  said  Fitzgibbon. 
"People  seem  to  think  that  he  has  got  a  head 
on  his  shoulders,  though  he  has  got  no  tongue 
in  it.  I  wonder  at  his  refusing  it  because  of  the 
Right  Honorable." 

"lam  so  glad  that  Mr.  Kennedy  refused," 
said  Ladv  Laura  to  him. 
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"  Ant!  why  ?  He  would  have  been  the  Right 
Hon.  Robert  Kennedy  for  ever  and  ever." 
Phineas  when  he  said  this  did  not  as  yet  know 
exactly  how  it  would  have  come  to  pass  that 
Buch  honor — the  honor  of  that  enduring  prefix 
to  his  name — would  have  come  in  the  way  of 
Mr.  Kennedy  had  Mr.  Kennedy  accepted  the 
office  in  question  ;  but  he  was  very  quick  to  learn 
all  these  things,  and,  in  the  mean  time,  he  rare- 
ly made  any  mistake  about  them. 

"  What  would  that  have  been  to  him,  with 
his  wealth?"  said  Lady  Laura.  "He  has  a 
position  of  his  own,  and  need  not  care  for  such 
things.  There  are  men  who  should  not  attempt 
what  is  called  independence  in  Parliament.  By 
doing  so  they  simply  decline  to  make  themselves 
useful.  But  there  are  a  few  whose  special  walk 
in  life  it  is  to  be  independent,  and,  as  it  were, 
unmoved  by  parties." 

"  Great  Akinetoses  !  You  know  Orion,"  said 
Phineas. 

"  Mr.  Kennedy  is  not  an  Akinetos,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"He  holds  a  very  proud  position  indeed," 
said  Phineas,  ironically. 

"  A  very  proud  position  indeed, "  said  Lady 
Laura,  in  sober  earnest. 

The  dinner  at  ISIoroni's  had  been  eaten,  and 
Phineas  had  given  an  account  of  the  entertain- 
ment to  Lord  Chiltern's  sister.  There  had  been 
only  two  other  guests,  and  both  of  them  had 
been  men  on  the  turf.  "I  was  the  first  there," 
said  Phineas,  "and  he  surprised  me  ever  so 
much  by  telling  me  that  you  had  spoken  to  him 
of  me  before." 

"  Yes  ;  I  did  so.  I  wish  him  to  know  you. 
I  want  him  to  know  some  men  who  think  of 
something  besides  horses.  He  is  very  well  edu- 
cated, you  know,  and  would  certainly  have  taken 
honors  if  he  had  not  quarreled  with  the  people 
at  Christ's  Church." 

"Did  he  take  a  degree?" 

"  No  ;  they  sent  him  down.  It  is  best  always 
to  have  the  truth  among  friends.  Of  course 
you  will  hear  it  some  day.  They  expelled  him, 
because  he  was  drunk."  Then  Lady  Laura 
burst  out  into  tears,  and  Phineas  sat  near  her, 
and  consoled  her,  and  swore  that  if  in  any  way 
he  could  befriend  her  brother  he  would  do  so. 

Mr.  Fitzgibbon  at  this  time  claimed  a  promise 
which  he  said  that  Phineas  had  made  to  him : 
that  Phineas  would  go  over  with  him  to  Mayo 
to  assist  at  his  re-election.  And  Phineas  did 
go.  The  whole  affair  occupied  but  a  week,  and 
was  chiefly  memorable  as  being  the  means  of 
cementing  the  friendship  which  existed  between 
the  two  Irish  members. 

"  A  thousand  a  year!"  said  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon, speaking  of  the  salary  of  his  office.  "  It 
isn't  much  ;  is  it  ?  And  every  fellow  to  whom 
I  owe  a  shilling  will  be  down  u])on  me.  If  I 
had  studied  my  own  comfort,  I  should  have  done 
the  same  as  Kennedy." 


CHAPTER  X. 

VIOLET    EFFINGHAM. 

It  was  now  the  middle  of  May,  and  a  month 

had  elapsed  since  the  terrible  difficulty  about  the 

Queen's  Government  had  been  solved.     A  month 

liad  elapsed,  and  things  had  shaken  themselves 
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into  their  places  with  more  of  ease  and  apparent 
fitness  than  men  had  given  them  credit  for  pos- 
sessing. Mr.  Mildmay,  Mr.  Gresham,  and  Mr. 
Monk  were  the  best  friends  in  the  world,  swear- 
ing by  each  other  in  their  own  House,  and  sup- 
ported in  the  other  by  as  gallant  a  phalanx  of 
Whig  peers  as  ever  were  got  jtogether  to  fight 
against  the  instincts  of  their  own  order  in  com- 
pliance with  the  instincts  of  those  below  them. 
Lady  Laura's  father  was  in  the  Cabinet,  to  Lady 
Laura's  infinite  delight.  It  was  her  ambition  to 
be  brought  as  near  to  political  action  as  was  pos- 
sible for  a  woman  without  surrendering  any  of 
the  privileges  of  feminine  inaction.  That  women 
should  even  wish  to  have  votes  at  parliamentary 
elections  was  to  her  abominable,  and  the  cause 
of  the  Rights  of  Women  generally  was  odious 
to  her ;  but,  nevertheless,  for  herself,  she  delight- 
ed in  hoping  that  she  too  might  be  useful;  in 
thinking  that  she  too  was  perhaps,  in  some  de- 
gree, politically  powerful ;  and  she  had  received 
considerable  increase  to  such  hopes  when  her 
father  accepted  the  Privy  Seal.  The  earl  him- 
self was  not  an  ambitious  man,  and,  but  for  his 
daughter,  would  have  severed  himself  altogether 
from  political  life  before  this  time.  He  was  an 
unhappy  man — being  an  obstinate  man,  and 
having  in  his  obstinacy  quarreled  with  bis  only 
son.  In  his  unhappiness  he  would  have  kept 
himself  alone,  living  in  the  country,  brooding 
over  his  wretchedness,  were  it  not  for  his  daugh- 
ter. On  her  behalf,  and  in  obedience  to  her  re- 
quirements, he  came  yearly  up  to  London,  and. 
perhaps  in  compliance  with  her  persuasion,  had 
taken  some  part  in  the  debates  of  the  House  of 
Lords.  It  is  easy  for  a  peer  to  be  a  statesman, 
if  the  trouble  of  the  life  be  not  too  much  for  him. 
Lord  Brentford  was  now  a  statesman,  if  a  seat 
in  the  Cabinet  be  proof  of  statesmanship. 

At  this  time,  in  May,  there  was  staying  with 
Lady  Laura  in  Portman  Square  a  very  dear 
friend  of  hers,  by  name  Violet  Effingham.  Vi- 
olet Effingham  was  an  orphan,  an  heiress,  and  a 
beauty  ;  with  a  terrible  aunt,  one  Lady  Baldock, 
who  was  supposed  to  be  the  dragon  who  had 
Violet,  as  a  captive  maiden,  in  charge.  But  as 
Miss  Effingham  was  of  age,  and  was  rnistress  of 
her  own  fortune.  Lady  Baldock  was,  in  truth, 
not  omnipotent  as  a  dragon  should  be.  The 
dragon,  at  any  rate,  was  not  now  staying  in 
Portman  Square,  and  the  captivity  ot  the  maid- 
en was  therefore  not  severe  at  the  present  mo- 
ment. Violet  Effingham  was  very  pretty,  but 
could  hardly  be  said  to  be  beautiful.  She  was 
small,  with  light  crispy  hair,  which  seemed  to 
be  ever  on  the  flutter  round  her  brows,  and  which 
yet  was  never  a  hair  astray.  She  had  sweet, 
soft  grey  eyes,  which  never  looked  at  you  long, 
hardly  for  a  moment,  but  which  yet,  in  that  half 
moment,  nearly  killed  you  by  the  power  of  their 
sweetness.  Her  cheek  was  the  softest  thing  in 
nature,  and  the  color  of  it,  when  its  color  was 
fixed  enough  to  be  told,  was  a  shade  of  pink  so 
faint  and  creamy  that  you  would  hardly  dare  to 
call  it  by  its  name.  Her  mouth  was  perfect,  not 
small  enough  to  give  that  expression  of  silliness 
which  is  so  common,  but  almost  divine,  with  the 
temptation  of  its  full,  rich,  ruby  lips.  Her  teeth, 
which  she  but  seldom  showed,  were  very  even 
and  very  white,  and  there  rested  on  her  chin 
the  dearest  dimple  that  ever  acted  as  a  loadstar 
to  men's  eyes.     The  fault  of  her  face,  if  it  had 
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a  fault,  was  in  her  nose — which  was  a  little  too 
sharp,  and  perhaps  too  small.  A  woman  who 
wanted  to  depreciate  Violet  Effingham  had  once 
called  her  a  pug-nosed  puppet ;  but  I,  as  her 
chronicler,  deny  that  she  was  pug-nosed,  and  all 
the  world  who  knew  her  soon  came  to  understand 
that  she  was  no  puppet.  In  figure  she  was  small, 
but  not  so  small  as  she  looked  to  be.  Har  feet 
and  hands  were  delicately  fine,  and  there  was  a 
softness  about  her  whole  person,  an  apparent 
compressibility,  which  seemed  to  indicate  that 
she  might  go  into  very  small  compass.  Into  what 
compass  and  how  compressed,  there  were  very 
many  men  who  held  very  different  opinions. 
Violet  Effingham  was  certainly  no  puppet.  She 
was  great  at  dancing — as  perhaps  might  be  a 
puppet — but  she  was  great  also  at  archery,  great 
at  skating,  and  great,  too,  at  hunting.  With 
reference  to  that  last  accomplishment,  she  and 
Lady  Baldock  had  had  more  than  one  terrible 
tussle,  not  always  with  advantage  to  the  dragon. 
"My  dear  aunt,"  she  had  said  once  during  the 
last  winter,  "I  am  going  to  the  meet  with  George" 
— George  was  her  cousin.  Lord  Baldock,  and  was 
the  dragon's  son — "and  there,  let  there.be  an 
end  of  it."  "  And  you  promise  me  that  you 
will  not  go  farther,"  said  the  dragon.  "I  will 
promise  nothing  to-day  to  any  man  or  to  any 
woman,"  said  Violet.  What  was  to  be  said  to 
a  young  lady  who  spoke  in  this  way,  and  who 
had  become  of  age  only  a  fortnight  since  ?  She 
rode  that  day  the  famous  run  from  Bagnall's 
Gorse  to  Foulsham  Common,  and  was  in  at  the 
death. 

Violet  Effingham  was  now  sitting  in  conference 
with  her  friend  Lady  Laura,  and  they  were  dis- 
cussing matters  of  high  import  —  of  very  high 
import,  indeed — to  the  interests  of  both  of  them. 
"I  do  not  ask  you  to  accept  him,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"That  is  lucky,"  said  the  other,  "as  he  has 
never  asked  me." 

"  lie  has  done  much  the  same.  You  know 
that  he  loves  you." 

"  I  know,  or  I  fancy  that  I  know,  that  so 
many  men  love  me  !  But,  after  all,  what  sort  of 
i(jve  is  it?  It  is  just  as  when  you  and  I,  when 
we  see  something  nice  in  a  shop,  call  it  a  dear 
duck  of  a  thing,  and  tell  somebody  to  go  and 
buy  it,  let  the  price  be  ever  so  extravagant.  I 
know  my  own  position,  Laura.  I'm  a  dear  duck 
of  a  thing." 

"You  are  a  very  dear  thing  to  Oswald." 

"  But  you,  Laura,  will  some  day  inspire  a  grand 
passion,  or  I  dare  say  have  already,  for  you  are 
a  great  deal  too  close  to  tell ;  and  then  there  will 
be  cutting  of  throats,  and  a  mighty  hubbub,  and 
a  real  tragedy.  I  shall  never  go  beyond  genteel 
comedy,  unless  I  run  away  with  somebody  be- 
neath me,  or  do  something  awfully  improper." 

"Don't  do  that,  dear." 

"  I  should  like  to,  because  of  my  aunt.  I  should 
indeed.  If  it  were  possible,  without  compromis- 
ing myself,  I  should  like  her  to  be  told  some 
morning  that  I  had  gone  off  with  the  curate." 

"  IIow  can  you  be  so  wicked,  Violet  ?" 

"It  would  serve  her  right,  and  her  counte- 
nance would  be  so  awfully  comic.  Mind,  if  it 
is  ever  to  come  off,  I  must  be  there  to  see  it.  I 
know  what  she  would  say  as  well  as  possible. 
She  would  turn  to  i)oor  Gussy.  'Augusta,' she 
would  say,  '  I  always  e.xjiected  it.     I  always  did.' 


Then  I  should  come  out  and  courtesy  to  her. 
and  say  so  prettily,  '  Dear  aunt,  it  was  only  our 
little  joke.'  That's  my  line.  But  for  you — you. 
if  ycm  planned  it,  would  go  off  to-morrow  with 
Lucifer  himself  if  you  liked  him." 

"  But  failing  Lucifer,  I  shall  probably  be  very 
humdrum." 

"  You  don't  mean  that  there  is  any  thing  set- 
tled, Laura?" 

"  There  is  nothing  settled,  or  any  beginning 
of  any  thing  that  ever  can  be  settled.  But  1  anj 
not  talking  about  myself.  He  has  told  me  that 
if  you  will  accept  him,  he  will  do  any  thing  that 
you  and.  I  may  ask  him." 

"  Yes  ;  he  will  promise." 

"Did  you  ever  know  him  to  break  his  word  ?" 

"  I  know  nothing  about  him,  my  dear.  How 
should  I  ?" 

"  Do  not  pretend  to  be  ignorant  and  meek, 
Violet.  You  do  know  him,  much  better  than 
most  girls  know  the  men  they  marry.  You  have 
known  him,  more  or  less  intimately,  all  your 
Ufa." 

"  But  am  I  bound  to  marry  him  because  of  that 
accident  ?" 

"No,  you  are  not  bound  to  marry  him,  unless 
you  love  him." 

"I  do  not  love  him,"  said  Violet,  with  slow, 
emphatic  words,  and  a  little  forward  motion  of 
her  face,  as  though  she  were  specially  eager  to 
convince  her  friend  that  she  was  quite  in  earnest 
in  what  she  said. 

"  I  fancy,  Violet,  that  you  are  nearer  to  loving 
hira  tlian  any  other  man." 

"  I  am  not  at  all  near  to  loving  any  man.  I 
doubt  whether  I  ever  shall  be.  It  does  not  seem 
to  me  to  be  possible  to  myself  to  be  what  girls 
call  in  love.  I  can  like  a  man.  I  do  like,  per- 
haps, half  a  dozen.  I  like  them  so  much  that  if 
I  go  to  a  house  or  to  a  party  it  is  quite  a  matter 
of  importance  to  me  whether  this  man  or  that 
will  or  will  not  be  there.  And  then  I  suppose  I 
flirt  with  them.  At  least  Augusta  tells  me  that 
my  aunt  says  that  I  do.  But  as  for  caring  about 
any  one  of  them  in  the  way  of  loving  him — want- 
ing to  marry  him,  and  have  him  all  to  myself, 
and  that  sort  of  thing  —  I  don't  know  what  it 
means." 

"  But  you  intend  to  be  married  some  day,"  said 
Lady  Laura. 

"  Certainly  I  do.  And  I  don't  intend  to  wait 
very  much  longer.  I  amheartily  tired  of  Lady  Bal- 
dock, and  though  I  can  generally  escape  among 
my  friends,  that  is  not  sufficient.  I  am  beginning 
to  think  that  it  would  be  jtleasant  to  have  a  house, 
of  my  own.  A  girl  becomes  such  a  Bohemian 
when  she  is  always  going  about,  and  doesn't  quite 
know  where  any  of  her  things  are." 

Then  there  was  silence  between  them  for  a  few 
minutes.  Violet  Effingham  was  doubled  up  in 
a  corner  of  a  sofa,  with  her  feet  tucked  under 
her,  and  her  face  reclining  upon  one  of  her 
shoulders.  And  as  she  talked  she  was  playing 
with  a  little  toy,  which  was  constructed  to  take 
various  shapes  as  it  was  flung  this  way  or  that. 
A  by-stander  looking  at  her  would  have  thought 
that  the  toy  was  much  more  to  her  than  the  con- 
versation. '  Lady  Laura  was  sitting  upright,  in 
a  common  chair,  at  a  table  not  far  from  her 
companion,  and  was  manifestly  devoting  herself 
altogether  to  the  subject  that  was  being  discussed 
between  them.     She  had  taken   no  lounging. 
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easy  attitude,  she  had  found  no  employment  for 
her  fingers,  and  she  looked  steadily  at  Violet  as 
she  talked,  whereas  Violet  was  looking  only  at 
the  little  manikin  which  she  tossed.  And  now 
Laura  got  up  and  came  to  the  sofa,  and  sat  close 
to  her  friend.  Violet,  though  she  somewhat 
moved  one  foot,  so  as  to  seem  to  make  room  for 
the  other,  still  went  on  with  her  play. 

"If  you  do  marr_y,  Violet,  you  must  choose 
some  one  man  out  of  the  lot." 

"  That's  quite  true,  my  dear.  I  certainly  can't 
marry  them  all." 

"  And  how  do  you  mean  to  make  the  choice  ?" 

"I  don't  know.     I  suppose  I  shall  toss  up." 

*'  I  wish  you  would  be  in  earnest  with  me." 

"  Well ;  I  will  be  in  earnest.  I  shall  take  the 
first  that  comes  after  I  have  quite  made  up  my 
mind.  You'll  think  it  verj'  horrible,  but  that  is 
really  what  I  shall  do.  After  all,  a  husband  is 
very  much  like  a  house  or  a  horse.  You  don't 
take  your  house  because  it's  the  best  house  in  the 
world,  but  because  just  then  you  want  a  house. 
You  go  and  see  a  house,  and  if  it's  very  nasty  you 
don't  take  it.  But  if  you  think  it  will  suit  pretty 
well,  and  if  you  are  tired  of  looking  about  for 
houses,  you  do  take  it.  That't  the  way  one 
buys  one's  horses,  and  one's  husbands." 

"  And  you  have  not  made  up  your  mind  yet  ?" 

"Not  quite.  Lady  Baldock  was  a  little  piore 
decent  than  usual  just  before  I  left  Baddingham. 
When  I  told  her  that  I  meant  to  have  a  pair  of 
ponies,  she  merely  threw  up  her  hands  and  grunt- 
ed. She  didn't  gnash  her  teeth,  and  curse  and 
swear,  and  declare  to  me  that  I  was  a  child  of 
perdition."' 

"What  do  you  mean  by  cursing  and  swear- 
ing?" 

"  She  told  me  once  that  if  I  bought  a  certain 
little  dog,  it  would  lead  to  my  being  everlasting- 
ly— you  know  what.  She  isn't  so  squeamish  as  I 
am,  and  said  it  out. " 

"What  did  you  do?" 

"  I  bought  the  little  dog,  and  it  bit  my  aunt's 
heel,  I  was  very  sorry  then,  and  gave  the  crea- 
ture to  Mary  Rivers.  He  was  such  a  beauty ! 
I  hope  the  perdition  has  gone  with  him,  for  I 
don't  like  Mary  Rivers  at  all.  I  had  to  give  the 
poor  beasty  to  somebody,  and  IMary  Rivers  hap- 
pened to  be  there.  I  told  her  that  Puck  was 
connected  with  Apollyon,  but  she  didn't  mind 
that.  Puck  was  worth  twenty  guineas,  and  I 
dare  say  she  has  sold  him." 

"  Oswald  may  have  an  equal  chance  then 
among  the  other  favorites  ?"  said  Lady  Laura, 
after  another  pause. 

"  There  are  no  favorites,  and  I  will  not  say  that 
any  man  may  have  a  chance.  Why  do  you  press 
me  about  your  brother  in  this  way?" 

"  Because  I  am  so  anxious.  Because  it  would 
save  him.  Because  you  are  the  only  woman  for 
whom  he  has  ever  cared,  and  because  he  loves 
you  with  all  his  heart ;  and  because  his  father 
would  be  reconciled  to  him  to-morrow  if  he  heard 
that  you  and  he  were  engaged." 

"Laura,  my  dear — " 

"Well." 

"  You  won't  be  angry  if  I  speak  out  ?" 

"  Certainly  not.  After  what  I  have  said,  you 
have  a  right  to  speak  out." 

"  It  seems  to  me  that  all  your  reasons  are  rea- 
sons why  he  should  marry  me  ;  not  reasons  why 
I  should  marry  him." 


"  Is  not  his  love  for  you  a  reason  ?" 

"No,"  said  Violet,  pausing,  and  speaking  the 
word  in  the  lowest  possible  whisper.  "  If  he  did 
not  love  me,  that,  if  known  to  me,  should  be  a 
reason  why  I  sliould  not  marry  him.  Ten  men 
may  love  me — I  don't  say  tliat  any  man  does — "' 

"  He  does." 

"  But  I  can't  marry  all  the  ten.  And  as  for 
that  business  of  saving  him — " 

"You  know  what  I  mean." 

"I  don't  know  that  I  have  any  special  mission 
for  saving  young  men.  I  sometimes  think  th;u 
I  shall  have  quite  enough  to  do  to  save  myself. 
It  is  strange  what  a  propensity  I  feel  for  the  wrong 
side  of  the  post." 

"I  feel  the  strongest  assurance  that  you  will 
always  keep  on  the  right  side." 

"Thank  you,  my  dear.  I  mean  to  try,  but 
I'm  quite  sure  that  the  jockey  who  takes  me  in 
hand  ought  to  be  very  steady  himself.  Now, 
Lord  Chiltern — " 

"  Well,  out  with  it.     What  have  you  to  say  ?" 

"He  does  not  bear  the  best  reputation  in  this 
world  as  a  steady  man.  Is  he  altogether  the 
sort  of  man  that  mammas  of  the  best  kind  are 
seeking  for  their  daughters  ?  I  like  a  rone  my- 
self; and  a  prig  who  sits  all  night  in  tlie  House, 
and  talks  about  nothing  but  Church-rates  and 
suffrage,  is  to  me  intolerable.  I  prefer  men  who 
are  improper,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  If  1 
were  a  man  myself  I  should  go  in  for  every 
thing  I  ought  to  leave  alone.  I  know  I  should. 
But,  you  see,  I'm  not  a  man,  and  I  must  take 
care  of  myself.  The  wrong  side  of  the  post  n li- 
ft woman  is  so  very  much  the  wrong  side.  I  like 
a  fast  man,  but  I  know  that  I  must  not  dare  to 
marry  the  sort  of  man  that  I  like." 

"To  be  one  of  us  then — the  very  first  among 
us — would  that  be  the  wrong  side?" 

"You  mean  that  to  be  Lady  Chiltern  in  the 
present  tense,  and  Lady  Brentford  in  the  future, 
would  be  promotion  for  Violet  Effingham  in  the 
past  ?" 

"  How  hard  you  are,  Violet !" 

"Fancy — that  it  should  come  to  this — that  you 
should  call  me  hard,  Laura.  I  should  like  to 
be  your  sister.  I  should  like  well  enough  to  be 
your  father's  daughter.  I  should  like  well  enough 
to  be  Chiltern's  friend. »  I  am  his  friend.  Noth- 
ing that  any  one  has  ever  said  of  him  has  es- 
tranged me  from  him.  I  have  fought  for  him 
till  I  have  been  black  in  the  face.  Yes,  I  have, 
with  my  aunt.  But  I  am  afraid  to  be  his  wife. 
Tlie  risk  would  be  so  great.  Suppose  that  I  did 
not  save  him,  but  that  he  brought  me  to  ship- 
wreck instead  ?" 

"That  could  not  be!" 

"  Could  it  not?  I  think  it  might  be  so  very 
well.  When  I  was  a  child  they  used  to  be  al- 
ways telling  me  to  mind  myself.  It  seems  to  me 
that  a  child  and  a  man  need  not  mind  them- 
selves. Let  them  do  what  they  may,  they  can 
be  set  right  again.  Let  them  fall  as  they  will, 
you  can  put  them  on  their  feet.  But  a  woman 
has  to  mind  herself;  and  very  hard  work  it  is 
when  she  has  a  dragon  of  her  own  driving  her 
ever  the  wrong  way." 

"  I  want  to  take  you  from  the  dragon." 

"Yes;  and  to  hand  me  over  to  a  griffin." 

"The  truth  is,  Violet,  that  yon  do  not  know 
Oswald.     He  is  not  a  griffin." 

"I   did  not   mean  to   be  uncomplimentary. 
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Take  any  of  the  dangerous  wild  beasts  you 
please.  I  merely  intend  to  point  out  that  he  is 
a  dangerous  wild  beast.  I  dare  say  he  is  noble- 
minded,  and  I  will  call  him  a  lion  if  you  like  it 
better.     But  even  with  a  lion  there  is  risk." 

"Of  course  there  will  be  risk.  There  is  risk 
with  every  man,  unless  you  will  be  contented 
with  the  prig  you  described.  Of  course,  there 
would  be  risk  with  my  brother.  He  has  bean  a 
gambler."' 

"  They  say  he  is  one  still." 

"  He  has  given  it  up  in  part,  and  would  en- 
tirely at  your  instance." 

"  And  they  say  other  things  of  him,  Laura." 

"  It  is  true.  He  has  had  paroxysms  of  evil 
life  which  have  well-nigh  ruined  him." 

"  And  those  paroxysms  are  so  dangerous  I  Is 
he  not  in  debt  ?" 

"He  is,  but  not  deeply.  Eveiy  shilling  that 
he  owes  would  be  paid  ;  every  shilling.  Mind, 
I  know  all  his  circumstances,  and  I  give  you  my 
word  that  every  shilling  should  be  paid.  He  has 
never  lied,  and  he  has  told  me  every  thing.  His 
father  could  not  leave  an  acre  away  from  him  if 
he  would,  and  would  not  if  he  could." 

"  I  did  not  ask  as  fearing  that.  I  spoke  only 
of  a  dangerous  habit.  A  paroxysm  of  spending 
money  is  apt  to  make  one  so  uncomfortable. 
And  then — " 

"Well?" 

"I  don't  know  why  I  should  make  a  cata- 
logue of  yonr  brother's  weaknesses." 

"  You  mean  to  say  that  he  drinks  too  much  ?" 

"  I  do  not  say  so.  People  says  so.  The  drag- 
on says  so.  And  as  I  always  find  her  sayings 
to  be  untrue,  I  suppose  this  is  like  the  rest  of 
them." 

"It  is  :intrue,  if  it  be  said  of  him  as  a  habit." 

"It  is  another  paroxysm — just  now  and 
then." 

"  Do  .lot  laugh  at  me,  Violet,  when  I  am  tak- 
ing his  part,  or  I  shall  be  offended." 

"  But,  you  see,  if  I  am  to  be  his  wife,  it  is — 
rather  important." 

"  Still  you  need  not  ridicule  me." 

"Dear  Laura,  you  know  I  do  not  ridicule 
you.  You  know  I  love  you  for  what  you  are 
doing.  Would  not  I  do  the  same,  and  fight  for 
him  down  to  my  nails,  if  I  had  a  brother  ?" 

"And  therefore  I  want  you  to  be  Oswald's 
wife ;  because  I  know  that  you  would  fight  for 
him.  It  is  not  true  that  he  is  a — drunkard. 
Look  at  his  hand,  which  is  as  steady  as  yours. 
Look  at  his  eye.  Is  there  a  sign  of  it?  He  has 
been  drunk,  once  or  twice  perhaps,  and  has  done 
fearful  things." 

"It  might  be  that  he  would  do  fearful  things 
to  me." 

"You  never  knew  a  man  with  a  softer  heart 
or  with  a  finer  spirit.  I  believe  as  I  sit  here 
that  if  he  were  married  to-morrow,  his  vices 
would  fall  from  him  like  old  clothes." 

"You  will  admit,  Laura,  that  there  will  be 
some  risk  for  the  wife." 

"  Of  course  there  will  be  a  risk.  Is  there  not 
always  a  risk?" 

"The  men  in  the  city  would  call  this  double- 
dangerous,  I  think,"  said  Violet.  Then  the 
door  was  opened,  and  the  man  of  whom  they 
were  speaking  entered  the  room. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


LORD     CHILTEKN, 


The  reader  has  been  told  that  Lord  Chiltem 
was  a  red  man,  and  that  peculiarity  of  his  per- 
sonal appearance  was  certainly  the  first  to  strike 
a  stranger.  It  imparted  a  certain  look  of  feroc- 
ity to  him,  which  was  apt  to  make  men  afraid 
of  him  at  first  sight.  Women  are  not  actuated 
in  the  same  way,  and  are  accustomed  to  look 
deeper  into  men  at  the  first  sight  than  other 
men  will  trouble  themselves  to  do.  His  beard 
was  red,  and  was  clipped,  so  as  to  have  none  of 
the  softness  of  waving  hair.  The  hair  on  his 
head  also  was  kept  short,  and  was  very  red,  and 
the  color  of  his  face  was  red.  Nevertheless  he 
was  a  handsome  man,  with  well-cut  features, 
not  tall,  but  very  strongly  built,  and  with  a  cer- 
tain curl  in  the  corner  of  his  eyelids  which  gave 
to  him  a  look  of  resolution,  which  perhaps  he 
did  not  possess.  He  was  known  to  be  a  clever 
man,  and  when  very  young  had  had  the  reputa- 
tion of  being  a  scholar.  When  he  was  three- 
and-twenty  grey-haired  votaries  of  the  turf  de- 
clared that  he  would  make  his  fortune  on  the 
race-course,  so  clear-headed  was  he  as  to  odds, 
so  excellent  a  judge  of  a  horse's  performances, 
and  so  gifted  with  a  memory  of  events.  When 
he  was  five-and-twenty  he  had  lost  every  shil- 
ling of  a  fortune  of  his  own,  had  squeezed  from 
his  father  more  than  his  father  ever  chose  to 
name  in  speaking  of  his  affairs  to  any  one,  and 
was  known  to  be  in  debt.  But  he  had  sacri- 
ficed himself  on  one  or  two  memorable  occasions 
in  conform.ity  with  turf  laws  of  honor,  and  men 
said  of  him,  either  that  he  was  very,  honest  or 
very  chivalric,  in  accordance  with  the  special 
views  on  the  subject  of  the  man  who  was  speak- 
ing. It  was  reported  now  that  he  no  longer 
owned  horses  on  the  turf;  but  this  was  doubted 
by  some  who  could  name  the  animals  which 
they  said  that  he  owned,  and  which  he  ran  in 
the  name  of  Mr.  Macnab,  said  some  ;  of  Mr. 
Pardoe,  said  others  ;  of  ]Mr.  Chickerwick,  said  a 
third  set  of  informants.  The  fact  was  that 
Lord  Chiltern  at  this  moment  had  no  interest 
of  his  own  in  any  horse  upon  the  turf. 

But  all  the  world  knew  that  he  drank.  He 
had  taken  by  the  throat  a  proctor's  bull  -  dog 
when  he  had  been  drunk  at  Oxford,  had  nearly 
strangled  the  man,  and  had  been  expelled.  He 
had  fallen  through  his  violence  into  some  terri- 
ble misfortune  at  P^ris,  had  been  brouglit  before 
a  public  judge,  and  his  name  and  his  infamy  had 
been  made  notorious  in  every  newspaper  in  the 
two  capitals.  After  that  he  had  fought  a  ruffian 
at  Newmarket,  and  had  really  killed  him  with 
his  fists.  In  reference  to  this  latter  aflfray  it  had 
been  jiroved  that  the  attack  had  been  made  on 
him,  that  he  had  not  been  to  blame,  and  that  he 
had  not  been  drunk.  Afier  a  prolonged  investi- 
gation he  had  come  forth  from  that  aft'air  with- 
out disgrace.  He  would  have  done  so,  at  least, 
if  he  had  not  been  heretofore  disgraced.  But 
we  all  know  how  the  man  well  spoken  of  may 
steal  a  horse,  while  he  who  is  of  evil  repute  may 
not  look  over  a  hedge.  It  was  asserted  widely 
by  many  who  were  supposed  to  know  all  about 
every  thing,  that  Lord  Chiltern  was  in  a  fit  of 
delirium  tremens  when  he  killed  the  ruffian  at 
Newmarket.  The  worst  of  that  latter  affair  wa.s 
that  it  produced  the  total  estrangement  which 
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now  existed  between  Lord  Brentford  and  his  , 
son.  Lord  Brentford  would  not  believe  that  his 
son  was  in  that  matter  more  sinned  against  than 
sinning.  "  Such  things  do  not  happen  to  other 
men's  sons,"  he  said,  when  Lady  Laura  pleaded 
for  her  brother.  Lady  Laura  could  not  induce 
her  father  to  see  his  son,  but  so  far  prevailed 
that  no  sentence  of  banishment  was  pronounced 
against  Lord  Chiltern.  There  was  nothing  to 
prevent  the  son  sitting  at  his  father's  table  if  he 
so  pleased.  He  never  did  so  please ;  but  never- 
theless he  continued  to  live  in  the  house  in 
Portman  Square  ;  and  when  he  met  the  earl,  in 
the  hall,  perhaps,  or  on  the  staircase,  would 
simply  bow  to  him.  Then  the  earl  would  bow 
again,  and  shuffle  on,  and  look  very  wretched, 
as  no  doubt  he  was.  A  grown-up  son  must  be 
the  greatest  comfort  a  man  can  have,  if  he  be 
his  father's  best  friend  ;  but  otherwise  he  can 
hardly  be  a  comfort.  As  it  was  in  this  house, 
the  son  was  a  constant  thorn  in  his  father's 
side. 

"  What  does  he  do  when  we  leave  London?" 
Lord  Brentford  once  said  to  his  daughter. 

"  He  stays  here,  papa." 

"But  he  hunts  still?" 

"Yes,  he  hunts,  and  he  has  a  room  some- 
where at  an  inn,  down  in  Northamptonshire. 
But  he  is  mostly  in  London.  They  have  trains 
OQ  purpose." 

"What  a  life  for  my  son!"  said  the  earl. 
"  What  a  life !  Of  course  no  decent  person  will 
let  him  into  his  house."  Lady  Laura  did  not 
know  what  to  say  to  this,  for  in  truth  Lord  Chil- 
tern was  not  fond  of  staying  at  the  houses  of 
persons  whom  the  earl  would  have  called  de- 
cent. 

General  EfBngham,  the  father  of  Violet,  and 
Lord  Brentford  had  been  the  closest  and  dearest 
of  friends.  They  had  been  young  men  in  the 
same  regiment,  and  through  life  each  had  con- 
fided in  the  other.  When  the  general's  only 
son,  then  a  youth  of  seventeen,  was  killed  in  one 
of  our  grand  New  Zealand  wars,  the  bereaved 
father  and  the  eai-1  had  been  together  for  a 
month  in  their  sorrow.  At  that  time  Lord  Chil- 
tern's  career  had  still  been  open  to  hope,  and 
the  one  man  had  contrasted  hris  lot  with  the 
other.  General  Effingham  lived  long  enough 
to  hear  the  earl  declare  to  him  that  his  lot  was 
the  happier  of  the  two.  Now  the  general  was 
dead,  and  Violet,  the  daughter  of  a  second  wife, 
was  all  that  was  left  of  the  Effinghams.  This 
second  wife  had  been  a  Miss  Plummer,  a  lady 
from  the  city  with  much  money,  whose  sister 
had  married  Lord  Baldock.  Violet  in  this  Way 
had  fallen  to  the  care  of  the  Baldock  people, 
and  not  into  the  hands  of  her  father's  friends. 
But,  as  the  reader  will  have  surmised,  she  had 
ideas  of  her  own  of  emancipating  herself  from 
Baldock  thraldom. 

Twice  before  that  last  terrible  affair  at  New- 
market, before  the  quarrel  between  the  father 
and  the  son  had  been  complete.  Lord  Brentford 
had  said  a  word  to  his  daughter,  merely  a  word, 
of  his  son  in  connection  with  ]Miss  Effingham. 

"  If  he  thinks  of  it  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  him 
on  the  subject.  You  may  tell  him  so."  That 
had  been  the  first  word.  He  had  just  then  re- 
solved that  the  affair  in  Paris  should  be  regarded 
as  condoned,  as  among  the  things  to  be  forgot- 
ten,    "  She  is  too  good  for  him  ;  but  if  he  asks 


her  let  him  tell  her  every  thing."  That  had  been 
the  second  word,  and  had  been  spoken  immediate- 
ly subsequent  to  a  payment  of  twelve  thousand 
pounds  made  by  the  earl  toward  the  settlement 
of  certain  Doncaster  accounts.  Lady  Laura  in 
negotiating  for  the  money  had  been  very  elo- 
quent in  describing  some  honest — or  shall  we  say 
chivalric — sacrifice  which  had  brought  her  broth- 
er into  this  special  difficulty.  Since  that  the 
earl  had  declined  to  interest  himself  in  his  son's 
matrimonial  affairs  ;  and  when  Lady  Laura  had 
once  again  mentioned  the  matter,  declaring  her 
belief  that  it  would  be  the  means  of  saving  her 
brother  Oswald,  the  earl  had  desired  her  to  be 
silent.  "  Would  you  wish  to  destroy  the  poor 
child?"  he  had  said.  Nevertheless  Lady  Laura 
felt  sure  that  if  she  were  to  go  to  her  father  with 
a  positive  statement  that  Oswald  and  Violet  were 
engaged,  he  would  relent  and  would  accept  Vio- 
let as  his  daughter.  As  for  the  payment  of 
Lord  Chiltera's  present  debts — she  had  a  little 
scheme  of  her  own  about  that. 

Miss  Effingham,  who  had  been  already  two 
days  in  Portman  Square,  had  not  as  yet  seen 
Lord  Chiltern.  She  knew  that  he  lived  in  the 
house,  that  is,  that  he  slept  there,  and  probably 
eat  his  breakfast  in  some  apartment  of  his  own ; 
but  she  knew  also  that  the  habits  of  the  house 
would  not  by  any  means  make  it  necessary  that 
they  should  meet.  Laura  and  her  brother  prob- 
ably saw  each  other  daily,  but  they  never  went 
into  society  together,  and  did  not  know  the  same 
sets  of  people.  When  she  had  announced  to 
Lady  Baldock  her  intention  of  spending  the  first 
fortnight  of  her  London  season  with  her  frieml 
Lady  Laura,  Lady  Baldock  had,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  "jumped  upon  her,"  as  Miss  Effingham 
would  herself  call  it. 

"You  are  going  to  the  house  of  the  worst 
reprobate  in  all  England,"  said  Lady  Baldock. 

"  What  I  dear  old  Lord  Brentford,  whom  papa 
loved  so  well  ?" 

"  I  mean  Lord  Chiltern,  who,  only  last  year, 
murdered  a  man  !" 

"  That  is  not  true,  aunt." 

"  There  is  worse  than  that,  much  worse.  He 
is  always — tipsy,  and  always  gambling,  and  al- 
ways—  But  it  is  quite  unfit  that  I  should  speak 
a  word  more  to  you  about  such  a  man  as  Lord 
Chiltern.  His  name  ought  never  to  be  men- 
tioned." 

"Then  why  did  you  mention  it,  aunt?" 

Lady  Baldock's  process  of  jumping  upon  her 
niece — in  which  I  think  the  aunt  had  generally 
the  worst  of  the  exerciso — went  on  for  some 
time,  but  Violet  of  course  carried  her  point. 

"  If  she  marries  him  there  will  be  an  end  of 
every  thing,"  said  Lady  Baldock  to  her  daugh- 
ter Augusta. 

"  She  has  more  sense  than  that,  mamma,'"  said 
Augusta. 

"I  don't  think  she  has  any  sense  at  all,"  said 
Lady  Baldock  ;  "  not  in  the  least.  I  do  wish 
my  poor  sister  had  lived;  I  do  indeed." 

Lord  Chiltern  had  now  entered  the  room  with 
Violet,  immediately  upon  that  conversation  be- 
tween Violet  and  his  sister  as  to  the  expediency 
of  Violet  becoming  his  wife.  Indeed  his  entrance 
had  interrupted  the  conversation  before  it  wa 
over.  "  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you.  Miss  Effing- 
ham," be  said.  "I  came  in  thinking  that  I 
might  find  vou." 
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"  Here  I  am,  as  large  as  life,"  she  said,  get- 
ting up  from  her  corner  on  the  sofa  and  giving 
him  her  hand.  "  Laura  and  I  have  been  dis- 
cussing the  affairs  of  the  nation  for  the  last  two 
days,  and  have  nearly  brought  our  discussion  to 
an  end."  She  could  not  help  looking,  first  at 
his  eye  and  then  at  his  hand,  not  as  wanting 
evidence  to  the  truth  of  the  statement  which  his 
sister  had  made,  but  because  the  idea  of  a  drunk- 
ard's eye  and  a  drunkard's  hand  had  been 
brought  before  her  mind.  Lord  Chiltern's  hand 
was  like  the  hand  of  any  other  man,  but  there 
was  something  in  his  eye  that  almost  frightened 
her.  It  looked  as  though  he  would  not  hesitate 
to  wring  his  wife's  neck  round,  if  ever  he  should 
be  brought  to  threaten  to  do  so.  And  then  his 
eye,  like  the  rest  of  him,  was  red.  No,  slie  did 
not  think  that  she  could  ever  bring  herself  to 
marry  him.  Why  take  a  venture  that  was  double- 
dangerous,  when  there  were  so  many  ventures 
open  to  her,  apparently  with  very  little  of  danger 
attached  to  them.  "If  it  should  ever  be  that  I 
loved  him,  I  would  do  it  all  the  same,"  she  said 
to  herself. 

"  If  I  did  not  come  and  see  you  here,  I  sup- 
pose that  I  should  never  see  you,"  said  he,  seat- 
ing himself.  "I  do  not  often  go  to  parties,  and 
when  I  do  you  are  not  likely  to  be  there." 

*'  We  might  make  our  little  arrangements  for 
meeting,"  said  she,  laughing.  "  My  aunt,  Lady 
Baldock,  is  going  to  have  an  evening  next 
week." 

"The  servants  would  be  oi^dered  to  put  me 
out  of  the  house." 

"  Oh  no.  You  can  tell  her  that  I  invited 
you." 

"  I  don't  think  that  Oswald  and  Lady  Baldock 
are  great  friends,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

' '  Or  he  might  come  and  take  you  and  me  to 
the  Zoo  on  Sunday.  That's  the  proper  sort  of 
thing  for  a  brother  and  a  friend  to  do." 

"  I  hate  that  place  in  the  Regent's  Park,"  said 
Lord  Chiltern. 

"  When  were  you  there  last  ?"  demanded  Miss 
Effingham. 

"When  I  came  home  once  from  Eton.  But 
I  won't  go  again  till  I  can  come  home  from  Eton 
again.''  Then  he  altered  his  tone  as  he  contin- 
ued to  speak..  "People  would  look  at  me  as  if 
J  were  the  wildest  beast  in  the  whole  collec- 
tion." 

"Then,"  said  Violet,  "if  you  won't  go  to  Lady 
Baldock's  or  to  the  Zoo,  we  must  confine  our- 
selves to  Laura's  drawing-room  ;  unless,  indeed, 
you  like  to  take  me  to  the  top  of  the  Monu- 
ment." 

"  I'll  take  3'ou  to  the  top  of  the  Monument  with 
pleasure." 

"What  do  yon  say,  Laura?" 

"I  say  thai  you  are  a  foolish  girl,"  said  Lady 
Laura,  "  and  that  I  will  have  nothing  to  do  with 
such  a  scheme." 

"Then  there  is  nothing  for  it  but  that  you 
should  come  here  ;  and  as  you  live  in  the  house, 
and  as  I  am  sure  to  be  here  every,  morning,  and 
as  you  have  no  possible  occupation  for  your  time, 
and  as  we  have  nothing  particular  to  do  with 
ours,  I  dare  say  I  shan't  see  you  again  before  I 
go  to  my  aunt's  in  Berkeley  Square. 

"  Very  likely  not,"  he  said. 

"  And  why  not,  Oswald  ?"  asked  his  sister. 

He  passed  his  hand  over  his  face  before  he  an- 


swered hei'.  "  Because  she  and  I  run  in  differ- 
ent g:rooves  now,  and  are  not  such  meet  playfel- 
lows as  we  used  to  be  once.  Do  you  remember 
my  taking  you  away  right  through  Saulsby  Wood 
once  on  the  old  pony,  and  not  bringing  you  back 
till  tea-time,  and  Miss  Blink  going  and  telling  mv 
father?"  ' 

"  Do  I  remember  it  ?  I  think  it  was  the  hap- 
piest day  in  my  life.  His  pockets  were  crammed 
full  of  gingerbread  and  Everton  toffy,  and  wc 
had  three  bottles  of  lemonade  slung  on  to  the 
pony's  saddle-bows.  I  thought  it  was  a  pity  that 
we  should  ever  come  back." 

"It  was  a  pity,"  said  Lord  Chiltern. 

"But,  nevertheless,  substantially  necessary," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"  Failing  our  power  of  reproducing  the  toffy, 
I  suppose  it  was,"  said  Violet. 

"You  were  not  Miss  Effingham  then,"  said 
Lord  Chiltern. 

"  No,  not  as  yet.  These  disagreeable  realities 
of  life  grow  upon  one  ;  do  they  not  ?  You  took 
off  mj'  shoes  and  dried  them  for  me  at  a  wood- 
man's cottage.  I  am  obliged  to  put  up  with  my 
maid's  doing  those  things  now.  And  INIiss  Blink 
the  mild  is  changed  for  Lady  Baldock  the  mar- 
tinet. And  if  I  rode  about  with  you  in  a  wood 
all  day  I  should  be  sent  to  Coventry  instead  of 
to  bed.  And  so  you  see  every  thing  is  changed 
as  well  as  my  name." 

"Every  thing  is  not  changed,"  said  Lord  Chil- 
tern, getting  up  from  his  seat.  "I  am  not 
changed,  at  least  not  in  this,  that  as  I  then  loved 
you  batter  than  any  being  in  the  world — better 
even  than  Laura  there — so  do  I  love  you  now  in- 
finitely the  best  of  all.  Do  not  look  so  surprised 
at  me.  You  knew  it  before  as  well  as  you  do 
now;  and  Laura  knows  it.  There  is  no  secret 
to  be  kept  in  the  matter  among  us  three." 

"  But,  Lord  Chiltern — "  said  Miss  Effingham, 
rising  also  to  her  feet,  and  then  pausing,  not 
knowing  how  to  answer  him.  There  had  been 
a  suddenness  in  his  mode  of  addressing  her 
which  had,  so  to  say,  almost  taken  away  her 
breath  ;  and  then  to  be  told  by  a  man  of  his  love 
before  his  sister  was  in  itself,  to  her,  a  matter  so 
surprising,  that  none  of  those  words  came  at  her 
command  which  will  come,  as  though  by  instinct, 
to  young  ladies  on  such  occasions. 

"You  have  known  it  always,"  said  he,  as 
though  he  were  angry  witii  her. 

"Lord  Chiltern,"  she  replied,  "you  must  ex- 
cuse me  if  I  say  that  you  are,  at  the  least,  very 
abrupt.  I  did  not  think  when  I  was  going  back 
so  joyfully  to  our  old  childish  days  that  you  would 
turn  the  tables  on  me  in  this  way." 

"  He  has  said  nothing  that  ought  to  make  you 
angry,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"Only  because  he  has  driven  me  to  say  that 
which  will  make  me  appear  to  be  uncivil  to  him- 
self. Lord  Chiltern,  I  do  not  love  you  with  that 
love  of  which  you  arc  speaking  now.  As  an  old 
friend  I  have  iilways  regarded  you,  and  I  hope 
that  I  may  always  do  so."  Then  she  got  up  and 
left  the  room. 

"Why  were  you  so  sudden  with  her,  so  ab- 
rupt, so  loud  ?"said  his  sister,  coming  u]>  to  him 
and  taking  him  by  the  arm  almost  in  anger. 

"It  would  make  no  difference,"  said  he. 
"  She  does  not  care  for  me." 

"  It  makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world," 
said  Lady  Laura.     "  Such  a  woman  as  Violet 
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ran  not  be  had  after  that  fashion.  You  must  be- 
gin attain." 

"  I  have  begun  and  ended." 

"  That  is  nonsense.  Of  course  you  will  persist. 
It  was  madness  to  speak  in  that  way  to-day. 
You  may  be  sure  of  this,  however,  that  there  is 
no  one  she  likes  better  than  you.  You  must  re- 
member that  you  have  done  much  to  make  any 
girl  afraid  of  you." 

"I  do  remember  it." 

"Do  something  now  to  make  her  fear  you  no 
longer.  Speak  to  her  softly.  Tell  her  of  the 
sort  of  life  which  you  would  live  with  her.  Tell 
her  that  all  is  changed.  As  she  comes  to  love  you, 
she  will  believe  you  when  she  would  believe  no 
one  else  on  that  matter." 

"  Am  I  to  tell  her  a  lie  ?"  said  Lord  Chiltern, 
looking  his  sister  full  in  the  face.  Then  he  turn- 
ed upon  his  heel  and  left  her. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

AUTUMNAL   PROSPECTS. 

The  session  went  on  very  calmly  after  the 
opening  battle  which  ousted  Lord  de  Terrier 
and  sent  Mr.  Mildmay  back  to  the  Treasury — 
so  calmly  that  Phineas  Finn  was  unconsciously 
disappointed,  as  lacking  that  excitement  of  con- 
test to  which  he  had  been  introduced  in  the  first 
days  of  his  parliamentary  career.  From  time 
to  time  certain  waspish  attacks  were  made  by 
Mr.  Daubeny,  now  on  this  Secretary  of  State 
and  now  on  that ;  but  they  were  felt  by  both 
parties  to  mean  nothing ;  and  as  no  great  meas- 
ure  was  brought  forward,  nothing  which  would 
serve  by  the  magnitude  of  ite  interests  to  divide 
tlie  Liberal  side  of  the  House  into  fractions,  Mr. 
Mildmay's  Cabinet  was  allowed  to  hold  its  own 
in  comparative  peace  and  quiet.  It  was  now 
July — tlie  middle  of  July — and  the  member  for 
Loughshane  had  not  yet  addressed  the  House. 
How  often  he  had  meditated  doing  so  ;  how  he 
had  composed  his  speeches  walking  round  the 
Park  on  his  way  down  to  the  House  ;  how  he 
got  his  subjects  up — only  to  find  on  hearing 
them  discussed  that  he  really  knew  little  or 
nothing  about  them;  how  he  had  his  arguments 
and  almost  his  very  words  taken  out  of  his 
mouth  by  some  other  member ;  and  lastly,  how 
he  had  actually  been  deterred  from-  getting  upon 
his  legs  by  a  certain  tremor  of  blood  round  his 
heart  when  the  moment  for  rising  had  come — 
of  all  this  he  never  said  a  word  to  any  man. 
Since  that  last  journey  to  county  Mayo,  Lau- 
rence Fitzgibbon  had  been  his  most  intimate 
friend,  but  he  said  nothing  of  all  this  even  to 
Laurence  Fitzgibbon.  To  his  other  friend.  Lady 
Laura  Standish,  he  did  explain  something  of  his. 
feelings,  not  absolutely  describing  to  her  the  ex- 
tent of  hindrance  to  which  his  modesty  had  sub- 
jected him,  but  letting  her  know  that  he  had 
his  qualms  as  well  as  his  aspirations.  But  as 
Lady  Laura  always  recommended  patience,  and 
more  than  once  expressed  her  opinion  that  a 
young  member  would  be  better  to  sit  in  silence 
at  least  for  one  session,  he  was  not  driven  to  the 
mortification  of  feeling  that  he  was  incurring 
her  contempt  by  his  bashfulness.  As  regarded 
the  men  among  whom  he  lived,  I  think  that  he 
was  almost  annoyed   at   finding   that   no   one 


seemed  to  expect  that  he  should  speak.  Bar- 
rington  Erie,  when  he  had  first  talked  of  sending 
Phineas  down  to  Loughshane,  had  predicted  for 
him  all  manner  of  parliamentary  successes,  and 
had  expressed  the  warmest  admiration  of  the 
manner  in  which  Phineas  had  discussed  this  or 
that  subject  at  the  Union.  -"We  have  not 
above  one  or  two  men  in  the  House  who  can  do 
that  kind  of  thing,"  Barrington  Erie  had  once 
said.  But  now  no  allusions  whatever  were  made 
to  his  powers  of  speech,  and  Phineas  in  his  mod- 
est moments  began  to  be  more  amazed  than  ever 
that  he  should  find  himself  seated  in  that 
chamber. 

To  the  forms  and  technicalities  of  parliament- 
ary business  he  did  .give  close  attention,  and 
was  unremitting  in  his  attendance.  On  one  or 
two  occasions  he  ventured  to  ask  a  question  of 
the  Speaker,  and  as  the  words  of  experience 
fell  into  his  ears,  he  would  tell  himself  that  he 
was  going  through  his  education — that  he  was 
learning  to  be  a  working  member,  and  perhaps 
to  be  a  statesman.  But  his  regrets  with  refer- 
ence to  Mr.  Low  and  the  dingy  chambers  in 
Old  Square  were  very  frequent ;  and  had  it  been 
possible  for  him  to  undo  all  that  he  had  done, 
he  would  often  have  abandoned  to  some  one 
else  the  honor  of  representing  the  electors  of 
Loughshane. 

But  he  was  supported  in  all  his  difficulties  by 
the  kindness  of  his  friend.  Lady  Laura  Stand- 
ish. He  was  often  in  the  house  in  Portman 
Square,  and  was  always  received  with  cordiali- 
ty— and,  as  he  thought,  almost  with  aff"ection. 
She  would  sit  and  talk  to  him,  sometimes  say- 
ing a  word  about  her  brother  and  sometimes 
about  her  father,  as  though  there  were  more  be- 
tween them  than  the  casual  intimacy  of  London 
acquaintance.  And  in  Portman  Square  he  had 
been  introduced  to  Miss  Effingham,  and  had 
found  Miss  Effingham  to  be — very  nice.  Miss 
Effingham  had  quite  taken  to  him,  and  he  had 
danced  with  her  at  two  or  three  parties,  talking 
always,  as  he  did  so,  about  Lady  Laura  Stand- 
ish. 

"I  declare,  Laura,  I  think  your  friend  Mr. 
Finn  is  in  love  with  you,"  Violet  said  to  Lady 
Laura  one  night. 

"I  don't  think  that.  He  is  fond  of  me,  and 
so  am  I  of  him.  He  is  so  honest,  and  so  naive 
without  being  awkward !  And  then  he  is  un- 
doubtedly clever. " 

"And  so  uncommonly  handsome,"  said  Vio- 
let. 

"I  don't  know  that  that  makes  much  differ- 
ence," said  Lady  Laura. 

"  I  think  it  does  if  a  man  looks  like  a  gentle- 
man as  well." 

"  Mr.  Finn  certainly  looks  like  a  gentleman," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"And  no  doubt  is  one,"  said  Violet.  "I 
wonder  whether  he  has  got  any  money." 

"Not  a  penny,  I  should  say." 

"How  does  such  a  man  manage  to  live? 
There  are  so  many  men  like  that,  and  they  are 
always  mysteries  to  me.  I  suppose  he'll  have 
to  marry  an  heiress." 

"  Whoever  gets  him  will  not  have  a  bad  hus- 
band," said  Lady  Laura  Standish. 

Phineas  during  the  summer  had  very  often 
f  met  Mr.  Kennedy.  They  sat  on  the  same  side 
!  of  the  House,  they  belonged  to  the  same  club, 
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they  dined  together  more  than  once  in  Portman 
Square,  and  on  one  occasion  Phineas  had  ac- 
cepted an  invitation  to  dinner  sent  to  him  by 
Mr.  Kennedy  himself.  "  A  slower  aft'air  I  never 
saw  in  my  life,"  he  said  afterward  to  Laurence 
Fitzgibbon.  "Though  there  were  two  or  three 
men  there  who  talk  everywhere  else,  they  could 
not  talk  at  his  table.''  "  He  gave  you  good  wine, 
I  should  say,"  said  Fitzgibbon,  "  and  let  me  tell 
you  that  covers  a  multitude  of  sins."  In  spite, 
however,  of  all  these  opportunities  for  intimacy, 
now,  nearly  at  the  end  of  the  session,  Phineas 
had  hardly  spoken  a  dozen  words  to  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy, and  really  knew  nothing  whatsoever  of 
the  man,  as  one  friend — or  even  as  one  acquaint- 
ance— knows  another.  Lady  Laura  had  desired 
him  to  be  on  good  terms  with  Mr.  Kennedy,  and 
for  that  reason  he  had  dined  with  him.  Never- 
theless he  disliked  Mr.  Kennedy,  .and  felt  quite 
sure  that  Mr.  Kennedy  disliked  him.  He  was 
therefore  rather  surprised  when  he  received  the 
following  note : 

"  Albany,  Z  3,  J^l^y  17, 186— 
"My  dear  Mr.  Finn: — I  shall  have  some 
friends  at  Loughlinter  next  month,  and  should  be 
very  glad  if  you  will  join  us.  I  will  name  the 
1 6tii  August.  I  don't  know  whether  you  shoot, 
but  there  are  grouse  and  deer.  Yours  truly, 
"Robert  Kennedy". 

iw  What  was  he  to  do?  He  had  already  beg/n 
/  to  feel  rather  uncomfortable  at  the  prospect  of 
being  separated  from  all  his  new  friends  as  soon 
as  the  session  should  be  over.  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon had  asked  him  to  make  another,  visit  to 
county  Mayo,  but  that  he  had  declined.  Lady 
Laura  had  said  something  to  him  about  going 
abroad  with  i:er  brother,  anfl  since  that  there 
had  sprung  up  a  sort  of  intimacy  between  him 
and  Lord  Cliiltern  ;  but  nothing  had  been  fixed 
about  this  foreign  trip,  and  there  were  pecuniary 
objections  to  it  which  put  it  almost  out  of  his 
power.  The  Christmas  holidays  he  would  of 
course  pass  with  his  family  at  Killaloe,  but  he 
hardly  liked  the  idea  of  hurrying  off  to  Killaloe 
immediately  the  session  should  be  over.  Every 
body  around  him  seemed  to  be  looking  forward 
to  pleasant  leisure  doings  in  the  country.  Men 
talked  about  grouse,  and  of  the  ladies  at  the 
houses  to  which  they  were  going  and  of  the  peo- 
ple whom  they  were  to  meet.  Lady  Laura  had 
said  nothing  of  her  own  movements  for  the  early 
autumn,  and  no  invitation  had  come  to  him  to 
go  to  the  earl's  country  house.  He  had  already 
felt  that  every  one  would  depart  and  that  he 
would  be  left,  and  this  had  made  him  uncom- 
fortable. What  was  he  to  do  with  the  invitation 
from  Mr.  Kennedy?  He  disliked  the  man,  and 
had  told  himself  half  a  dozen  times  that  he  de- 
spised him.  Of  course  he  must  refuse  it.  Even 
for  the  sake  of  the  scenery,  and  the  grouse,  and 
the  pleasant  party,  and  the  feeling  that  going  to 
Loughlinter  in  August  would  be  the  proper  sort 
of  thing  to  do,  he  must  refuse  it !  Put  it  occur- 
red to  him  at  last  that  he  would  call  in  Portman 
Square  before  he  wrote  his  note. 

"Of  course  you  will  go,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
in  her  most  decided  tone. 

"  And  why?" 

"  In  the  first  place  it  is  civil  in  him  to  ask 
you,  and  why  should  you  be  uncivil  in  return  ?" 


"There  is  nothing  uncivil  in  not  accepting  a 
man's  invitation,"  said  Phineas. 

"We  are  going,"  said  Lady  Laura,  "and  I 
can  only  say  that  I  shall  be  disappointed  if  you 
do  not  go  too.  Both  Mr.  Gresham  and  Mr. 
Monk  will  be  there,  and  I  believe  they  have  never 
stayed  together  in  the  same  house  before.  I 
have  no  doubt  there  are  a  dozen  men  on  your 
side  of  the  House  who  would  give  their  eyes  to 
be  there.     Of  course  you  will  go." 

Of  course  he  did  go.  The  note  accepting  Mr. 
Kennedy's  invitation  was  written  at  the  Reform 
Club  within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  his  leaving 
Portman  Square.  He  was  very  careful  in  writ- 
ing to  be  not  more  familiar  or  more  civil  than 
Mr.  Kennedy  had  been  to  himself,  and  then  he 
signed  himself  "  Yours  truly,  Phineas  Finn." 
But  another  proposition  was  made  to  him,  and 
a  most  charming  proposition,  during  the  few 
minutes  that  he  remained  in  Portman  Square. 
"  I  am  so  glad,"  said  Lady  Laura,  "  because  I 
can  now  ask  you  to  run  down  to  us  at  Saulsby 
for  a  couple  of  days  on  your  way  to  Loughlinter. 
Till  this  was  fixed  I  couldn't  ask  you  to  come 
all  the  way  to  Saulsby  for  two  days ;  and  there 
won't  be  room  for  more  between  our  leaving 
London  and  starting  to  Loughlinter."  Phineas 
swore  that  he  would  have  gone  if  it  had  been 
but  for  one  hour,  and  if  Saulsby  had  been  twice 
the  distance.  "Very  well;  come  on  the  13th 
and  go  on  the  15th.  You  must  go  on  the  15th, 
unless  you  choose  to  stay  with  the  housekeeper. 
And  remember,  Mr.  Finn,  we  have  got  no  grouse 
at  Saulsby."  Phineas  declared  that  he  did  not 
care  a  straw  for  grouse. 

There  was  another  little  occurrence  which 
happened  before  Phineas  left  London,  and  which 
was  not  altogether  so  charming  as  his  prospects 
at  Saulsby  and  Loughlinter.  Early  in  August, 
when  the  session  was  still  incomplete,  he  dined 
with  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  at  the  Reform  Club. 
Laurence  had  specially  invited  him  to  do  so,  and 
made, very  much  of  him  on  the  occasion.  "  By 
George,  my  dear  fellow,"  Laurence  said  to  him 
that  morning,  "nothing  has  happened  to  me 
this  session  that  has  given  me  so  much  pleasure 
as  your  being  in  the  House.  Of  course  there 
are  fellows  with  whom  one  is  very  intimate  and 
of  whom  one  is  very  fond — and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  But  most  of  these  Englishmen  on  our 
side  are  such  cold  fellows  ;  or  else  they  are  like 
Ratler  and  Barrington  Erie,  thinking  of  nothing 
but  politics.  And  then  as  to  ouV  own  men — 
there  are  so  many  of  them  one  can  hardly  trust ! 
That's  the  truth  of  it.  Your  being  in  the  House 
has  been  such  a  comfort  to  me  !"  Phineas,  who 
really  liked  his  friend  Laurence,  expressed  him- 
self very  warmly  in  answer  to  this,  and  became 
affectionate,  and  made  sundry  protestations  of 
friendship  which  were  perfectly  sincere.  Their 
sincerity  was  tested  after  dinner,  when  Fitzgib- 
bon, as  they  were  seated  on  a  sofa  in  the  corner 
of  the  smoking-room,  asked  Phineas  to  put  his 
name  to  the  back  of  a  bill  for  two  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  at  six  months'  date. 

"  But,  my  dear  Laurence,"  said  Phineas, 
"two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  is  a  sum  of  mon- 
ey utterly  beyond  my  reach." 

"  E.xactly,  my  dear  boy,  and  that's  why  I've 
come  to  you.  D'ye  think  I'd  have  asked  any 
body  who  by  any  inijjossibility  might  have  been 
made  to  pay  any  thing  for  me?" 
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"But  what's  the  use  of  it  then?" 

"  All  the  use  in  the  world.  It's  for  me  to 
judge  of  the  use,  you  know.  Why,  d'ye  think 
I'd  ask  it  if  it  wasn't  of  use  ?  I'll  make  it  of 
use,  my  boy.  And  take  my  word,  you'll  never 
liear  about  it  again.  It's  just  a  forestalling  of 
my  .salary  ;  that's  all.  I  wouldn't  do  it  till  I 
saw  that  we  were  at  least  safe  for  six  months  to 
come."  Then  Phineas  Finn  with  many  mis- 
givings, with  much  inward  hatred  of  himself 
for  his  own  weakness,  did  put  his  name  on  the 
back  of  the  bill  which  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  had 
prepared  for  his  signature. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

SATJLSBT      WOOD. 

"So  you  won't  come  to  Moydrum  again?" 
said  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  to  his  friend. 

"Nofthis  autumn,  Laurence.  Your  father 
would  think  that  I  want  to  live  there." 

"  Bedad,  it's  my  father  would  be  glad  to  see 
you — and  the  oftener  the  better." 

"  The  fact  is,  my  time  is  filled  up." 

' '  You're  not  going  to  be  one  of  the  party  at 
Loughlinter?" 

"I  believe  I  am.  Kennedy  asked  me,  and 
people  seem  to  think  that  every  body  is  to  do 
what  he  bids  them." 

"I  should  think  so  too.  I  wish  he  had  asked 
me.  I  should  have  thought  it  as  good  as  a  promise 
of  an  under-secretaryship.  All  the  Cabinet  are 
to  be  there.  I  don't  suppose  he  ever  had  an 
Irishman  in  his  house  before.  When  do  you 
start  ?" 

"  Well— on  the  12th  or  13th.  I  believe  I  shall 
go  to  Saulsby  on  my  way  " 

"  The  devil  you  will !  Upon  my  word,  Phin- 
eas, my  boy,  you're  the  luckiest  fellow  I  know. 
This  is  your  first  year,  and  you're  asked  to  the 
two  most  difficult  houses  in  England.  You  have 
only  10  look  out  for  an  heiress  now.  There  is 
little  Vi  Effingham — she  is  sure  to  be  at  Saulsby. 
Good-bye,  old  fellow.  Don't  you  be  in  the  least 
unhappy  about  the  bill..  I'll  see  to  making  that 
all  right." 

Phineas  was  rather  unhappy  about  the  bill ; 
but  there  was  so  much  that  was  pleasant  in  his 
cup  at  the  present  moment,  that  he  resolved,  as 
far  as  possible,  to  ignore  the  bitter  of  that  one 
ingredient.  He  was  a  little  in  the  dark  as  to 
two  or  three  matters  respecting  these  coming 
visits.  He  would  have  liked  to  have  taken  a 
sert'ant  with  him ;  but  he  had  no  servant,  and 
felt  ashamed  to  hire  one  for  the  occasion.  And 
then  he  was  in  trouble  about  a  gun,  and  the  para- 
phernalia of  shooting.  He  was  not  a  bad  shot 
at  snipe  in  the  bogs  of  county  Clare,  but  he 
had  never  even  seen  a  gun  used  in  England. 
However,  he  bought  himself  a  gun,  with  other 
paraphernalia,  and  took  a  license  for  himself, 
and  then  groaned  over  the  expense  to  which  he 
found  that  his  journey  would  subject  him.  And 
at  last  he  hired  a  servant  for  the  occasion.  He 
was  intensely  ashamed  of  himself  when  he  had 
done  so,  hating  himself,  and  telling  himself  that 
he  was  going  to  the  devil  headlong.  And  why 
had  he  done  it  ?  Not  that  Lady  Laura  would 
like  him  the  better,  or  that  she  would  care 
whether  he  had  a  servant  or  not.  She  probably 
would  know  nothing  of  his  servant.     But  the 


people  about  her  would  know,  and  he  was  fool- 
ishly anxious  that  the  people  about  her  should 
think  that  he  was  worthy  of  her. 

Then  he  called  on  Mr.  Low  before  he  started. 
"  I  did  not  like  to  leave  London  without  seeing 
you," he  said;  "but  I  know  you  will  have 
nothing  pleasant  to  say  to  me."  - 

"I  shall  say  nothing  unpleasant  certainly.  I 
see  your  name  in  the  divisions,  and  I  feel  a  sort 
of  envy  myself." 

"  Any  fool  could  go  into  a  lobby,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"To  tell  you  the  truth,  I  have  been  gratified 
to  see  that  you  have  had  the  patience  to  abstain 
from  speaking  till  you  had  looked  about  you.  It 
was  more  than  I  expected  from  your  hot  Irish 
blood.  Going  to  meet  Mr.  Gresham  and  Mr. 
Monk,  are  you  ?  Well,  I  hope  you  may  meet 
them  in  the  Cftbinet  some  day.  Mind  you  come 
and  see  me  when  Parliament  meets  in  Feb- 
ruary." 

Mrs.  Bunce  was  delighted  when  she  found  that 
Phineas  had  hired  a  servant ;  but  Mr.  Bunce 
predicted  nothing  but  evil  from  so  vain  an  ex- 
pense. "  Don't  tell  me ;  where  is  it  to  come 
from  ?  He  ain't  no  richer  because  he's  in  Par- 
liament. There  ain't  no  wages.  M.P.  and  M. 
T." — whereby  Mr.  Bunce,  I  fear,  meant  empty — 
"  are  pretty  much  alike  when  a  man  hasn't  a  for- 
tune at  his  back."  "  But  he's  going  to  stay  with 
all  the  lords  in  the  Cabinet,"  said  Mrs.  Bunce,  to 
whom  Phineas,  in  his  pride,  had  confided  per- 
haps more  than  was  necessary.  "  Cabinet,  in- 
deed," said  Bunce;  "if  he'd  stick  to  chambers 
and  let  alone  cabinets,  he'd  do  a  deal  better. 
Given  up  his  rooms,  has  he — till  February  ?  He 
don't  expect  we're  going  to  keep  them  empty  for 
him !" 

Phineas  found  that  the  house  was  full  at 
Saulsby,  although  the  sojourn  of  the  visitors 
would  necessarily  be  so  shoi't.  There  were  three 
or  four  there  on  their  way  on  to  Loughlinter,  like 
himself — Mr.  Bonteen  and  Mr.  Ratler,  with  Mr. 
Palliser,  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  and 
his  wife — and  there  was  Violet  Effingham,  who, 
however,  was  not  going  to  Loughlinter.  "No, 
indeed,"  she  said  to  our  hero,  who  on  the  first 
evening  had  the  pleasure  of  taking  her  in  to  din- 
ner, "  unfortunately  I  haven't  a  seat  in  Par- 
liament, and  therefore  I  am  not  asked." 

"Lady  Laura  is  going." 

"  Yes ;  but  Lady  Laura  has  a  Cabinet  Min- 
ister in  her  keeping.  I've  only  one  comfort — 
you'll  be  awfully  dull." 

"  I  dare  say  it  would  be  very  much  nicer  to 
stay  here,"  said  Phineas. 

"If  you  want  to  know  my  real  mind,"  said 
Violet,  "  I  would  give  one  of  my  little  fingers  to 
go.  There  will  be  four  Cabinet  Ministers  in  the 
house,  and  four  nn-Cabinet  Ministers,  and  half  a 
dozen  other  members  of  Parliament,  and  there  will 
be  Lady  Glencora  Palliser,  who  is  the  best  fun 
in  the  world  ;  and,  in  point  of  fact,  it's  the  thing 
of  the  year.  But  I  am  not  asked.  You  see  I  be- 
long to  the  Baldock  faction,  and  we  don't  sit  on 
your  side  of  the  House.  Mr.  Kennedy  thinks 
that  I  should  tell  secrets." 

Why  on  earth  had  Mr.  Kennedy  invited  him, 
Phineas  Finn,  to  meet  four  Cabinet  Ministers 
and  Lady  Glencora  Palliser?  He  could  only 
have  done  so  at  the  instance  of  Lady  Laura 
Standish.     It  was  delightful  for  Phineas  to  think 
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that  Lady  Laura  cared  for  him  so  deeply;  but 
it  was  not  equally  delightful  when  he  remember- 
fd  how  very  close  must  be  tiie  alliance  between 
Mr.  Kennedy  and  Lady  Laura,  when  she  was 
thus  powerful  with  him. 

At  Saulsby  Phineas  did  not  see  much  of  his 
hostess.  When  they  were  making  their  plans 
for  the  one  entire  day  of  this  visit,  she  said  a 
soft  word  of  apology  to  him — "I  am  so  busy 
with  all  these  people,  that  I  hardly  know  what  I 
am  doing.  But  we  shall  be  able  to  find  a  quiet 
minute  or  two  at  Loughlinter — unless,  indeed, 
you  intend  to  be  on  the  mountains  all  day.  I 
suppose  you  have  brought  a  gun  like  everv  body 
else?" 

"Yes;  I  have  brought  a  gun.  I  do  shoot; 
but  I  am  not  an  inveterate  sportsman." 

On  that  one  day  there  was  a  great  riding-party 
made  up,  and  Phineas  found  luQiself  mounted, 
after  luncheon,  with  some  dozen  other  eques- 
trians. Among  them  were  Miss  Effingham  and 
Lady  Glencora,  Mr.  Ratler  and  the  Earl  of 
Brentford  himself.  Lady  Glencora,  whose  hus- 
band was,  as  has  been  said,  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer,  and  who  was  still  a  young  woman, 
and  a  very  pretty  woman,  had  taken  lately  very 
strongly  to  politics,  which  she  discussed  among 
men  and  women  of  both  parties  with  something 
more  than  ordinary  audacity.  "What  a  nice, 
happy,lazy  time  you've  had  of  it  since  you've  been 
in,"  said  she  to  the  earl. 

"  I  hope  we  have  been  more  happy  than  lazy, " 
said  the  earl. 

"  But  you've  done  nothing.  ]Mr.  Palliser  has 
twenty  schemes  of  reform,  all  mature ;  but 
among  you  you've  not  let  him  bring  in  one  of 
them.  The 'duke  and  Mr.  Mildmay  and  you 
will  break  his  heart  among  you." 
"Poor  Mr.  Palliser!" 

"The  truth  is,  if  j'ou  don't  take  care  he  and 
Mr.  Monk  and  Mr.  Gresbam  will  arise  and  shake 
themselves,  and  turn  you  all  out." 

"  We  must  look  to  ourselves,  Lady  Glencora." 
"Indeed,  yes;  or  you  will  be  known  to  all 
posterity  as  the  faineant  government." 

"Let  me  tell  you,  Lady  Glencora,  that  a 
faineant  government  is  not  the  worst  govern- 
ment that  England  can  have.  It  has  been  the 
great  fault  of  our  politicians  that  they  have  all 
wanted  to  do  something. " 

"Mr.  Mildmay  is  at  any  rate  innocent  of  that 
charge,"  said  Lady  Glencora. 

They  were  now  riding  through  a  vast  wood, 
and  Phineas  found  himself  delightfully  establish- 
ed by  the  side  of  Violet  Effingham.  "Mr.  Rat- 
ler has  been  explaining  to  me  tliat  he  must  liave 
nineteen  next  session.  Now,  if  I  were  you,  Mr. 
Finn,  I  would  decline  to  be  counted  up  in  that 
way  as  one  of  Mr.  Ratlor's  sheep." 
"But  what  am  I  to  do  ?" 
"Do  something  on  3'our  own  hook.  You  men 
in  Parliament  are  so  much  like  sheep !  If  one 
jumps  at  a  gap,  all  go  after  him — and  then  you 
are  penned  into  lobbies,  and  then  you  are  fed, 
and  then  you  are  fleeced.  I  wish  I  were  in 
Parliament.  I'd  get  up  in  the  middle  and  make 
such  a  speech.  You  all  seem  to  me  to  be  so 
much  afraid  of  one  another  that  you  don't  quite 
dare  to  speak  out.  Do  you  see  that  cottage 
there  ?" 

"  What  a  pretty  cottage  it  is  !" 

"Yes;  is  it  not?    Twelve  years  ago  I  took 


off  my  shoes  and  stockings  and  had  them  dried 
in  that  cottage,  and  when  I  got  back  to  the  house 
I  was  put  to  bed  for  having  been  out  all  day  in 
the  wood." 

"Were  you  wandering  about  alone?" 

"No,  I  wasn't  alone.  Oswald  Standish  was 
with  me.  We  were  children  then.  Do  you 
know  him  ?" 

"Lord  Chiltern ;  yes,  I  know  him.  He  and 
I  have  been  rather  friends  this  year." 

"  He  is  very  good ;  is  he  not  ?" 

"  Good — in  what  way?" 

"  Honest  and  generous." 

"I  know  no  man  who  I  believe  to«be  more 
so." 

"And  he  is  clever?"  asked  Miss  Effingham. 

"Very  clever.  That  is,  he  talks  very  well  if 
you  will  let  him  talk  after  his  own  fashion. 
You  would  always  fancy  that  he  was  going  to 
eat  you  ;  but  that  is  his  way." 

"  And  you  like  him  ?" 

"  Very  much." 

"I  am  so  glad  to  hear  you  say  so." 

"  Is  he  a  favorite  of  yours,  Miss  Effingham  ?" 

"Not  now — not  particularly.  I  hardly  ever 
see  him.  But  his  sister  is  the  best  friend  I  have, 
and  I  used  to  like  him  so  much  when  he  was  a 
boy !  I  have  not  seen  that  cottage  since  that 
day,  and  I  remember  it  as  though  it  were  yester- 
day. Lord  Chiltern  is  quite  changed,  is  he 
not  ?" 

"Changed — in  what  way?" 

"They  used  to  say  that  he  was — unsteady,  you 
know." 

"I  think  he  is  changed.  But  Chiltern  is  at 
heart  a  Bohemian.  It  is  impossible  not  to  see 
that  at  once.     He  hates  the  decencies  of  life." 

"I  su])pose  he  does,"  said  Violet.  "He 
ought  to  marry.  If  he  were  married,  that  would 
all  be  cured  ;  don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"I  can  not  fancy  him  with  a  wife,"  said  Phin- 
,eas.  "There  is  a  savagery  about  him  which 
would  make  him  an  uncomfortable  companion 
for  a  woman." 

"But  he  would  love  his  wife  ?" 

"Yes — as  he  does  his  horses.  And  he  would 
treat  her  well — as  he  does  his  horses.  But  he 
expects  every  horse  he  has  to  do  any  thing  that 
any  horse  can  do ;  and  he  would  expect  the  same 
of  bis  wife." 

Phineas  had  no  idea  how  deep  an  injury  he 
might  be  doing  his  friend  by  this  description, 
nor  did  it  once  occur  to  him  that  his  companion 
was  thinking  of  herself  as  the  possible  wife  of 
this  Red  Indian.  •  Miss  Effingham  rode  on  in 
silence  for  some  distance,  and  then  she  said  but 
one  word  more  about  Lord  Chiltern.  "  He  was 
so  good  to  me  in  that  cottage." 

On  the  following  day  the  party  at  Saulsby 
was  broken  up,  and  there  was  a  regular  pilgrim- 
age toward  Loughlinter.  Phineas  resolved  upon 
sleeping  a  night  at  Edinburgh  on  his  way,  and 
he  found  himself  joined  in  the  bands  of  close 
companionship  with  Mr.  Ratler  for  the  occasion. 
The  evening  was  by  no  means  tlirown  away,  for 
he  learned  much  of  his  trade  from  Mr.  Ratler. 
And  Mr.  Ratler  was  heard  to  declare  afterward 
at  Loughlinter  that  Mr.  Finn  was  a  pleasant 
young  man. 

It  soon  came  to  be  admitted  by  all  who  knew 
Phineas  Finn  that  he  had  a  peculiar  power  of 
making  himself  agreeable  which  no  one  knew 
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how  to  analyze  or  define.  "  I  think  it  is  because 
he  listens  so  well,"  said  one  man.  "But  the 
women  would  not  like  him  for  that,"  said  another. 
"  He  has  studied  when  to  listen  and  when  to 
talk,"  said  a  third.  The  truth,  however,  was, 
that  Phineas  Finn  had  made  no  study  iti  the 
matter  at  all.  It  was  simply  his  nature  to  be 
pleasant. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

LOUGHLINTER. 

Phineas  Finn  reached  Loughlinter  together 
with  Mr.  Ratler  in  a  post-chaise  from  the  neigh- 
boring town.  Mr.  Ratler,  who  had  done  this  kind 
of  thing  very  often  before,  traveled  without  im- 
pediments, but  the  new  servant  of  our  hero's  was 
stuck  outside  with  the  driver,  and  was  in  the 
way.  "  I  never  bring  a  man  with  me, "  said  Mr. 
Ratler  to  his  young  friend.  ' '  The  servants  of  the 
house  like  it  much  better,  because  they  get  fee'd ; 
vou  are  just  as  well  waited  on,  and  it  don't  cost 
half  as  much."  Phineas  blushed  as  he  heard  all 
this ;  but  there  was  the  impediment,  not  to  be 
got  rid  of  for  the  nonce,  and  Phineas  made  the 
best  of  his  attendant.  "  It  is  one  of  those 
points,"  said  he,  "as  to  which  a  man  never 
quite  makes  up  his  mind.  If  you  bring  a  fellow, 
you  wish  you  hadn't  brought  him  ;  and  if  you 
don't,  you  wish  you  had."  "  I'm  a  great  deal 
more  decided  in  my  ways  than  that,"  said  Mr. 
Ratler. 

Loughlinter,  as  they  approached  it,  seemed 
to  Phineas  to  be  a  much  finer  place  than  Sauls- 
by.  And  so  it  was,  except  that  Loughlinter 
wanted  that  graceful  beauty  of  age  which  Sauls- 
by  possessed.  Loughlinter  was  all  of  cut  stone, 
but  the  stones  had  been  cut  only  yesterday.  It 
stood  on  a  gentle  slope,  with  a  greensward  fall- 
ing from  the  front  entrance  down  to  a  mount- 
ain lake.  And  on  the  other  side  of  the  Lough 
there  rose  a  mighty  mountain  to  the  skies,  Ben 
Linter.  At  the  foot  of  it,  and  all  around  to  the 
left,  there  ran  the  woods  of  Linter,  stretching  for 
miles  through  crags  and  bogs  and  mountain 
lands.  No  better  ground  for  deer  than  the  side 
of  Ben  Linter  was  there  in  all  those  highlands. 
And  the  Linter,  rushing  down  into  the  Lough 
through  rocks  which,  in  some  places,  almost  met 
together  above  its  waters,  ran  so  near  to  the  house 
that  the  pleasant  noise  of  its  c^aracts  could  be 
heard  from  the  hall  door.  Behind  the  house 
the  expanse  of  drained  pai'k  land  seemed  to 
he  interminable;  and  then,  again,  came  the 
mountains.  There  were  Ben  Linn  and  Ben 
Lody,  and  the  whole  territory  belonged  to  Mr. 
Kennedy.  He  was  Laird  of  Linn  and  Laird  of 
Linter,  as  his  people  used  to  say.  And  yet  his 
father  had  walked  into  Glasgow  as  a  little  boy 
— no  doubt  with  the  normal  half-crown  in  his 
breeches  pocket. 

"Magnificent — is  it  not?"  said  Phineas  to  the 
Treasury  Secretary,  as  they  were  being  driven 
up  to  the  door. 

"  Very  grand ;  but  the  young  trees  show  the 
now  man.  A  new  man  may  buy  a  forest ;  but 
he  can't  get  park  trees." 

Phineas,  at  the  moment,  was  thinking  how 
far  all  these  things  which  he  saw,  the  mountains 
stretching  everywhere  around  him,  tlie  castle, 
trie  lake,  the  river,  the  wealth  of  it  all,  and,  more 


than  the  wealth,  the  nobility  of  the  beauty,  might 
act  as  temptations  to  Lady  Laura  Siandish.  If 
a  woman  were  asked  to  have  the  half  of  all  this, 
would  it  be  possible  that  she  should  prefer  to 
take  the  half  of  his  nothing?  He  thought  it 
might  be  possible  for  a  girl  who  would  confess, 
or  seem  to  confess,  that  love  should  be  every 
thing.  But  it  could  hardly  be  possible  for  a 
woman  who  looked  at  the  world  almost  as  a 
man  looked  at  it — as  an  oyster  to  be  opened 
with  such  weapon  as  she  could  find  ready  to  her 
hand.  Lady  Laura  professed  to  have  a  care  for 
all  the  affairs  of  the  world.  She  loved. politics, 
and  could  talk  of  social  science,  and  had  broad 
ideas  about  religion,  and  was  devoted  to  certain 
educational  views.  Such  a  woman  would  feel 
that  wealth  was  necessary  to  her,  and  would  be 
willing,  for  the  sake  of  wealth,  to  put  up  with  a 
husband  without  romance.  Nay  ;  might  it  not 
be  that  she  would  prefer  a  husband  without  ro- 
mance ?  Thus  Phineas  was  arguing  to  himself 
as  he  was  driven  up  to  the  door  of  Loughlinter 
Castle,  while  Mr.  Ratler  was  eloquent  on  the 
beauty  of  old  park  trees.  "After  all,  a  Scotch 
forest  is  a  very  scrubby  sort  of  thing,"  said  Mr. 
Ratler. 

There  was  nobody  in  the  house — at  least, 
they  found  nobody ;  and  within  half  an  hour 
Phineas  was  walking  about  the  grounds  by  him- 
self. Mr.  Ratler  had  declared  himself  to  be  de- 
lighted at  having  an  opportunity  of  writing  letters 
— and  no  doubt  was  writing  them  by  the  dozen, 
all  dated  from  Loughlinter,  and  all  detailing  the 
facts  that  Mr.  Gresham,  and  Mr.  Monk,  and 
Plantagenet  Palliser,  and  Lord  Brentford  were 
in  the  same  house  with  him.  Phineas' had  no 
letters  to  write,  and  therefore  rushed  down  across 
the  broad  lawn  to  the  river,  of  which  he  heard 
the  noisy  tumbling  waters.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  air  which  immediately  filled  him 
with  high  spirits;  and,  in  his  desire  to  investi- 
gate the  glories  of  the  place,  he  forgot  that  he 
was  going  to  dine  with  four  Cabinet  Ministers 
in  a  row.  He  soon  reached  the  stream,  and  be- 
gan to  make  his  way  up  it  through  the  ravine. 
There  was  water-fall  over  water-fall,  and  there 
were  little  bridges  here  and  there  which  looked 
to  be  half  natural  and  half  artificial,  and  a  path 
which  required  that  you  should  climb,  but 
which  was  yet  a  path,  and  all  was  so  arranged 
that  not  a  pleasant  plashing  of  the  waters  was 
lost  to  the  visitor.  He  went  on  and  on,  up  the 
stream,  till  there  was  a  sharp  turn  in  the  ravine, 
and  then,  looking  upward,  he  saw  above  his 
head  a  man  and  a  woman  standing  together  on 
one  of  the  little  half-made  wooden  bridges.  His 
eyes  were  sharp,  and  he  saw  at  a  glance  that 
j  the  woman  was  Lady  Laura  Standish.  He  had 
not  recognized  the  man,  but  he  had  very  little 
I  doubt  that  it  was  Mr.  Kennedy.  Of  course  it 
was  Mr.  Kennedy,  because  he  would  prefer  that 
it  should  be  any  other  man  nnder  the  sun*  He 
would  have  turned  back  at  once  if  be  had  thought 
that  he  could  have  done  so  without  being  ob- 
served ;  but  he  felt  sure  that,  standing  as  they 
were,  they  must  have  observed  him.  He  did 
not  like  to  join  them.  He  wotild  not  intrude 
himself.  So  he  remained  still,  and  began  to 
throw  stones  into  the  river.  But  he  had  not 
thrown  above  a  stone  or  two  when  he  was  called 
from  above.  He  looked  up,  and  then  he  per- 
ceived that  the  man  who  called  him  was  his  host. 
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Of  course  it  was  Mr.  Kennedy.  Thereupon  he 
ceased  to  throw  stones,  and  went  up  the  path, 
and  joined  them  upon  the  bridge.  Mr.  Kenne- 
dy stepped  forward,  and  bade  him  welcome  to 
Loughlinter.  His  manner  was  less  cold,  and  he 
Bcemed  to  have  more  words  at  command  than 
was  usual  with  him.  "You  have  not  been 
long,"  he  said,  "  in  finding  out  the  most  beauti- 
ful spot  about  the  place." 

"Is  it  not  lovely?"  said  Lady  Laura.  "  We 
have  not  been  here  an  hour  yet,  and  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy insisted  on  bringing  me  here." 

"  It  is  wonderfully  beautiful,"  said  Phineas. 

"It  is  this  very  spot  where  we  now  stand  that 
made  me  build  the  house  where  it  is,"  said  Mr. 
Kennedy,  "  and  I  was  only  eighteen  when  I 
stood  here  and  made  up  my  mind.  That  is 
just  twenty-five  years  ago."  "So  he  is  forty- 
three,"  said  Phineas  to  himself,  thinking  how 
glorious  it  was  to  be  only  twenty-five.  "And 
within  twelve  months,"  continued  Mr.  Kenne- 
dy, "the  foundations  were  being  dug  and  the 
stone-cutters  were  at  work." 

"  What  a  good-natured  man  your  father  must 
have  been,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"He  had  nothing  else  to  do  with  his  money 
but  to  pour  it  over  my  head,  as  it  were.  I  don't 
think  he  had  any  other  enjoyment  of  it  himself. 
Will  you  go  a  little  higher.  Lady  Laura  ?  We 
shall  get  a  fine  view  over  to  Ben  Linn  just  now." 
Lady  Laura  declared  that  she  would  go  as  much 
higher  as  he  chose  to  take  her,  and  Phineas 
was  rather  in  doubt  as  to  what  it  would  become 
him  to  do.  He  would  stay  where  he  was,  or  go 
down,  or  make  himself  to  vanish  after  any  most 
acceptaiile  fashion  ;  but  if  he  were  to  do  so  ab- 
ruptly it  would  seem  as  though  he  were  attribut- 
ing something  special  to  the  companionship  of 
the  other  two.  Mr.  Kennedy  saw  his  doubt,  and 
asked  him  to  join  them.  "You  may  as  well 
come  on,  Mr.  Finn.  We  don't  dine  till  eight, 
and  it  is  not  much  past  six  yet.  The  men  of 
business  are  all  writing  letters,  and  the  ladies 
who  have  been  traveling  are  in  bed,  I  believe." 

"Not  all  of  them,  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Lady 
Laura.  Then  they  went  on  with  their  walk  very 
pleasantly,  and  the  lord  of  all  that  they  surveyed 
took  them  from  one  point  of  vantage  to  another, 
till  they  both  swore  that  of  all  spots  upon  the 
earth  Loughlinter  was  surely  the  most  lovely. 
"I  do  delight  in  it,  I  own,"  said  the  lord. 
"When  I  come  up  here  alone,  and  feel  that  in 
the  midst  of  this  little  bit  of  a  crowded  island  I 
have  all  this  to  myself — all  this  with  which  no 
other  man's  wealth  can  interfere — I  grow  proud 
of  my  own,  till  I  become  thoroughly  ashamed  of 
myself.  After  all,  I  believe  it  is  better  to  dwell 
in  cities  than  in  the  country — better,  at  any  rate, 
for  a  rich  man."  Mr.  Kennedy  had  now  spo- 
ken more  words  than  Phineas  had  heard  to  fall 
from  his  lips  during  the  whole  time  that  they 
had  l^en  acquainted  with  each  other. 

"I  believe  so  too,"  said  Laura,  "  if  one  were 
obliged  to  choose  between  the  two.  For  myself, 
I  think  that  a  little  of  both  is  good  for  man  and 
woman." 

"There  is  no  doubt  about  that,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"No  doubt  as  far  as  enjoyment  goes,"  said 
^!r.  Kennedy. 

He  took  them  up  out  of  the  ravine  on  to  the 
bide  of  the  mountain,  and  then  down  by  another 


path  through  the  woods  to  the  back  of  the 
house.  As  they  went  he  relapsed  into  his  usual 
silence,  and  the  conversation  was  kept  up  be- 
tween the  other  two.  At  a  ])oint  not  very  far 
from  the  castle — just  so  far  that  one  could  see 
by  the  break  of  the  ground  where  the  castle 
stood,  Kennedy  left  them.  "Mr.  Finn  will 
take  you  back  in  safety,  I  am  sure,"  said  he, 
"  and,  as  I  am  here,  I'll  go  up  to  the  farm  for  a 
moment.  If  I  don't  show  myself  now  and  again 
when  I  am  here,  they  think  I'm  indiflferent  about 
the  '  bestials.'  " 

"Now,  Mr.  Kennedy,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
"you  are  going  to  pretend  to  understand  all 
about  sheep  and  oxen."  Mr.  Kennedy,  owning 
that  it  was  so,  went  away  to  his  farm,  and  Phin- 
eas with  Lady  Laura  returned  toward  the  house. 
"I  think,  upon  the  whole,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
"that  that  is  as  good  a  man  as  I  know." 

"  I  should  think  he  is  an  idle  one,"?aid  Phin- 
eas. 

"  I  doubt  that.  He  is  pei'haps  neither  zealous 
nor  active.  But  he  is  thoughtful  and  high- 
principled,  and  has  a  method  and  a  purpose  in 
the  use  which  he  makes  of  his  money.  And  you 
see  that  he  has  poetry  in  his  nature  too,  if  you 
get  him  upon  the  right  string.  How  fond  he  is 
of  the  scenery  of  this  place  !" 

"Any  man  would  be  fond  of  that.  I'm 
ashamed  to  say  that  it  almost  makes  me  envy 
him.  Icertainly  never  have  wished  to  be  Mr.  Rob- 
ert Kennedy  in  London,  but  I  should  like  to  be 
the  Laird  of  Loughlinter." 

"  '  Laird  of  Linn  and  Laird  of  Linter — Here 
in  summer,  gone  in  winter.'  There  is  some  bal- 
lad about  the  old  lairds ;  but  that  belongs  to  a 
time  when  Mr.  Kennedy  had  not  been  heard  of, 
when  some  branch  of  the  Mackenzies  lived  down 
at  that  wretched  old  tower  which  you  see  as  you 
first  come  upon  the  lake.  When  old  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy bought  it  there  were  hardly  a  hundred 
acres  on  the  property  under  cultivation." 

"  And  it  belonged  to  the  Mackenzies  ?"  ' 

"Yes;  to  the  Mackenzie  of  Linn,  as  he  was 
called.  It  was  Mr.  Kennedy,  the  old  man,  who 
was  first  called  Loughlinter.  That  is  Linn  Cas- 
tle, and  they  lived  there  for  hundreds  of  yeai"s. 
But  these  Highlanders,  with  all  that  is  said  of 
their  family  pride,  have  forgotten  the  Mackenzies 
already,  and  are  quite  proud  of  their  rich  land- 
lord." 

"  That  is  unHpetical,"  said  Phineas. 

"Yes;  but  then  poetry  is  so  usually  false.  I 
doubt  whether  Scotland  would  not  have  been  as 
prosaic  a  country  as  any  under  the  sun  but  for 
Walter  Scott ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  Henry 
V.  owes  the  romance  of  his  character  altogether 
to  Shakspeare." 

"I  sometimes  think  you  despise  poetry,  "  said 
Phineas. 

"  When  it  isf  alse  I  do.  The  difficulty  is  to 
know  when  it  is  false  and  when  it  is  true.  Tom 
Moore  was  always  false." 

"Not  so  false'  as  Byron,"  said  Phineas  with 
energy. 

"  Much  more  so,  my  friend.  But  we  will  not 
discuss  that  now.  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Monk 
since  you  have  been  here  ?" 

"I  have  seen  no  one.  I  came  with  Mr. 
Rathr." 

"Why  with  Mr.  Ratlcr?  You  can  not  fir.d 
Mr.  Ratier  a  companion  much  to  your  taste." 
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"  Chance  brought  us  together;  But  Mr.  Rat- 
ler  is  a  man  of  sense,  Lady  Laura,  and  is  not  to 
be  despised." 

"  It  always  seems  to  me,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
"that  nothing  is  to  be  gained  in  politics  by  sitting 
at  the  feet  of  the  little  Gamaliels." 

"  But  the  great  Gamaliels  will  not  have  a  nov- 
ice on  their  footstools." 

"  Then  sit  at  no  man's  feet.  Is  it  not  astonish- 
ing that  the  price  generally  put  upon  any  article 
by  the  world  is  that  which  the  owner  puts  on  it  ? 
and  that  this  is  specially  true  of  a  man's  own 
self?  If  you  herd  with  Ratler,  men  will  take  it 
for  granted  that  you  are  a  Ratlerite,  and  no  more. 
If  you  consort  with  Greshams  and  Pallisers,  you 
will  equally  be  supposed  to  know  your  own  | 
place."  j 

"  I  never  knew  a  Mentor,"  said  Phineas,  "so 
apt  as  you'  are  to  fill  his  Telemachus  with 
pride." 

"It  is  because  I  do  not  think  your  fault  lies 
that  way.  If  it  did,  or  if  I  thought  so,  my  Tele- 
machus, you  may  be  sure  that  I  should  resign 
my  position  as  Mentor.  Here  are  Mr.  Kennedy 
atid  Lady  Glencova  and  Mrs.  Gresham  on  the 
steps."  Then  they  went  up  through  the  Ionic 
columns  on  to  the  brond  stone  terrace  before  the 
door,  and  there  they  found  a  crowd  of  men  and 
women.  For  the  legislators  and  statesmen  had 
written  their  letters,  and  the  ladies  had  taken 
their  necessary  rest. 

Phineas,  as  he  was  dressing,  considered  deeply 
all  that  Lady  Laura  had  said  to  him<  not  so  much 
with  reference  to  the  advice  which  she  had  given 
him,  though  that  also  was  of  importance,  as  to 
the  fact  that  it  had  been  given  by  her.  She  had 
first  called  herself  his  Mentor ;  but  he  had  accept- 
ed the  name  and  had  addressed  her  as  her  Tele- 
machus. And  yet  he  believed  himself  to  be  older  i 
than  she,  if,  indeed,  there  was  any  difference  in 
their  ages.  And  was  it  possible  that  a  female  j 
Mentor  should  love  her  Telemachus,  should  love 
him  as  Phineas  desired  to  be  loved  by  Lady  ( 
Laura  ?  He  would  not  say  that  it  was  impossible. 
Perhaps  there  had  been  mistakes  between  them  ; 
a  mistake  in  his  manner  of  addressing  her,  and 
another  in  hers  of  addressing  him.  Perhaps  the 
old  bachelor  of  forty-three  was  not  thinking  of 
a  wife.  Had  this  old  bachelor  of  forty-three 
been  really  in  love  with  Lady  Laura,  would  he 
have  allowed  her  to  walk  home  alone  with  Phin- 
eas, leaving  her  with  some  flimsy  pretext  of  hav- 
ing to  look  at  his  sheep  ?  Phineas  resolved  that 
he  must  at  any  rate  play  out  his  game,  whether 
he  were  to  lose  it  or  to  win  it;  and  in  playing  it 
he  must,  if  possible,  drop  something  of  that  Men- 
tor and  Telemachus  style  of  conversation.  As  to 
the  advice  given  him  of  herding  with  Greshams 
and  Pallisers,  instead  of  with  Ratlersand  Fitzgib- 
bons,  he  must  use  that  as  circumstances  might 
direct.  To  him,  himself,  as  he,  thought  of  it  all, 
it  was  sufficiently  astonishing  that  even  the  Rat- 
lers  and  Fitzgibbons  should  admit  him  among 
them  as  one  of  themselves.  "  When  I  think  of 
my  father  and  of  the  old  house  at  Killaloe,  and 
remember  that  hitherto  I  have  done  nothing  my- 
self, I  can  not  understand  how  it  is  that  I  should 
be  at  Loughlinter."  There  wasonlyone  way  of 
understanding  it.  If  Lady  Laura  really  loved 
him,  the  riddle  might  be  read. 

The  rooms  at  Loughlinter  were  splendid,  much 
larger  and  very  much  more  richly  furnished  than 


those  at  Saulsby.  But  there  was  a  certain  stiff- 
ness in  the  movement  of  things,  and  perhaps  in  the 
manner  of  some  of  those  present,  which  was  not 
felt  at  Saulsby.  Phineas  at  once  missed  the 
grace  and  prettiness  and  cheeiT  audacity  of  Vi- 
olet Effingham,  and  felt  at  the  same  time  that 
Violet  EtBngham  would  be  out  of  her  element 
at  Loughlinter.  At  Loughlinter  they  were  met 
for  business.  It  was  at  least  a  semi- political, 
or  perhaps  rather  a  semi-official  gathering,  and 
he  became  aware  that  he  ought  not  to  look  sim- 
ply for  amusement.  When  he  entered  the  draw- 
ing-room before  dinnei-,  Mr.  Monk  and  Mr.  Pal- 
liser,  and  Mr.  Kennedy  and  Mr.  Gresham,  with 
sundry  others,  were  standing  in  a  wide  group 
before  the  fire-place,  and  among  them  were  Lady 
Glencora  Palliser  and  Lady  Laura  and  Mrs.  Bon- 
teen.  As  he  approached  them  it  seemed  as 
though  a  sort  of  opening  was  made  for  himself; 
but  he  could  see,  though  others  did  not,  that  the 
movement  came  from  Lady  Laura. 

"  I  believe,  Mr.  Monk, "  said  Lady  Glencora, 
"  that  you  and  I  are  the  only  two  in  the  whole 
party  who  really  know  what  we  would  be  at." 

"  If  I  must  be  divided  from  so  many  of  my 
friends,"  said  Mr.  Monk,  "  I  am  happy  to  go 
astray  in  the  company  of  Lady  Glencora  Pal- 
liser." 

"And  might  I  ask,"  said  Mr.  Gresham,  with 
a  peculiar  smile  for  which  he  was  famous,  "what 
it  is  that  you  and  Mr.  Monk  are  really  at?" 

"  jNIaking  men  and  women  all  equal,"  said 
Lady  Glencora.  "That  I  take  to  be  the  gist 
of  our  political  theory. " 

.  "Lady  Glencora,  I  must  cry  off","  said  Mr. 
Monk. 

"  Yes — no  doubt.  If  I  were  in  the  Cabinet 
myself  I  should  not  admit  so  much.  There  are 
reticences,  of  course.  And  there  is  an  official 
discretion." 

"  But  you  don't  mean  to  say,  Lady  Glencora,  , 
that  you  would  really  advocate  equality  ?"  said  • 
Mrs.  Bonteen. 

"  I  do  mean  to  say  so,  Mrs.  Bonteen.     And  I 

mean  to  go  farther,  and  to  tell  you  that  you  are 

no  Liberal  at  heart  unless  you  do  so  likewise — 

unless  that  is  the  basis  of  your  political  aspira- 

;  tions." 

"Pray  let  me  speak  for  myself,  Lady  Glen- 
cora." 

!  "By  no  means — not  when  you  are  criticising 
me  and  my  politics.  Do  you  not  wish  to  make 
the  lower  orders  comfortable  ?" 

"  Certainly,"  said  Mrs.  Bonteen. 

"  And  educated,  and  happy,  and  good  ?" 

"  Undoubtedly." 

"To  make  them  as  comfortable  and  as  good 
as  yourself?" 

"Better  if  possible." 

■"  And  I'm  sure  you  wish  to  make  yourself  as 
good  and  as  comfortable  as  any  body  else — as 
those  above  you,  if  any  body  is  above  you  ? 
You  will  admit  that  ?'' 

"^es;  if  I  understand  you." 

"Then  you  have  admitted  every  thing,  and 
are  an  advocate  for  general  equality — ^just  as 
Mr.  Monk  is,  and  as  I  am.  There  is  no  getting 
out  of  it ;  is  there,  Mr.  Kennedy?"  Then  din- 
ner was  announced,  and  Mr.  Kennedy  walked 
off"  with  the  French  Republican  on  his  arm.  As 
she  went,  she  whispered  into  Mr.  Kennedy's  ear, 
"You   will  nnderstand  me.     I  am  not  saying 
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that  people  are  equal ;  but  that  the  tendency  of 
all  law-making  and  of  all  governing  should  be  to 
reduce  the  inequalities."  In  answer  to  which 
Mr.  Kennedy  said  not  a  word.  Lady  Glencora's 
politics  were  too  fast  and  furious  for  his  nature. 

A  week  passed  by  at  Loughlinter,  at  the  end 
of  which  Phineas  found  himself  on  terms  of 
friendly  intercourse  with  all  the  political  mag- 
nates assembled  in  the  house,  but  especially  with 
Mr.  Monk.  He  had  determined  tliat  he  would 
not  follow  Lady  Laura's  advice  as  to  his  selec- 
tion of  companions,  if  in  doing  so  he  should  be 
driven  even  to  a  seeming  of  intrusion.  He 
made  no  attempt  to  sit  at  the  feet  of  any  body, 
and  would  stand  aloof  when  bigger  men  than 
himself  were  talking,  and  was  content  to  be  less 
— as  indeed  he  was  less — than  Mr.  Bonteen  or 
Mr.  Ratler.  But  at  the  end  of  a  week  he  found 
that,  without  any  effort  on  his  part — almost  in 
opposition  to  efforts  on  his  part — he  had  fall- 
en into  an  easy  jileasant  way  with  these  men 
which  was  very  delightful  to  him.  He  had  kill- 
ed a  stag  in  companj^with  Mr.  Palliser,  and  had 
stopped  beneath  a  crag  to  discuss  with  him  a 
question  as  to  the  duty  on  Irish  Malt.  He  had 
played  chess  with  Mr.  Gresham,  and  had  been 
told  that  gentleman's  opinion  on  the  trial  of  Mr. 
Jefferson  Davis.  Lord  Brentford  had — at  last 
— called  him  Finn,  and  had  proved  to  him  that 
nothing  was  known  in  Ireland  about  sheep. 
But  with  Mr.  Monk  he  had  had  long  discussions 
on  abstract  questions  in  politics,  and  before  the 
week  was  over  was  almost  disposed  to  call  him- 
self a  disciple,  or,  at  least,  a  follower  of  Mr. 
Monk.  Why  not  of  Mr.  Monk  as  well  as  of  . 
any  one  else?  Mr.  Monk  was  in  the  Cabinet, 
and  of  all  the  members  of  the  Cabinet  was  the 
most  advanced  Liberal.  "Lady  Glencora  was 
not  so  far  wrong  the  other  night,"  Mr.  Monk 
said  to  him.  ^Equality  is  an  ugly  word  and 
shouldn't  be  used.  It  misleads,  and  frightens, 
and  is  a  bugbear.  And  she,  in  using  it,  had 
not  perhaps  a  clearly-defined  meaning  for  it  in 
her  own  mind.  But  the  wish  of  every  honest 
man  should  be  to  assist  in  lifting  up  those  below 
him,  till  they  be  something  nearer  his  own  level 
than  he  finds  them.'"  To  this  Phineas  assented 
— and  by  degrees  he  found  himself  assenting  to 
a  great  many  things  that  Mr.  Monk  said  to 
him. 

Mr.  Monk  was  a  thin,  tall,  gaunt  man,  who 
had  devoted  his  whole  life  to  politics,  hitherto 
without  any  personal  reward  beyond  that  which 
came  to  him  from  the  reputation  of  his  name, 
and  from  the  honor  of  a  seat  in  Parliament. 
He  was  one  of  four  or  five  brothers — and  all  be- 
sides him  were  in  trade.  They  had  prospered  in 
trade,  whereas  he  had  prospered  solely  in  poli- 
tics ;  and  men  said  that  he  was  dependent  alto- 
gether on  what  his  relatives  supplied  for  his  sup- 
port. He  had  now  been  in  Parliament  for  more 
than  twenty  years,  and  had  been  known  not  only 
as  a  Radical  but  as  a  Democrat.  Ten  years  since, 
when  he  had  risen  to  fame,  but  not  to  repute, 
among  the  men  who  tlien  governed  England, 
nobody  dreamed  that  Joshua  Monk  would  ever 
be  a  ))aid  servant  of  the  Crown.  He  had  in- 
veighed against  one  minister  after  another  as 
though  they  all  deserved  impeachment.  He  had 
advocated  political  doctrines  which  at  that  time 
seemed  to  be  altogether  at  variance  with  any 
l)0ssibility   of  governing   according   to  English 


rules  of  government.  He  had  been  regarded  as 
a  pestilent  thorn  in  the  sides  of  all  ministers. ' 
But  now  he  was  a  member  of  the  Cabinet,  and 
those  whom  he  had  terrified  in  the  old  days  be- 
gan to  find  that  he  was  not  so  much  unlike  oth- 
er men.  There  are  but  few  horses  whom  you 
can  not  put  into  harness,  and  those  of  the  high- 
est spirit  will  generally  do  your  work  the  best. 

Phineas,  who  had  his  eyes  about  him,  thought 
that  he  could  perceive  that  Mr.  Palliser  did  not 
shoot  a  deer  with  Mr.  Ratler,  and  that  Mr. 
Gresham  played  no  chess  with  Mr.  Bonteen. 
Bonteen,  indeed,  was  a  noisy  pushing  man  whom 
nobody  seemed  to  like,  and  Phineas  wondered 
why  he  should  be  at  Loughlinter — and  why  he 
should  be  in  office.  His  friend  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon  had  indeed  once  endeavored  to  explain 
this.  "A  man  who  can  vote  hard,  as  I  call  it; 
and  who  will  speak  a  few  words  now  and  then 
as  they're  wanted,  without  any  ambition  that 
way,  may  always  have  his  price.  And  if  he  has 
a  pretty  wife  into  the  bargain,  he  ought  to  have  a 
pleasant  time  of  it."  Mr.  Ratler  no  doubt  was 
a  very  useful  man,  who  thoroughly  knew  his 
business ;  but  yet,  as  it  seemed  to  Phineas,  nn 
very  great  distinction  was  shown  to  Mr.  Ratler 
at  Loughlinter.  "If  I  got  as  high  as  that,"  he 
said  to  himself,  "  I  should  think  myself  a  mira- 
cle of  luck.  And  yet  nobody  seems  to  think  any 
thing  of  Ratler.  It  is  all  nothing  unless  one  can 
go  to  the  very  top." 

"I  believe  I  did  right  to  accept  office,"  Mr. 
Monk  said  t©  him  one  day,  as  they  sat  together 
on  a  rock  close  by  one  of  the  little  bridges  over 
the  Linter.  "Indeed,  unless  a  man  does  so 
when  the  bonds  of  the  office  tendered  to  him  are 
made  compatible  with  his  own  views,  he  declines 
to  proceed  on  the  open  path  toward  the  prosecu- 
tion of  those  views.  A  man  who  is  combating 
one  ministry  after  another,  and  striving  to  imbue 
those  ministers  with  his  convictions,  can  hardly 
decline  to  become  a  minister  himself  when  he 
finds  that  those  convictions  of  his  own  are  hence- 
forth— or  at  least  for  some  time  to  come — to  be 
the  ministerial  convictions  of  the  day.  Do  yuu 
follow  me  ?" 

"  Very  clearly,"  said  Phineas.  "  You  would 
have  denied  your  own  children  had  you  re- 
fused." 

"Unless  indeed  a  man  were  to  feel  that  he 
was  in  some  way  unfitted  for  office  work.  I 
very  nearly  provided  for  myself  an  escape  on 
that  plea ;  but  when  I  came  to  sift  it,  I  thought 
it  would  be  false.  But  let  me  tell  you  that  the 
delight  of  political  life  is  altogether  in  opposi- 
tion. Why,  it  is  freedom  against  slavery,  fire 
against  clay,  movement  against  stagnation ! 
The  very  inaccuracy  which  is  permitted  to  oppo- 
sition is  in  itself  a  charm  worth  more  than  all 
the  patronage  and  all  the  prestige  of  ministerial 
power.  You'll  try  them  both,  and  then  say  if 
you  do  not  agree  with  me.  Give  me  the  full 
swing  of  the  benches  below  the  gangway,  where 
I  needed  to  care  for  no  one,  and  could  always 
enjoy  myself  on  my  legs  as  long  as  I  felt  that  I 
was  true  to  those  who  sent  me  there  !  That  is 
all  over  now.  They  have  got  me  into  harness, 
and  my  shoulders  are  sore.  The  oats,  however, 
are  of  the  best,  and  the  hay  is  unexceptiona- 
ble." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

DONALD   bean's    PONT. 

Phineas  liked  being  told  that  the  pleasures 
of  opposition  and  the  pleasures  of  office  were 
both  open  to  him,  and  he  liked  also  to  be  the 
chosen  receptacle  of  Mr.  Monk's  confidence. 
lleTTad  come  to  understand  that  he  was  expect- 
ed to  remain  ten  daj-s  at  Loughlinter,  and  that 
then  there  was  to  be  a  general  movement. 
Since  the  first  day  he  had  seen  but  little  of  Mr. 
Kennedy,  but  he  had  found  himself  very  fre- 
quently with  Lady  Laura.  And  then  had  come 
up  the  question  of  his  projected  trip  to  Paris 
with  Lord  Chiltern.  He  had  received  a  letter 
from  Lord  Chiltern. 

"Dear  Finn  : — Are  you  going  to  Paris  with 
me?     Yours,  C." 

There  had  been  not  a  word  beyond  this,  and 
before  he  answered  it  he  made  up  his  mind  to 
tell  Lady  Laura  the  truth.  He  could  not  go  to 
Paris  because  he  had  no  money. 

"I've  just  got  that  from  your  brother,"  said 
he. 

"How  like  Oswald.  He  writes  to  me  per- 
haps three  times  in  the  year,  and  his  letters  are 
just  the  same.     You  will  go,  I  hope  ?" 

"Well— no." 

"  I  am  sorry  for  that." 

"  I  wonder  whether  I  may  tell  you  the  real 
reason,  Lady  Laura."  . 

"  Nay  ;  I  can  not  answer  that ;  but  unless  it 
be  some  political  secret  between  you  and  Mr. 
Monk,  I  should  think  you  might." 

"  I  can  not  afford  to  go  to  Paris  this  autumn. 
It  seems  to  be  a  shocking  admission  to  make — 
though  I  don't  know  wliy  it  should  be." 

"  Nor  I ;  but,  Mr.  Finn,  I  like  you  all  the 
better  for  making  it.  I  am  very  sorry,  for  Os- 
wald's sake.  It's  so  hard  to  find  any  companion 
for  him  whom  he  would  like  and  whom  we — 
that  is  I — should  think  altogether — you  know 
what  I  mean,  Mr.  Finn." 

"Your  wish  that  I  should  go  with  him  is  a 
great  compliment,  and  I  thoroughly  wish  that  I 
could  do  it.  As  it  is,  I  must  go  to  Killaloe  and 
retrieve  my  finances.  I  dare  say.  Lady  Laura, 
you  can  hardly  conceive  how  very  poor  a  man  I 
am."  Tliere  was  a  melancholy  tone  about  his 
voice  as  he  said  this,  which  made  her  think  for 
the  moment  whether  or  no  he  had  been  right  in 
going  into  Parliament,  and  whether  she  had 
been  right  in  instigating  him  to  do  so.  But  it 
was  too  late  to  recur  to  that  question  now. 

"  You  must  climb  into  office  early,  and  forego 
those  pleasures  of  opposition  which  are  so  dear 
to  Mr.  Monk,"  she  said,  smiling.  "After  all, 
money  is  an  accident  which  does  not  count  near- 
ly so  high  as  do  some  other  things.  You  and  Mr. 
Kennedy  have  the  same  enjoyment  of  every 
thing  around  you  here." 

"Yes;  while  it  lasts." 

"And  Lady  Glencora  and  I  stand  pretty 
much  on  the  same  footing,  in  spite  of  all  her 
wealth — except  that  she  is  a  married  woman. 
I  do  not  know  what  she  is  worth — something 
not  to  be  counted ;  and  I  am  worth — just  what 
papa  chooses  to  give  me.  A  ten-pound  note  at 
the  present  moment  I  should  look  upon  as  great 
riches."     This  was  the  first  time  she  "had  ever 


spoken  to  him  of  her  own  position  as  regards 
money  ;  but  he  had  heard,  or  thought  that  he 
had  heard,  that  she  had  been  left  a  fortune  al- 
together independent  of  her  father. 

The  last  of  the  ten  days  had  now  come,  and 
Phineas  was  discontented  and  almost  unhappy. 
The  more  he  saw  of  Lady  Laura  the  more  he 
feared  that  it  was  impossible  that  she  should  be- 
come his  wife.  And  yet  from  day  to  day  his 
intimacy  with  her  became  more  close.  He  had 
never  made  love  to  her,  nor  could  he  discover 
that  it  was  possible  for  him  to  do  so.  She  seem- 
ed to  be  a  woman  for  whom  all  the  ordinary 
stages  of  love-making  were  quite  unsuitable. 
Of  course  he  could  declare  his  love  and  ask  her 
to  be  his  wife  on  any  occasion  on  which  he  might 
find  himself  to  be  alone  with  her.  And  on  this 
morning  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  do 
so  before  the  day  was  over.  It  might  be  possible 
that  she  would  never  speak  to  him  again — that 
all  the  pleasures  and  ambitious  hopes  to  which  she 
had  introduced  him  might  be  over  as  soon  as 
that  rash  word  should  have  been  spoken !  But, 
nevertheless,  he  would  speak  it. 

On  this  day  there  was  to  be  a  grouse-shooting 
party,  and  the  shooters  were  to  be  out  early.  It 
had  been  talked  of  for  some  day  or  two  past, 
and  Phineas  knew  that  he  could  not  escape  it. 
There  had  been  some  rivalry  between  him  and 
Mr.  Bonteen,  and  there  was  to  be  a  sort  of 
match  as  to  which  of  the  two  would  kill  most 
birds  before  lunch.  But  there  had  also  been 
some  half  promise  on  Lady  Laura's  part  that 
she  would  walk  with  him  up  the  Linter  and  come 
down  upon  the  lake,  taking  an  opposite  direction 
from  that  by  which  they  had  returned  with  Mr. 
Kennedy. 

"  But  you  will  be  shooting  all  day,"  she  said, 
when  he  proposed  it  to  her  as  they  were  start- 
ing for  the  moor.  The  wagonette  that  was  to 
take  them  was  at  the  door,  and  she  was  there  to 
see  them  start.  Her  father  was  one  of  the 
shooting-party,  and  Mr. 'Kennedy  was  another. 

"I  will  undertake  to  be  back  in  time,  if  you 
will  not  tliink  it  too  hot.  I  shall  not  see  you 
again  till  we  meet  in  town  next  year." 

"Then  I  certainly  will  go  with  you— that  is 
to  say,  if  you  are  here.  But  you  can  not  return 
without  the  rest  of  the  party,  as  you  are  going  so 
far." 

"Til  get  back  somehow,"  said  Phineas,  who 
was  resolved  that  a  few  miles  more  or  less  of 
mountain  should  not  detain  him  from  the  prose- 
cution of  a  task  so  vitally  important  to  him. 
"  If  we  start  at  five  that  will  be  early  enough." 

"Quite  early  enough,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

Phineas  went  off'  to  the  mountains,  and  shot 
his  grouse,  and  won  his  match,  and  eat  his 
luncheon.  Mr.  Bonteen,  however,  was  not 
beaten  by  much,  and  was  in  consequence  some- 
what ill-humored.  "  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do," 
said  Mr.  Bonteen,  "  I'll  back  myself  for  the  rest 
of  the  day  for  a  ten-pound  note." 

Now  there  had  been  no  money  staked  on  the 

match  at  all — but  it  had  been  simply  a  trial  of 

skill,  as  to  which  would  kill  the  most  birds  in  a 

given  time.     And  the  proposition  for  that  trinl 

I  had  come  from  Mr.  Bonteen  himself.    "I  should 

not  think  of  shooting  for  money,"  said  Phinea-^. 

I      "And  why  not?     A  bet  is  the  only  way  to 

decide  these  things." 

I      "  Partly  because  I'm   sure  I  shouldn't  hit  a 
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bird,"  said  Phineas,  "  and  partly  because  I 
haven't  got  any  money  to  lose." 

"  I  hate  bets,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy  to  him  aft- 
erward. "  I  was  annoyed  when  Bonteen  offered 
the  wager.  I  felt  sure,  however,  you  would  not 
accept  it." 

"  I  suppose  such  bets  are  very  common." 

"I  don't  think,  men  ought  to  propose  them 
unless  they  are  quite  sure  of  their  company. 
May  be  I'm  wrong,  and  I  often  feel  that  I  am 
strait-laced  about  such  things.  It  is  so  odd  to 
me  that  men  can  not  amuse  themselves  without 
l)itting  themselves  against  each  other.  When  a 
man  tells  me  that  he  can  shoot  better  than  I,  I 
tell  him  that  mv  keeper  can  shoot  better  than 
he." 

"All  the  same,  it's  a  good  thing  to  excel," 
said  Phineas. 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 
"  A  man  who  can  kill  more  salmon  than  any 
body  else,  can  rarely  do  any  thing  else.  Are 
you  going  on  with  your  match  ?" 

"No;  I'm  going  to  make  my  way  back  to 
Loughlinter." 

"Not  alone?" 

"Yes,  alone." 

"  It's  over  nine  miles.     You  can't  walk  it." 

Phineas  looked  at  his  watch,  and  found  that 
it  was  now  two  o'clock.  It  was  a  broiling  day 
in  August,  and  the  way  back  to  Loughlinter, 
for  six  or  seven  out  of  the  nine  miles,  would  be 
along  a  highroad.  "  I  must  do  it  all  the  same," 
said  he,  preparing  for  a  start.  "I  have  an  en- 
gagement with.  Lady  Laura  Standish  ;  and  as 
this  is  the  last  day  that  I  shall  see  her,  I  certain- 
ly do  not  mean  to  break  it." 

"An  engagement  with  Lady  Laura,"  said 
Mr.  Kennedy.  "Why  did  you  not  tell  me, 
that  I  might  have  a  pony  ready?  But  come 
along.  Donald  Bean  has  a  pony.  He's  not 
much  bigger  than  a  dog,  but  hell  carry  you  to 
Loughlinter." 

"I  can  walk  it,  Mr.  Kennedy." 

"Yes  ;  and  think  of  the  state  in  which  you'd 
reach  Loughlinter  !     Come  along  with  me." 

"  But  I  can't  take  you  off  the  mountain,"  said 
Phineas. 

"  Then  yon  must  allow  me  to  take  you  off." 

So  Mr.  Kennedy  led  the  way  down  to  Donald 
Bean's  cottage,  and  before  three  o'clock  Phineas 
found  himself  mounted  on  a  shaggy  steed,  which, 
in  sober  truth,  was  not  much  bigger  than  a  large 
dog.  "If  Mr.  Kennedy  is  really  my  rival," 
said  Phineas  to  himself,  as  he  trotted  along, 
"  I  almost  think  that  I  am  doing  an  unhand- 
some thing  in  taking  the  pony." 

At  five  o'clock  he  was  under  the  portico  before 
the  front  door,  and  there  he  found  Lady  Laura 
waiting  for  him — waiting  for  him,  or  at  least 
ready  for  him.  She  had  on  her  hat  and  gloves 
and  light  shawl,  and  her  parasol  was  in  her  hand. 
He  thought  that  he  had  never  seen  her  look  so 
young,  so  pretty,  and  so  fit  to  receive  a  lover's 
vows.  But  at  the  same  moment  it  occurred  to 
him  that  she  was  Lady  Laura  Standish,  the 
daughter  of  an  carl,  the  descendant  of  a  line  of 
earls — and  that  he  was  the  son  of  a  simple  coun- 
try doctor  in  Ireland.  Was  it  fitting  that  he 
should  ask  such  a  woman  to  be  his  wife  ?  But 
then  Mr.  Kennedy  was  the  son  of  a  man  who 
had  walked  into  Glasgow  with  half  a  crown  in 
his  pocket.     Mr.  Kennedy's  grandfather   had 


been— Phineas  thought  that  he  had  heard  that 
]\Ir.  Kennedy's  grandfather  had  been  a  Scotch 
drover,  whereas  his  own  grandfather  had  been 
a  little  squire  near  Ennistimon,  in  county  Clare, 
and  his  own  first  cousin  once  removed  still  held 
the  paternal  acres  at  Finn  Grove.  His  family 
was  supposed  to  be  descended  from  kings  in  that 
part  of  Ireland.  It  certainly  did  not  become 
him  to  fear  Lady  Laura  on*  the  score  of  rank,  if 
it  was  to  be  allowed  to  Mr.  Kennedy  to  proceed 
without  fear  on  that  head.  As  to  wealth, 
Lady  Laura  had  already  told  him  that  her  for- 
tune was  no  greater  than  his.  Her  statement 
to  himself  on  that  head  made  him  feel  that  he 
should  not  hesitate  on  the  score  of  money. 
They  neither  had  any,  and  he  was  willing  to 
work  for  both.  If  she  feared  the  risk,  let  her 
say  so. 

It  was  thus  that  he  argued  with  himself;  but 
yet  he  knew — knew  as  well  as  the  reader  will 
know — that  he  was  going  to  do  that  which  he 
had  no  right  to  do.  It  might  be  ver}'  well  for 
him  to  wait — presuming  him  to  be  successful  in 
his  love — for  the  opening  of  that  oyster  with  his 
political  sword,  that  oyster  on  which  he  pro- 
posed that  they  should  both  live  ;  but  such  wait- 
ing could  not  well  be  to  the  taste  of  Lady  Laura 
Standish.  It  could  hardly  be  pleasant  to  her  to 
look  forward  to  his  being  made  a  junior  lord  or  an 
assistant  secretary  before  she  could  establish  her- 
self in  her  home.  So  he  told  himself.  And 
yet  he  told  himself  at  the  same  time  that  it  was 
incumbent  on  him  to  persevere. 

"  I  did  not  expect  you  in  the  least,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"And  yet  I  spoke  very  positively." 

"  But  there  are  things  as  to  which  a  man  may 
be  very  positive,  and  yet  may  be  allowed  to  fail. 
In  the  first  place,  how  on  earth  did  you  get 
home  ?" 

"Mr.  Kennedy  got  me  a  pony  —  Donald 
Bean's  pony." 

"  You  told  him,  then  ?" 

"Yes;  I  told  him  why  I  was  coming,  and 
that  I  must  be  here.  Then  he  took  the  trouble 
to  come  .all  the  way  off  the  mountain  to  persuade 
Donald  to  lend  me  his  pony.  I  must  acknowl- 
edge that  Mr.  Kennedy  has  conquered  me  at 
last." 

"I'm  so  glad  of  that,"  said  Lady  Laura. 
"I  knew  he  would — unless  it  Avere  your  own 
fault." 

Then  they  went  up  the  path  by  the  brook, 
from  bridge  to  bridge,  till  they  found  themselves 
out  upon  the  open  mountain  at  the  top.  Phin- 
eas had  resolved  that  he  would  not  speak  out 
his  mind  till  he  foimd  himself  on  that  spot ;  that 
then  he  would  ask  her  to  sit  down,  and  that 
while  she  was  so  seated  he  would  tell  her  every 
thing.  At  the  present  moment  he  had  on  his 
head  a  Scotch  cap  with  a  grouse's  feather  in  it, 
and  he  was  dressed  in  a  velvet  shooting-jacket 
and  dark  knickerbockers  ;  and  was  certainly,  in 
this  costume,  as  handsome  a  man  as  any  woman 
would  wish  to  see.  And  there  was,  too,  a  look 
of  breeding  about  him  which  had  come  to  him, 
no  doubt,  from  the  royal  Finns  of  old,  which 
ever  served  him  in  great  stead.  He  was,  in- 
deed, only  Phineas  Finn,  and  was  known  by 
the  world  to  be  no  more ;  but  he  looked  as 
though  he  might  have  been  any  body — a  royal 
Finn   himself.     And   then  he  had  that  special 
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grace  of  appearing  to  be  altogether  unconscious 
of  his  own  personal  advantages.  And  I  think 
that  in  truth  he  was  barely  conscious  of  them  ; 
that  he  depended  on  them  very  little,  if  at  all ; 
that  there  was  nothintj  of  personal  vanity  in  his 
composition.  He  had  never  indulged  in  any 
hope  that  Lady  Laura  would  accept  him  because 
lie  was  a  handsome  man. 

"After  all  that  climbing,"  he  said,  "will  you 
not  sit  down  for  a  moment?"  As  he  spoke  to 
her  she  looked  at  him  and  told  herself  that  lie 
was  as  handsome  as  a  god.  "  Do  sit  down  for 
one  moment,"  he  said.  "I  have  something 
that  I  desire  to  say  to  you,  and  to  say  it  here." 

"I  will,"  she  said;  "  but  I  also  have  some- 
thing to  tell  you,  and  will  say  it  while  I  am  yet 
standing.  Yesterday  I  accepted  an  ofler  of 
marriage  from  Mr.  Kennedy." 

"Then  I  am  too  late,"  said  Phineas,  and 
putting  his  hands  into  the  pockets  of  his  coat,  he 
turned  Iiis  back  upon  her,  and  walked  away 
across  the  mountain. 

What  a  fool  he  had  been  to  let  her  know  his 
secret  when  her  knowledge  of  it  could  be  of  no 
service  to  him — when  her  knowledge  of  it  could 
only  make  him  appear  foolish  in  her  eyes  !  But 
for  his  life  he  could  not  have  kept  his  secret  to 
himself.  Nor  now  could  he  bring  himself  to 
utter  a  word  of  even  decent  civility.  But  he 
went  on  walking  as  though  he  could  thus  leave 
her  there,  and  never  see  her  again.  What  an 
ass  he  had  been  in  supposing  that  she  cared  for 
him !  Wliat  a  fool  to  imagine  that  his  poverty 
could  stand  a  chance  against  the  wealth  of 
Loughlinter !  But  why  had  she  lured  him  on  ? 
How  he  wished  that  he  were  now  grinding,  hard 
at  work  in  Mr.  Low's  chambers,  or  sitting  at 
home  at  Killaloe  with  the  hand  of  that  pretty 
little  Irish  girl  within  his  own  ! 

Presently  he  heard  a  voice  behind  him — call- 
ing him  gently.  Then  he  turned  and  found 
that  she  was  very  near  him.  He  himself  had 
then  been  standing  still  for  some  moments,  and 
she  had  f<jllowed  him. 

"  Mr.  Finn,"  she  said. 

"Well; — yes:  what  is  it?"  And  turning 
round  he  made  an  attempt  to  smile. 

"Will  you  not  wish  me  joy,  or  say  a  word  of 
congratulation?  Had  I  not  thought  much  of 
your  friendship,  I  should  not  have  been  so  quick 
to  tell  you  of  my  destinj'.  No  one  else  has  been 
told,  except  papa." 

"  Of  course  I  hope  you  will  be  happy.  Of 
course  I  do.     No  wonder  he  lent  me  the  pony  !" 

"You  must  forget  all  that." 

"Forget  what?" 

"Well — nothing.  You  need  forget  nothing," 
said  Lady  Laura,  "for  notlung  has  been  said 
that  need  be  regretted.  Only  wish  me  joy,  and 
all  will  be  pleasant." 

"  Lady  Laura,  I  do  wish  you  joy,  with  all  rny 
heart ;  but  that  will  not  make  all  things  pleasant. 
I  came  up  here  to  ask  you  to  be  my  wife." 

"  No,  no,  no ;  do  not  say  it." 

"But  I  have  said  it,  and  will  say  it  again. 
I,  poor,  penniless,  plain  simple  fool  that  I  am, 
have  been  ass  enough  to  love  you.  Lady  Laura 
Standish ;  and  I  brought  you  up  here  to-day  to 
ask  you  to  share  with  me — my  nothingness. 
And  this  I  have  done  on  soil  that  is  to  be  all 
your  own.  Tell  me  that  you  regard  me  as  a 
conceited  fool — as  a  bewildered  idiot." 
D 


"  I  wish  to  regard  you  as  a  dear  friend — both 
of  my  own  and  of  my  husband,"  said  she,  offer- 
ing him  her  hand. 

"  Should  I  have  had  a  chance,  I  wonder,  if  I 
had  spoken  a  week  since?" 

"How  can  I  answer  such  a  question,  Mr. 
Finn  ?  Or,  rather,  I  will  answer  it  fully.  It  is 
not  a  week  since  we  told  each  other,  you  to  me 
and  I  to  you,  that  we  were  both  poor — both 
without  other  means  than  those  which  come  to 
us  from  our  fathers.  You  will  make  your  way 
— will  make  it  surely ;  but  how  at  present  could 
you  marry  any  woman  unless  she  had  money 
of  her  own  ?  For  me,  like  so  many  other  girls, 
it  was  necessary  that  I  should  stay  at  home  or 
marry  some  one  rich  enough  to  dispense  witli 
fortune  in  a  wife.  The  man  whom  in  all  the 
world  I  think  the  best  has  asked  me  to  share 
every  thing  with  him;  and  I  have  thought  it 
wise  to  accept  his  offer." 

"And  I  was  fool  enough  to  think  that  you 
loved  me,"  said  Phineas.  To  this  she  made  n') 
immediate  answer.  "Yes,  I  was.  I  feel  that 
I  owe  it  you  to  tell  you  what  a  fool  I  have  been. 
I  did.  I  thought  you  loved  me.  At  least  I 
thought  that  perhaps  you  loved  me.  It  was 
like  a  child  wanting  the  moon ;  was  it  not  ?" 

"And  why  should  I  not  have  loved  you?" 
she  said  slowlj',  laying  her  hand  gently  upon 
his  arm. 

"Why  not?     Because  Loughlinter — " 

"  Stop,  Mr.  Finn  ;  stop.  Do  not  say  to  me 
any  unkind  word  that  I  have  not  deserved,  and 
that  would  make  a  breach  between  us.  I  have 
accepted  the  owner  of  Loughlinter  as  my  hus- 
band, because  I  verily  believe  that  I  shall  thus 
best  do  my  duty  in  that  sphere  of  life  to  which  it 
has  pleased  God  to  call  me.  I  have  always 
liked  him,  and  I  will  love  him.  For  you — may 
I  trust  myself  to  speak  openly  to  you?" 

"You  may  trust  me  as  against  all  others,  cx- 
cejit  us  two  ourselves." 

"  For  you,  then,  I  will  say  also  that  I  have 
always  liked  you  since  I  knew  you  ;  that  I  have 
loved  you  as  a  friend — and  could  have  loved  you 
otherwise  had  not  circumstances  showed  me  so 
plainly  that  it  would  be  unwise." 

"  Oh,  Lady  Laura !" 

"Listen  a  moment.  And  pray  remember 
that  what  I  say  to  you  now  must  never  be  re- 
peated to  any  ears.  No  one  knows  it  but  my 
father,  my  brother,  and  Mr.  Kennedy.  Early 
in  the  spring  I  paid  my  brother's  debts.  His 
affection  to  me  is  more  than  a  return  for  what  I 
have  done  for  him.  But  when  I  did  this — when 
I  made  up  my  mind  to  do  it,  I  made  up  my 
mind  also  that  I  could  not  allow  myself  the 
same  freedom  of  clioice  which  would  otherwise 
Iiave  belonged  to  me.  Will  that  be  suiScient, 
Mr.  Finn?" 

' '  How  can  I  answer  you.  Lady  Laura  ?  Suffi- 
cient !  And  you  are  not  angry  w-ith  me  for 
what  I  have  said?" 

"  No,  I  am  not  angry.  But  it  is  understood, 
of  course,  that  nothing  of  this  shnll  ever  be  re- 
peated, even  among  ourselves.  Is  that  a  bar- 
gain ?" 

"  Oh,  yes.     I  shall  never  speak  of  it  again.'' 

"  And  now  yoti  will  wish  me  joy  ?" 

"  I  have  wished  you  joy.  Lady  Laura.  And 
I  will  do  so  again.  May  you  have  every  bless- 
ing which  the  world  can  give  you.     You  cnn 
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not  expect  me  to  be  very  jovial  for  awhile  my- 
self; but  there  will  be  nobody  to  see  my  melan- 
choly moods.  I  shall  be  hiding  myself  away  in 
Ireland.     When  is  the  marriage  to  be?" 

"Nothing  has  been  said  of  that.  I  shall  be 
guided  by  him — but  there  must,  of  course,  be 
delay.  There  will  be  settlements  and  I  know 
not  what.  It  may  probably  be  in  the  spring — 
or  perhaps  the  summer.  I  shall  do  just  what 
my  betters  tell  me  to  do. " 

Phineas  had  now  seated  himself  on  the  exact 
stone  on  which  he  had  wished  her  to  sit  when 
be  proposed  to  tell  his  own  story,  and  was  look- 
ing forth  upon  the  lake.  It  seemed  to  him  that 
every  thing  had  been  changed  for  him  while  he 
had  been  up  there  upon  the  mountain,  and  that 
the  change  had  been  marvelous  in  its  nature. 
When  he  had  been  coming  up,  there  had  been 
apparently  two  alternatives  before  him :  the 
gloiy  of  successful  love — which,  indeed,  had 
seemed  to  him  to  be  a  most  improbable  result  of 
the  coming  interview — and  the  despair  and  utter 
banishment  attendant  on  disdainful  rejection. 
But  his  position  was  far  removed  from  either  of 
these  alternatives.  She  had  almost  told  him  that 
she  would  have  loved  him  had  she  not  been 
poor;  that  she  was  beginning  to  love  him  and 
had  quenched  her  love,  because  it  had  become 
impossible  to  her  to  marry  a  poor  man.  In 
such  circumstances  he  could  not  be  angry  with 
her — he  could  not  quarrel  with  her ;  he  could 
not  do  other  than  swear  to  himself  that  he 
would  be  her  friend.  And  yet  he  loved  her 
better  than  ever ;  and  she  was  the  promised 
wife  of  his  rival !  Why  had  not  Donald  Bean's 
pony  broken  his  neck? 

"  Shall  we  go  down  now?"  she  said. 

"  Oh,  yes." 

"You  will  not  go  on  by  the  lake  ?" 

"  What  is  the  use  ?  It  is  all  the  same  now. 
You  will  want  to  be  back  to  receive  him  in  from 
shooting." 

"Not  that,  I  think.  He  is  above  those  little 
cares.  But  it  will  be  as  well  we  should  go  the 
nearest  way,  as  we  have  spent  so  much  of  our 
time  here.  I  shall  tell  Mr.  Kennedy  that  I  have 
told  you — if  you  do  not  mind." 

"  Tell  him  what  you  please, "  said  Phineas. 

"But  I  won't  have  it  taken  in  that  way,  Mr. 
Finn.  Your  brusque  want  of  courtesy  to  me  I 
have  forgiven,  but  I  shall  expect  you  to  make  up 
for  it  by  the  alacrity  of  your  congratulations  to 
him.  I  will  not  have  you  imcourteous  to  Mr. 
Kennedy." 

"If  I  have  been  uncourteous  I  beg  your  par- 
don." 

"You  need  not  do  that.  We  are  old  friends, 
and  may  take  the  liberty  of  speaking  plainly  to 
each  other ;  but  you  will  owe  it  to  Mr.  Kennedy 
to  be  gracious.     Think  of  the  pony." 

They  walked  back  to  the  house  together,  and 
as  they  went  down  the  path  very  little  was  said. 
Just  as  they  were  about  to  come  out  upon  the 
open  lawn,  while  they  were  still  under  cover  of 
the  rocks  and  shrubs,  Phineas  stopped  his  com- 
panion by  standing  l>efore  her,  and  then  he  made 
his  farewell  speech  to  her. 

"  I  must  say  good-bye  to  yon.  I  shall  be  away 
early  in  the  morning." 

"  Good-bye,  and  God  bless  you,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"  Give  me  vour  hand,"  said   he.     And  she 


gave  him  her  hand.  "  I  don't  suppose  you 
know  what  it  is  to  love  dearly." 

"I  hope  I  do." 

"But  to  be  in  love!  I  believe  you  do  not. 
And  to  miss  your  love !  I  think — I  am  bound 
to  think  that  you  have  never  been  so  tormented. 
It  is  very  sore  ;  but  I  will  do  my  best,  like  a  man, 
to  get  over  it." 

"  Do,  my  friend,  do.  So  small  a  trouble  will 
never  weigh  heavily  on  shoulders  such  as  yours." 

"  It  will  weigh  very  heavily,  but  I  will  struggle 
hard  that  it  may  not  crush  me.  I  have  loved 
you  so  dearly !  As  we  are  parting,  give  me  one 
kiss,  that  I  may  think  of  it  and  treasure  it  in  my 
memory  ?"  What  murmuring  words  she  spoke 
to  express  her  refusal  of  such  a  request,  I  will 
not  quote ;  but  the  kiss  had  been  taken  before 
the  denial  was  completed,  and  then  they  walked 
on  in  silence  together — and  in  peace — toward  the 
house. 

On  the  next  morning  six  or  seven  men  were 
going  away,  and  there  was  an  early  breakfast. 
There  were  none  of  the  ladies  there,  but  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy, the  host,  was  among  his  friends.  A  large 
drag  with  four  horses  was  there  to  take  the 
travelers  and  their  luggage  to  the  station,  and 
there  was  naturally  a  good  deal  of  noise  at  the 
front  door  as  the  preparations  for  the  departure 
were  made.  In  the  middle  of  them  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy took  our  hero  aside.  "  Laura  has  told  me, " 
said  Mr.  Kennedy,  "that  she  has  acquainted 
you  with  my  good  fortune." 

"  And  I  congratulate  you  most  heartily,"  said 
j  Phineas,  grasping  the  other's  hand.  "  You  are 
indeed  a  luck}'  fellow." 

"I  feel  myself  to  be  so,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 
"  Such  a  wife  was  all  that  was  wanting  to  me, 
and  such  a  wife  is  very  hard  to  find.  Will  you 
remember,  Finn,  that  Loughlinter  will  never  be 
so  full  but  what  there  will  be  a  room  for  you,  or 
so  empty  but  what  you  will  be  made  welcome.  I 
say  this  on  Lady  Laura's  part,  and  on  my  own.'' 

Phineas,  as  he  was  being  carried  away  to  the 
railway  station,  could  not  keep  himself  from 
speculating  as  to  how  much  Kennedy  knew  of 
what  had  taken  place  during  the  walk  up  the  Lin- 
ter.  Of  one  small  circumstance  that  had  occur- 
red, he  felt  quite  sure  that  Mr.  Kennedy  knew 
nothing.  . 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

PHINEAS    riN'N   RETURNS   TO  KILLALOE. 

Phineas  Finn's  first  session  of  Parliament  was 
over — his  first  session  with  all  its  adventures. 
When  he  got  back  to  JNIrs.  Bnnce"s  house — for 
]\Irs.  Bunce  received  him  for  a  night  in  spite 
of  her  husband's  advice  to  the  contrary — I  am 
afraid  he  almost  felt  that  Mrs.  Bunce  and  her 
rooms  were  beneath  him.  Of  cour.«e  he  was 
very  unhappy — as  wretched  as  a  man  can  be; 
•there  were  moments  in  which  he  thought  that  it 
would  hardly  become  him  to  live  unless  he 
could  do  something  to  prevent  the  marriage  of 
Lady  Laura  and  Mr.  Kennedy.  But,  neverthe- 
less, he  had  his  consolations.  These  were  re- 
flections which  had  in  them  much  of  melan- 
choly satisfaction.  He  had  not  been  despised 
by  tiie  woman  to  whom  he  had  told  his  love. 
She  had  not  shown  him  that  she  thought  him 
to  be  unworthv  of  her.     She  had  not  regarded 
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Lis  love  as  an  offense.  Indeed,  she  had  almost 
told  him  that  prudence  alone  had  forbidden  her 
to  return  his  passion.  And  he  hitd  kissed  her, 
and  had  afterward  parted  from  her  as  a  dear 
friend.  I  do  not  know  why  there  should  have 
been  a  flavor  of  exquisite  joy  in  the  midst  of  his 
agony  as  he  thought  of  this ;  but  it  was  so.  He 
would  never  kiss  her  again.  All  future  delights 
of  that  kind  would  belong  to  Mr.  Kennedy,  and 
he  had  no  real  idea  of  interfering  with  tliat 
gentlemen  in  the  fruition  of  his  privileges.  But 
still  there  was  the  kiss — an  eternal  fact.  And 
then,  in  all  respects  except  that  of  his  love,  his 
visit  to  Loughlinter  had  been  pre-eminently  suc- 
cessful. Mr.  Monk  had  become  his  friend,  and 
had  encouraged  him  to  speak  during  the  next 
session — setting  before  him  various  models,  and 
prescribing  for  him  a  course  of  reading.  Lord 
Brentford  had  become  intimate  with  him.  He 
was  on  pleasant  terms  with  ]Mr.  Palliser  and 
Mr.  Gresham.  And  as  for  Mr.  Kennedy — he 
and  Mr.  Kennedy  were  almost  bosom  friends. 
It  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  quite  surpassed 
the  Ratlers,  Fitzgibbons,  and  Bonteens  in  that 
politico-social  success  which  goes  so  far  toward 
downright  political  success,  and  which  in  itself 
is  so  pleasant.  He  had  surpassed  these  men  in 
spite  of  their  offices  and  their  acquired  positions, 
and  could  not  but  think  that  even  Mr.  Low,  if 
he  knew  it  all,  would  confess  that  he  had  been 
right. 

As  to  his  bosom  friendship  with  Mr.  Kennedy, 
that  of  course  troubled  him.  Ought  he  not  to 
be  driving  a  poniard  into  Jlr.  Kennedy's  heart? 
The  conventions  of  life  forbade  that ;  and  there- 
fore the  bosom  friendship  was  to  be  excused. 
If  not  an  enemy  to  the  death,  then  there  could 
be  no  reason  why  he  should  not  be  a  bosom 
friend. 

He  went  over  to  Ireland,  staying  but  one  night 
with  Mrs.  Bunce,  and  came  down  upon  them  at 
Killaloe  like  a  god  out  of  the  heavens.  Even 
his  father  was  well-nigh  overwhelmed  by  admi- 
ration, and  his  mother  and  sisters  thought  them- 
selves only  fit  to  minister  to  his  pleasures.  He 
had  learned — if  he  had  learned  nothing  else — 
to  look  as  though  he  were  master  of  the  circum- 
stances around  him,  and  was  entirely  free  from 
internal  embarrassment.  When  his  father  spoke 
to  him  about  his  legal  studies,  he  did  not  ex- 
actly laugh  at  his  father's  ignorance,  but  he  re- 
capitulated to  his  father  so  much  of  Mr.  Monk's 
wisdom  at  second-hand — showing  plainly  that  it 
was  his  business  to  study  the  arts  of  speech  and 
the  technicalities  of  the  House,  and  not  to  study 
law — that  his  father  had  nothing  farther  to  say. 
He  had  become  a  man  of  such  dimensions  that 
an  ordinary  father  could  hardly  dare  to  inquire 
into  his  proceedings ;  and  as  for  an  ordinary 
mother — such  as  Mrs.  Finn  certainly  was — she 
could  do  no  more  than  look  after  her  son's  linen 
with  awe. 

Mary  Flood  Jones — the  reader  I  hope  will  not 
quite  have  forgotten  Mary  Flood  Jones — was  in 
a  great  tremor  when  first  she  met  the  hero  of 
Loughshane  after  returning  from  the  honors  of 
his  first  session.  She  had  been  somewhat  dis- 
appointed because  the  newspapers  had  not  been 
full  of  the  speeches  he  had  made  in  Parliament. 
And  indeed  the  ladies  of  the  Finn  household 
had  all  been  ill  at  ease  on  this  head.  They 
could  not  imagine  why  Phineas  had  restrained 


himself  with  so  much  philosophy.  But  Miss 
Flood  Jones  in  discussing  the  matter  with  the 
Miss  Finns  had  never  expressed  the  slightest 
doubt  of  his  capacity  or  of  his  judgment.  And 
when  tidings  came — the  tidings  came  in  a  letter 
from  Phineas  to  his  father — that  he  did  not  in- 
tend to  speak  that  session,  because  speeches  from 
a  young  member  on  his  first  session  were  thought 
to  be  inexpedient,  Miss  Flood  Jones  and  the 
IMiss  Finns  were  quite  willing  to  accept  the  wis- 
dom of  this  decision,  much  as  they  might  regret 
the  effect  of  it.  Mary,  when  she  met  her  hero, 
hardly  dared  to  look  him  in  the  face,  but  she 
remembered  accurately  all  the  circumstances  of 
her  last  inten'iew  with  him.  Could  it  be  that 
he  wore  that  ringlet  near  his  heart  ?  Mary  had 
received  from  Barbara  Finn  certain  hairs  sup- 
posed to  have  come  from  the  head  of  Phineas. 
and  these  she  always  wore  near  her  own.  And 
moreover,  since  she  had  seen  Phineas  she  had 
refused  an  offer  of  marriage  from  Mr.  Elias 
Booker — had  refused  it  almost  ignominiously — 
and  when  doing  so  had  told  herself  that  she 
would  never  be  false  to  Phineas  Finn. 

"We  think  it  so  good  of  you  to  come  to  see 
us  again,"  she  said. 

"  Good  to  come  home  to  my  own  people?" 

"  Of  course  you  might  be  staying  with  plenty 
of  grandees  if  you  liked  it." 

"No,  indeed.  Mar}'.  It  did  happen  by  acci- 
dent that  I  had  to  go  to  the  house  of  a  man 
whom  perhaps  you  would  call  a  grandee,  and  to 
meet  grandees  there.  But  it  was  only  for  a  few 
days,  and  I  am  very  glad  to  be  taken  in  again 
here,  I  can  assure  you." 

"  You  know  how  very  glad  we  all  are  to  have 
you." 

"  Are  you  glad  to  see  me,  Mary?" 

"Very  glad.  Why  should  I  not  be  glad,  and 
Barbara  the  dearest  friend  I  have  in  the  world? 
Of  course  she  talks  about  you — and  that  makes 
me  think  of  you." 

"  If  you  knew,  Mary,  how  often  I  think  about 
you."  Then  Mary,  who  was  very  happy  at  hear- 
ing such  words,  and  who  was  walking  in  to  din- 
ner with  him  at  the  moment,  could  not  refrain 
herself  from  pressing  his  arm  with  her  little  fin- 
gers. She  knew  that  Phineas  in  his  position 
could  not  marry  at  once ;  but  she  would  wait  for 
him — oh,  forever,  if  he  would  only  ask  her.  He 
of  course  was  a  wicked  traitor  to  tell  her  that  he 
was  wont  to  think  of  her.  But  Jove  smiles  at 
lovers'  perjuries ;  and  it  is  well  that  he  should  do 
so,  as  such  perjuries  can  hardly  be  avoided  alto- 
gether in  the  difficult  circumstances  of  a  success- 
ful gentleman's  life.  Phineas  was  a  traitor,  of 
course,  but  he  was  almost  forced  to  be  a  traitor 
by  the  simple  fact  that  Lady  Laura  Standish  was 
in  London,  and  Mary  Flood  Jones  in  Killaloe. 

He  remained  for  nearly  five  months  at  Killa- 
loe, and  I  doubt  whether  his  time  was  altogether 
well  spent.  Some  of  the  books  recommended 
to  him  by  Mr.  Monk  he  probably  did  read,  and 
was  often  to  be  found  encompassed  by  blue 
books.  I  fear  that  there  was  a  grain  of  pre- 
tense about  his  blue  books  and  parliamentary 
papers,  and  that  in  these  days  he  was,  in  a  gen- 
tle way,  something  of  an  impostor.  "  You  must 
not  be  angry  with  me  for  not  going  to  you,"  he 
said  once  to  Mary's  mother  when  he  had  de- 
clined an  invitation  to  drink  tea;  "  but  the  fact 
is  that  my  time  is  not  my  own."     "Pray  don't 
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make  any  apologies.  We  are  quite  aware  that  we 
have  very  little  to  offer,"  said  Mrs.  Flood  Jones, 
who  was  not  altogether  happy  about  Mary,  and 
who  perhaps  knew  more  about  members  of  Par- 
liament and  blue  books  than  Thineas  Finn  had 
supj)Osed.  "  Mary,  you  are  a  fool  to  think  of 
that  man,"  the  mother  said  to  her  daughter  the 
next  morning.  "I  don't  think  of  him,  mamma  ; 
not  particularly."  "He  is  no  better  than  any 
body  else  that  I  can  see,  and  he  is  beginning  to 
give  himself  airs,"  said  Mrs.  Flood  Jones.  Mary 
made  no  answer ;  but  she  went  up  into  her  room 
and  swore  before  a  figure  of  the  Virgin  that  she 
would  be  true  to  Phineas  for  ever  and  ever,  in 
spite  of  her  mother,'  in  spite  of  all  the  world — in 
spite,  should  it  be  necessary,  even  of  himself. 

About  Christmas  time  there  came  a  discussion 
between  Phineas  and  his  father  about  money. 
"  I  hope  you  find  you  get  on  pretty  well,"  said 
the  doctor,  who  thought  that  he  had  been  liberal. 

"It's  a  tight  fit,"  said  Phineas,  who  was  less 
afraid  of  his  father  than  he  had  been  when  he 
last  discussed  these  things. 

"I  had  hoped  it  would  have  been  ample," 
said  the  doctor. 

"Don't  think  for  a  moment,  sir,  that  I  am 
complaining,"  said  Phineas.  "I  know  it  is 
much  more  than  I  have  a  right  to  expect." 

The  doctor  began  to  make  an  inquiry  within 
his  own  breast  as  to  whether  his  son  had  a  right 
to  expect  any  thing — whether  the  time  had  not 
come  in  which  his  son  should  be  earning  his  own 
bread.  "I  suppose,"  he  said,  after  a  pause, 
"there  is  no  chance  of  your  doing  any  thing  at 
the  Bar  now?"  , 

"  Not  immediately.  It  is  almost  impossible 
to  combine  the  two  studies  together.  Mr.  Low 
himself  was  aware  of  that.  But  you  are  not  to 
su])pose  that  I  have  given  the  profession  up." 

"I  hope  not,  after  all  the  money  it  has  cost 
us." 

"  By  no  means,  sir.  And  all  that  I  am  doing 
now  will,  I  trust,  be  of  assistance  to  me  when  I 
shall  come  to  work  at  the  law.  Of  course  it  is 
on  the  cards  that  I  may  go  into  office — and  if 
so,  public  business  will  become  my  profession." 

"And  be  turned  out  with  the  Ministry!" 

"Yes ;  that  is  true,  sir.  I  must  run  my  chance. 
If  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  I  hope  I  might 
be  able  to  secure  some  permanent  place.  I  should 
think  that  I  can  hardly  fail  to  do  so.  But  I  trust 
I  may  never  be  driven  to  want  it.  I  thought, 
however,  that  we  had  settled  all  this  before." 
Then  Phineas  assumed  a  look  of  injured  inno- 
cence, as  though  his  father  was  driving  him  too 
hard. 

"  And  in  the  mean  time  your  money  has  been 
enough?"  said  the  doctor,  after  a  pause. 

"  I  had  intended  to  ask  you  to  advance  me  a 
hundred  pounds,"  said  Piiincas.  "There  were 
expenses  to  which  I  was  driven  on  first  entering 
Parliament." 

"  A  iiundred  potinds." 

"  If  it  be  inconvenient,  sir,  I  can  do  without 
it."  He  had  not  as  yet  paid  for  his  gun,  or  for 
that  velvet  coat  in  which  he  had  been  shooting, 
or,  most  probably,  for  the  knickerbockers.  He 
knew  he  wanted  the  hundred  pounds  badly  ; 
but  he  felt  ashamed  of  liimsclf  in  asking  for  it. 
If  he  were  once  in  office — though  tlie  office  were 
but  a  sorry  junior  lordship — he  would  repay  his 
father  instantly. 


"You  shall  have  it,  of  course,"  said  t.ie  doc- 
tor ;  "  but  do  not  let  the  necessity  for  asking  for 
more  hundreds  come  oftener  than  you  can  help." 
Phineas  said  that  he  would  not,  and  then  there 
was  no  farther  discourse  about  money.  It  need 
hardly  be  said  that  he  told  his  father  nothing  of 
that  bill  which  he  had  endorsed  for  Laurence 
Fitzgibbon. 

At  last  came  the  time  which  called  him  again 
to  London  and  the  glories  of  London  life — to 
lobbies,  and  the  clubs,  and  the  gossip  of  men  in 
office,  and  the  chance  of  promotion  for  himself; 
to  tlie  glare  of  the  gas-lamps,  the  mock  anger  of 
rival  debaters,  and  the  prospect  of  the  Speaker's 
wig.  During  the  idleness  of  the  recess  he  had 
resolved  at  any  rate  upon  this — that  a  month  of 
the  session  should  not  have  passed  by  before  he 
had  been  seen  upon  his  legs  in  the  House — had 
been  seen  and  heard.  And  many  a  time  as  he 
had  wandered  alone  with  his  gun  across  the  bogs 
which  lie  on  the  other  side  of  the  Shannon  from 
Killaloe,  he  had  practiced  the  sort  of  address 
which  he  would  make  to  the  House.  He  would 
be  short — always  short ;  and  he  would  eschew 
all  action  and  gesticulation  ;  Mr.  Monk  had 
been  very  urgent  in  his  instructions  to  him  on 
that  head ;  but  he  would  be  especially  careful 
that  no  words  should  escape  him  which  had  not 
in  them  some  purpose.  He  might  be  wrong  in 
his  purpose,  but  purpose  there  should  be.  He 
had  been  twitted  more  than  once  at  Killaloe 
with  his  silence ;  for  it  had  been  conceived  by 
his  fellow-townsmen  that  he  had  been  sent  to 
Parliament  on  the  special  ground  of  his  elo- 
quence. They  should  twit  him  no  more  on  his 
next  return.  He  would  speak  and  would  carry 
the  House  with  him  if  a  human  effort  might 
prevail. 

So  he  packed  up  his  things,  and  started  again 
for  London  in  the  beginning  of  February. 
"Good-bye,  Mary,"  he  said,  with  his  sweetest 
smile.  But  on  tliis  occasion  there  was  no  kiss, 
and  no  culling  of  locks.  "  I  know  he  can  not 
help  it,"  said  Mary  to  herself.  "It  is  his  posi- 
tion. But  whether  it  be  for  good  or  evil,  I  will 
be  true  to  him." 

"I  am  afraid  you  are  unhappy,"  Barbara 
Finn  said  to  her  on  the  next  morning. 

"  No  ;  I  am  not  unhap])y — not  at  all.  I  have 
a  great  deal  to  make  me  happy  and  proud.  I 
don't  mean  to  be  a  hit  unhappy."  Then  she 
turned  away  and  cried  heartily,  and  Barbara 
Finn  cried  with  her  for  company. 


CHAPTER  XVIL 

PHINEAS  FINN    RETURNS    TO    LONDON. 

Phineas  had  received  two  letters  during  his 
recess  at  Killaloe  from  two  women  who  admired 
him  much,  which,  as  they  were  both  short,  shall 
be  submitted  to  the  reader.     The  first  was  as 

follows : 

"  fAUi-SHY,  October  20,  ISO— 

"My  dear  Mr.  Finn  : — I  write  a  line  to  tell 
you  that  our  marriage  is  to  be  hurried  on  as 
quickly  as  possible.  Mr.  Kennedy  does  not  like 
to  be  absent  from  Parliament ;  nor  will  he  be 
content  to  postpone  the  ceremony  till  the  ses- 
sion be  over.  The  d.iy  fixed  is  the  3d  of  De- 
cember, and  we  then  go  at  once  to  Rome,  and 
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intend  to  be  back  in  London  by  the  opening  of 
Farliament.     Yours  most  sincerely, 

"Laura  Standish. 

"  Our  London  address  will  be  No  52  Grosvenor 
Place." 

To  this  he  wrote  an  answer  as  short,  express- 
ing his  ardent  wishes  that  those  winter  hymene- 
als  might  produced  nothing  but  happiness,  and 
saying  that  he  would  not  be  in  town  many  days 
before  he  knocked  at  the  door  of  No.  52  Grosve- 
nor Place. 

And  the  second  letter  was  as  follows  : 

"  Great  Marlborough  Street,  December,  ISO—. 
"  Dear  and  Honored  Sir  : — Bnnce  is  get- 
ting ever  so  anxious  about  the  rooms,  and  says 
as  how  he  has  a  young  Equity  draftsman  and 
wife  and  baby  as  would  take  the  whole  house, 
and  all  because  Miss  Pouncefoot  said  a  word 
about  her  port  wine,  which  any  lady  of  her  age 
might  say  in  her  tantrums,  and  mean  nothing 
after  all.  Me  and  Miss  Pouncefoot's  knowed 
each  other  for  seven  years,  and  what's  a  word  or 
two  as  isn't  meant  after  that?  But,  honored  sir, 
it's  not  about  that  as  I  write  to  trouble  you,  but 
to  ask  if  I  may  say  for  certain  that  you'll  take 
the  rooms  again  in  February.  It's  easy  to  let 
them  for  the  month  after  Christmas,  because  of 
the  pantomimes.  Only  say  at  once,  because 
Bunce  is  nagging  me  day  after  day.  I  don't 
want  nobody's  wife  and  baby  to  have  to  do  for, 
and  'd  sooner  have  a  Parliament  gent  like  your- 
self than  any  one  else.  Yours  'umbly  and  re- 
spectful, Jane  Bunce." 

To  this  he  replied  that  he  would  certainly 
come  back  to  the  rooms  in  Great  Marlborough 
Street,  should  he  be  lucky  enough  to  find  them 
vacant,  and  he  expressed  his  willingness  to  take 
them  on  and  from  the  1st  of  February.  And 
on  the  3d  of  February  he  found  himself  in  the 
old  quarters,  Mrs.  Bunce  having  contrived,  with 
much  conjugal  adroitness,  both  to  keep  Miss 
Pouncefoot  and  to  stave  off  the  Equity  drafts- 
man's wife  and  baby.  Bunce,  however,  received 
Phineas  very  coldly,  and  told  his  wife  the  same 
evening  that  as  far  as  he  could  see  their  lodger 
would  never  turn  up  to  be  a  trump  in  the  mat- 
ter of  the  ballot.  "If  he  means  well,  why  did 
he  go  and  stay  with  them  lords  down  in  Scot- 
land ?  I  know  all  about  it.  I  knows  a  man  when 
I  sees  him.  Mr.  Low,  who's  looking  out  to  be 
a  Tory  judge  some  of  these  days,  is  a  deal  better 
— because  he  knows  what  he's  after." 

Immediately  on  his  return  to  town  Phineas 
found  himself  summoned  to  a  political  meeting 
at  Mr.  Mildmay's  house  in  St.  James's  Square. 
"We're  going  to  begin  in  earnest  this  time," 
Barrington  Erie  said  to  him  at  the  club. 

"I  am  glad  of  that,"  said  Phineas. 

"I  suppose  you  heard  all  about  it  down  at 
Loughlinter?" 

Now,  in  truth,  Phineas  had  heard  very  little 
of  any  settled  plan  down  at  Loughlinter.  He 
had  played  a  game  of  chess  with  Mr.  Gresham, 
and  had  shot  a  stag  with  Mr.  Palliser,  and  had 
discussed  sheep  with  Lord  Brentford,  but  had 
hardly  heard  a  word  about  politics  from  any  one 
of  those  influential  gentlemen.  From  Mr.  Jlnnk 
he  had  heard  much  of  a  coming  Reform  Bill ; 


but  his  communications  with  Mr.  Monk  had 
rather  been  private  discussions — in  which  he 
had  learned  Mr.  Monk's  own  views  on  certain 
points — than  revelations  on  the  intention  of  the 
party  to  which  Mr.  Monk  belonged.  "  I  heard 
of  nothing  settled,"  said  Piiineas  ;  "but  I  sup- 
pose we  are  to  have  a  Reform  Bill." 

"That  is  a  matter  of  course." 
t  "  And  I  suppose  we  are  not  to -touch  the  ques- 
tion of  ballot." 

"That's  the  difficulty," said  Barrington  Erie. 
"But  of  course  we  shan't  touch  it  as  long  as  Mr. 
Mildmay  is  in  the  Cabinet.  He  will  never  con- 
sent to  the  ballot  as  First  Minister  of  the 
Crown."  , 

"Nor  would  Gresham,  or  Palliser,"  said  Phin- 
eas, who  did  not  choose  to  bring  forward  his 
greatest  gun  at  first. 

"I  don't  know  about  Gresham,  It  is  im- 
possible to  say  what  Gresham  might  bring  him- 
self to  do.  Gresham  is  a  man  who  may  go  any 
lengths  before  he  has  done.  Planty  Pall " — 
for  such  was  the  name  by  which  Mr.  Plantagenet 
Palliser  was  ordinarily  known  among  his  friends 
— "would  of  course  go  with  Mr.  Mildmay  and 
the  duke." 

"And  Monk  is  opposed  to  the  ballot,"  said 
Phineas. 

"Ah,  that's  the  question.  No  doubt  he  has 
assented  to  the  proposition  of  a  measure  without 
the  ballot ;  but  if  there  should  come  a  row,  and 
men  like  Turnbull  demand  it,  and  the  London 
mob  kick  up  a  shindy,  I  don't  know  how  far 
Monk  would  be  steady." 

"Whatever  he  says,  he'll  stick  to." 

"He  is  your  leader,  then?"  asked  Barring- 
ton. 

"I  don't  know  that  I  have  a  leader.  Mr. 
Mildmay  leads  our  side;  and  if  any  body  leads 
me,  he  does.  But  I  have  great  faith  in  Mr. 
Monk." 

"There's  one  who  would  go  for  the  ballot  to- 
morrow, if  it  were  brought  forward  stoutly," 
said  Barrington  Erie  to  Mr.  Ratler  a  few  min- 
utes afterward,  pointing  to  Phineas  as  he  spoke. 

"I  don't  think  much  of  that  young  man,  "said 
Ratler. 

Mr.  Bonteen  and  Mr.  Ratler  had  put  their 
heads  together  during  that  last  evening  at 
Loughlinter,  and  had  agreed  that  they  did  not 
think  much  of  Phineas  Finn.  Why  did  Mr. 
Kennedy  go  down  off  the  mountain  to  get  him 
a  pony  ?  And  why  did  Mr.  Gresham  play  chess 
with  him?  Mr.  Ratler  and  Mr.  Bonteen  may 
have  been  right  in  making  up  their  minds  to 
think  but  little  of  Phineas  Finn,  but  Barrington 
Erie  had  been  quite  wrong  when  he  had  said 
that  Phineas  would  "go  for  the  ballot"  to- 
morrow. Phineas  liad  made  up  his  mind  very 
strongly  that  he  would  always  oppose  the  ballot. 
That  he  would  hold  the  same  opinion  throughout 
his  life,  no  one  should  pretend  to  say ;  but  in 
his  present  mood,  and  under  the  tuition  which 
he  had  received  from  Mr.  Monk,  he  was  pre- 
pared to  demonstrate,  out  of  the  House  and  in 
it,  that  the  ballot  was,  as  a  political  measure, 
unmanly,  ineffective,  and  enervating.  Enervat- 
ing had  been  a  great  word  with  Mr.  Monk,  and 
Phineas  had  clung  to  it  with  admiration. 

The  meeting  took  place  at  Mr.  Mildmay's  on 
the  third  day  of  the  session.  Phineas  had  of 
course  heard  of  such  meetings  before,  but  had 
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never  attended  one.  Indeed,  there  had  been  no 
such  gathering  when  Mr.  Mildmay's  party  came 
into  power  early  in  the  hist  session.  Mr.  Mild- 
may  and  his  men  had  then  made  their  effort  in 
turning  out  their  opjionents,  and  had  been  well 
pleased  to  rest  awhile  upon  their  oars.  Now, 
however,  they  must  go  again  to  work,  and  there- 
fore the  Liberal  jiarty  was  collected  at  Mr.  Mild- 
may's  house,  in  order  that  the  Liberal  jjarty  might 
be  told  what  it  was  that  Mr.  Mildmay  and  his 
Cabinet  intended  to  do. 

Phineas  Finn  was  quite  in  the  dark  as  to  what 
would  be  the  nature  of  the  performance  on  this 
occasion,  and  entertained  some  idea  that  every 
gentleman  present  would  be  called  upon  to  ex- 
press individually  his  assent  or  dissent  in  regard 
to  the  measure  proposed.  He  walked  to  St. 
James's  Square  with  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  ;  but 
even  with  Fitzgibbon  was  ashamed  to  show  his 
ignorance  by  asking  questions.  "After  all,' 
said  Fitzgibbon,  "this  kind  of  thing  means 
nothing.  I  know  as  well  as  possible,  and  so  do 
you,  what  Mr.  Mildmay  will  say ;  and  then 
Greshara  will  say  a  few  words ;  and  then  Turn- 
bull  will  make  a  murmur,  and  then  we  shall  all  as- 
sent— to  any  thing  or  to  nothing — and  then  it 
will  be  over."  Still  Phineas  did  not  understand 
whether  the  assent  required  would  or  would  not 
be, an  individual  personal  assent.  "  When  the  af- 
fair was  over  he  found  that  he  was  disappointed, 
and  that  he  might  almost  as  well  have  stayed 
away  from  the  meeting — except  that  he  had 
attended  at  Mr.  Mildmay's  bidding,  and  had 
given  a  silent  adhesion  to  Mr.  Mildmay's 
plan  of  reform  for  that  session.  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon had  been  very  nearly  correct  in  his  de- 
scription of  what  would  occur.  Mr.  Mildmay 
made  a  long  speech.  Mr.  Turnbull,  the  great 
Radical  of  tbe  da}' — the  man  who  was  supposed 
to  represent  what  many  called  the  Manchester 
school  of  politics — asked  half  a  dozen  questions. 
In  answer  to  these  Mr.  Gresham  made  a  short 
speech.  Then  Mr.  Mildmay  made  another 
speech,  and  then  all  was  over,  The  gist  of  the 
whole  thing  was,  that  there  should  be  a  Reform 
Bill — very  generous  in  its  enlargement  of  the 
franchise — but  no  ballot.  Mr.  Turnbull  express- 
ed his  doubt  whether  this  would  be  satisfactory 
to  the  country  ;  but  even  Mr.  Turnbull  was  soft 
in  his  tone  and  complaisant  in  his  manner.  As 
there  was  no  reporter  present — that  plan  of 
turning  private  meetings  at  gentlemen's  houses 
into  public  assemblies  not  having  been  as  yet 
adopted — there  could  be  no  need  for  energy  or 
violence.  They  went  to  Mr.  Mildmay's  house 
to  hear  Mr.  Mildmay's  plan  —  and  they  heard 
it. 

Two  days  after  this  Phineas  was  to  dine  with 
Mr.  Monk.  Mr.  Monk  had  asked  him  in  the 
lobby  of  the  House.  "  I  don't  give  dinner-par- 
ties," he  said,  "but  I  should  like  you  to  come 
and  meet  Mr.  Turnbull. "  Phineas  accepted  the 
invitation  as  a  matter  of  course.  There  were 
many  who  said  that  Mr.  Turnbull  was  the  great- 
est man  in  the  nation,  and  that  the  nation  could 
be  saved  only  by  a  direct  obedience  to  Mr.  Turn- 
bull's  instructions.  Others  said  that  Mr.  Turn- 
bull  was  a  demagogue,  and  at  heart  a  rebel ; 
that  he  was  un-English,  false,  and  very  danger- 
ous. Phineas  was  rather  inclined  to  believe  the 
latter  statement ;  and  as  danger  and  dangerous 
men  are  always  more  attractive  than  safety  and 


safe  men,  he  was  glad  to  have  an  opportunity  of 
meeting  Mr.  Turnbull  at  dinner. 
I  In  the  mean  time  he  went  to  call  on  Lady 
Laura,  whom  he  had  not  seen  since  the  last  even- 
ing which  he  spent  in  her  company  at  Loughlin- 
ter — whom,  when  he  was  last  speaking  to  her, 
he  had  kissed  close  beneath  the  falls  of  the  Lin- 
ter.  He  found  her  at  home,  and  with  her  was 
her  husband.  "  Here  is  a  Darby  and  Joan  meet- 
ing, is  it  not  ?"  she  said,  getting  up  to  welcome 
him.  He  had  seen  Mr.  Kennedy  before,  and 
had  been  standing  close  to  him  during  the  meet- 
ing ar  Mr.  Gresham's. 

"I  am  very  glad  to  find  you  both  together." 
•      "But  Robert  is  going  away  this  instant," said 
Lady  Laura.      "Has  he  told  you  of  our  adven- 
tures at  Rome?" 

"Not  a  word." 

"Then  I  must  tell  you — but  not  now.  The 
dear  old  pope  was  so  civil  to  us.  I  came  to 
think  it  quite  a  pity  that  he  should  be  in  trouble." 

"I  must  be  oft',"  said  the  husband,  getting  up, 
"But  I  shall  meet  you  at  dinner,  I  believe." 

"Do  you  dine  at  Mr.  Monk's?" 

"  ^es,  and  am  asked  expressly  to  hear  Turn- 
bull  make  a  convert  of  you.  There  are  only  to 
be  us  four.  Au  revoir."  Then  Mr.  Kennedy 
went,  and  Phineas  found  himself  alone  with  Lady 
Laura.  He  hardly  knew  how  to  address  her, 
and  remained  silent.  He  had  not  prepared  him- 
self for  the  interview  as  he  ought  to  have  done, 
and  felt  himself  to  be  awkward.  She  evidently 
expected  him  to  speak,  and  for  a  few  seconds  sat 
Waiting  for  what  he  might  say. 

At  last  she  found  that  it  was  incumbent  on  her 
to  begin.  "Were  you  surprised  at  our  sudden- 
ness when  you  got  my  note?" 

"A  little.     You  had  spoken  of  waiting." 

"I  had  never  imagined  that  he  would  have 
been  imjietuous.  And  he  seems  to  think  that 
even  the  business  of  getting  himself  married 
would  not  justify  him  in  staying  away  from  Par- 
liament. He  is  a  rigid  martinet  in  all  matters 
of  duty." 

"  I  did  not  wonder  that  he  should  be  in  a  hur- 
ry, but  that  you  should  submit." 

"I  told  you  that  I  should  do  just  what  the 
wise  people  told  me.  I  asked  papa,  and  he  said 
that  it  would  be  better.  So  the  lawyers  were 
driven  out  of  their  minds,  and  the  milliners  out 
of  their  bodies,  and  the  thing  was  done." 

"Who  was  there  at  the  marriage?" 

"  Oswald  was  not  there.  That  I  know  is  what 
you  mean  to  ask.  Papa  said  that  he  might 
come  if  he  pleased.  Oswald  stijHilated  that  he 
should  be  received  as  a  son.  Then  my  father 
spoke  the  hardest  word  that  ever  fell  from  his 
mouth." 

"  What  did  he  say  ?" 

"  I  will  not  repeat  it — not  altogether.  But  he 
said  that  Oswald  was  not  entitled  to  a  son's 
treatment.  He  was  very  sore  about  my  money, 
because  Robert  was  so  generous  as  to  his  set- 
tlement. So  the  breach  between  them  is  as  wide 
as  ever." 

"  And  where  is  Chiltern  now?"  said  Phineas. 

"Down in  Northamptonshire,  staying  at  some 
inn  from  whence  he  hunts.  He  tells  me  that 
he  is  quite  alone  ;  that  he  never  dines  out,  never 
has  any  one  to  dine  with  him,  that  he  hunts  five 
or  six  days  a  week — and  reads  at  night." 

"  That  is  not  a  bad  sort  of  life." 
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"  Not  if  the  reading;  is  any  good.  But  I  can 
not  bear  that  he  should  be  so  solitary.  And  if 
he  breaks  down  in  it,  then  his  companions  will 
not  be  fit  for  him.     Do  you  ever  hunt?" 

"Oh  yes — at  home  in  county  Clare.  All 
Irishmen  hunt." 

' '  I  wish  you  would  go  down  to  hira  and  see 
him.     He  would  be  delighted  to  have  you." 

Phineas  thought  over  the  proposition  before 
lie  answered  it,  and  then  made  the  reply  that 
he  had  made  once  before.  "I  would  do  so, 
Lady  Laura,  but  that  I  have  no  money  for  hunt- 
ing in  England." 

"Alas,  alas!"  said  she,  smiling.  "How  that 
hits  one  on  every  side  !" 

"  I  might  manage  it — for  a  couple  of  days — 
in  March." 

"  Do  not  do  what  you  think  you  ought  not  to 
do,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"No;  certainly.  But  I  should  like  it,  and 
if  I  can  I  will." 

"He  could  mount  you,  I  have  no  doubt.  He 
has  no  other  expense  now,  and  keeps  a  stable 
full  of  horses.  I  think  he  has  seven  or  eight. 
And  now  tell  me,  Mr.  Finn ;  when  are  you  go- 
ing to  charm  the  House  ?  Or  is  it  your  first  in- 
tention to  strike  terror?" 

He  blushed — he  knew  that  he  blushed  as  he 
answered — "  Oh,  I  suppose  I  shall  make  some 
sort  of  attempt  before  long.  I  can't  bear  the 
idea  of  being  a  bore." 

"  I  think  you  ought  to  speak,  Mr.  Finn." 

"I  do  not  know  about  that,  but  I  certainly 
mean  to  try.  There  will  be  lots  of  opportunities 
about  the  new  Reform  Bill.  Of  coarse  you  know 
tliat  Mr.  Mildmay  is  going  to  bring  it  in  at  once. 
You  hear  all  that  from  Mr.  Kennedy." 

"And  papa  has  told  me.  I  still  see  papa 
almost  every  day.  You  must  call  upon  him. 
Mind  you  do."  Phineas  said  that  he  certainly 
would.  "  Papa  is  very  lonely  now,  and  I  some- 
times feel  that  I  have  been  almost  cruel  in  de- 
serting him.  And  I  think  that  he  has  a  horror 
of  the  house — especially  later  in  the  year — always 
fancying  that  he  will  meet  Oswald.  I  am  so  un- 
happy about  it  all,  Mr.  Finn." 

"Why  doesn't  your  brother  marry?"  said 
Phineas,  knowing  nothing  as  yet  of  Lord  Chil- 
tern  and  Violet  Effingham.  "If  he  were  to 
marry  well,  that  would  bring  your  father  round." 

"Yes — it  would." 

"And  why  should  he  not?" 

Lady  Laura  paused  before  she  answered  ;  and 
then  she  told  the  whole  story.  "He  is  violently 
in  love,  and  the  girl  he  loves  has  refused  him 
twice." 

"  Is  it  with  Miss  EfBngham?"  asked  Phineas, 
guessing  the  truth  at  once,  and  remembering 
what  MissEfSngham  had  said  to  hira  when  rid- 
ing in  the  wood. 

"I'es;  with  Violet  Effingham;  my  father's 
pet,  his  favorite,  whom  he  loves  next  to  myself — 
almost  as  well  as  myself ;  whom  he  would  really 
welcome  as  a  daughter.  He  would  gladly  make 
her  mistress  of  his  house,  and  of  Saulsby.  Every 
thing  would  then  go  smoothly." 

"  But  she  does  not  like  Lord  Chiltern  ?" 

"I  believe  she  loves  him  in  her  heart;  but 
she  is  afraid  of  him.  As  she  says  herself,  a  girl 
is  bound  to  be  so  careful  of  herself.  With  all 
her  seeming  frolic,  Violet  Effingham  is  very 
wise." 


Phineas,  though  not  conscious  of  any  feeling 
akin  to  jealousy,  was  annoyed  at  the  revelation 
made  to  him.  Since  he  had  heard  that  Lord 
Chiltern  was  in  love  with  Miss  Effingham,  he  did 
not  like  Lord  Chiltern  quite  as  well  as  he  had 
done  before.  He  himself  had, simply  admired 
Miss  EflSngham,  and  had  taken  pleasure  in  her 
society ;  but,  though  this  had  been  all,  he  did 
not  like  to  hear  of  another  man  wanting  to  mar- 
ry her,  and  he  was  almost  angry  with  Lady  Lau- 
ra for  saying  that  she  believed  Miss  Effingham 
loved  her  brother.  If  J.Iiss  Effingham  had  twice 
refused  Lord  Chiltern,  that  ought  to  have  been 
sufficient.  It  was  not  that  Phineas  was  in  love 
with  Miss  EflSngham  himself.  As  he  was  still 
violently  in  love  with  Lady  Laura,  any  other  love 
was  of  course  impossible ;  but,  nevertheless,  there 
was  something  offensive  to  him  in  the  story  as  it 
had  been  told.  "If  it  be  wisdom  on  her  part," 
said  he,  answering  Lady  Laura's  last  words, 
"you  can  not  find  fault  with  her  for  her  decision." 

"I  find  no  fault;  but  I  think  my  brother 
would  make  her  happy." 

Lady  Laura,  when  she  was  left  alone,  at  once 
reverted  to  the  tone  in  which  Phineas  Finn  had 
answered  her  remarks  about  Miss  Effingham. 
Phineas  was  very  ill  able  to  conceal  his  thoughts, 
and  wore  his  heart  almost  upon  his  sleeve. 
"  Can  it  be  possible  that  he  cares  for  her  him- 
self?" That  was  the  nature  of  Lady  Laura's  first 
question  to  herself  upon  the  matter.  And  in  ask- 
ing herself  that  question,  she  thought  nothing  of 
the  disparity  in  rank  or  fortune  between  Phineas 
Finn  and  Violet  Effingham.  Nor  did  it  occur  to 
her  as  at  all  improbable  that  Violet  might  accept 
the  love  of  him  who  had  so  lately  been  her  own 
lover.  But  the  idea  grated  against  her  wishes 
on  two  sides.  She  was  most  anxious  that  Violet 
should  ultimately  become  her  brother's  wife — 
and  she  could  not  be  pleased  that  Phineas  should 
be  able  to  love  any  woman. 

I  must  beg  my  readers  not  to  be  carried  away 
by  those  last  words  into  any  erroneous  conclu- 
sion. They  must  not  suppose  that  Lady  Laura 
Kennedy,  the  lately  married  bride,  indulged  a 
guilty  passion  for  the  young  man  who  had  loved 
her.  Though  she  had  probably  thought  often  of 
Phineas  Finn  since  her  marriage,  her  thoughts 
had  never  been  of  a  nature  to  disturb  her  rest. 
It  had  never  occurred  to  her  even  to  think  that 
she  regarded  him  with  any  feeling  that  was  an 
offense  to  her  husband.  She  would  have  hated 
herself  had  any  such  idea  presented  itself  to  her 
mind.  She  prided  herself  on  being  a  pure  high- 
principled  woman,  who  had  kept  so  strong  a 
guard  upon  herself  as  to  be  nearlj'  free  from  the 
dangers  of  those  rocks  upon  which  other  women 
make  shipwreck  of  their  happiness.  She  took 
pride  in  this,  and  would  then  blame  herself  for 
her  own  pride.  But  though  she  so  blamed  her- 
self, it  never  occurred  to  her  to  think  that  to  her 
there  might  be  danger  of  such  shipwreck.  She 
had  put  away  from  herself  the  idea  of  love  when 
she  had  first  perceived  that  Phineas  had  regarded 
her  with  more  than  friendship,  and  had  accept- 
ed Mr.  Kennedy's  offer  with  an  assured  convic- 
tion that  by  doing  so  she  was  acting  best  for  her 
own  happiness  and  for  that  of  all  those  concern- 
ed. She  had  felt  the  romance  of  the  position  to 
be  sweet  when  Phineas  had  stood  with  her  at 
the  top  of  the  falls  of  the  Linter,  and  had  told 
her  of  the  hopes  which  he  had  dared  to  indulge. 
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Aud  when  at  the  bottom  of  the  falls  he  had  pre- 
tiumed  to  take  her  in  his  arms,  she  had  forgiven 
him  without  difficulty  to  herself,  telling  herself  that 
that  would  be  the  alpha  and  the  omega  of  the  ro- 
mance of  her  life.  She  had  not  felt  herself  bound 
to  tell  Mr.  Kennedy  of  what  had  occurred,  but  she 
had  felt  that  he  could  hardly  have  been  angry  even 
had  he  been  told.  And  she  had  often  thought  of 
her  lover  since,  and  of  hislove — telling  herself 
tliat  she  too  had  once  had  a  lover,  never  regarding 
her  husband  in  that  light ;  but  her  thoughts  had 
not  frightened  her  as  guilty  thoughts  will  do. 
'I'here  had  come  a  romance  which  had  been 
jileasant,  and  it  was  gone.  It  had  been  soon 
banished,  but  it  had  left  to  her  a  sweet  flavor, 
of  which  she  loved  to  taste  the  sweetness  though 
she  knew  that  it  was  gone.  And  the  man  should 
be  her  friend,  but  especially  her  husband's  friend. 
It  should  be  her  care  to  see  that  his  life  was  suc- 
cessful— and  especially  her  husband's  care.  It 
was  a  great  delight  to  her  to  know  that  her  hus- 
band liked  the  man.  And  the  man  would  mar- 
ry, and  the  man's  wife  should  be  her  friend. 
All  this  had  been  very  pure  and  very  pleasant. 
Now  an  id-ea  had  flitted  across  her  brain  that 
the  man  was  in  love  with  some  one  else — and 
s!ie  did  not  like  it  I 

But  she  did  not  therefore  become  afraid  of  her- 
self, or  in  the  least  realize  at  once  the  danger  of 
her  own  position.  Her  immediate  glance  at  the 
matter  did  not  go  beyond  the  falseness  of  men. 
If  it  were  so,  as  she  suspected — if  Phineas  Finn 
had  in  truth  transferred  his  affections  to  Violet 
Effingham,  of  how  little  value  was  the  love  of 
such  a  man !  It  did  not  occur  to  her  at  this 
moment  that  she  also  had  transferred  hers  to 
Robert  Kennedy,  or  that,  if  not,  she  had  done 
worse.  But  she  did  remember  that  in  the  au- 
tumn this  young  Phoebus  among  men  had  turn- 
ed his  back  upon  her  out  upon  the  mountain  that 
he  might  hide  from  her  the  agony  of  his  heart 
wjien  he  learned  that  she  was  to  be  the  wife  of 
another  man ;  and  that  now,  before  the  winter 
was  over,  he  could  not  hide  from  her  the  fact 
that  his  heart  was  elsewhere !  And  then  she 
speculated,  and  counted  up  facts,  and  satisfied 
herself  that  Phineas  could  not  even  have  seen 
Violet  Effingham  since  they  two  had  stood  to- 
gether upon  the  mountain.  How  false  are  men  ! 
how  false  and  how  weak  of  heart ! 

"  Chiltern  and  Violet  Effingham  !"  said  Phin- 
eas to  himself,  as  he  walked  away  from  Grosvenor 
I'lace.  "  Is  it  fair  that  she  should  be  sacrificed 
because  she  is  rich,  and  because  she  is  so  winning 
and  so  fascinating  that  Lord  Brentford  would  re- 
ceive even  his  son  for  the  sake  of  receiving  also 
such  a  daughter-in-law  ?"  Phineas  also  liked 
Lord  Chiltern  ;  had  seen  or  fancied  that  he  had 
seen  fine  things  in  him  ;  had  looked  forward  to 
his  regeneration,  hoping,  perhaps,  that  he  might 
have  some  hand  in  the  good  work.  But  he  did 
not  recognize  the  jiropriety  of  sacrificing  Violet 
Effingham  even  for  work  so  good  as  this.  If 
Miss  Effingham  had  refused  Lord  Chiltern  twice, 
surely  that  ought  to  be  sufficient.  It  did  not  as 
yet  occur  to  him  that  the  love  of  such  a  girl  as 
Violet  would  be  a  great  treasure — to  himself. 
As  regarded  himself,  he  was  still  in  love — hope- 
lessly iu  love,  with  Lady  Laura  Kennedy ! 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

MR.    TCRNBULL. 

It  was  a  Wednesday  evening  and  there  was 
no  House ;  and  at  seven  o'clock  Phineas  was  at 
Mr.  Monk's  hall  door.  He  was  the  first  of  the 
guests,  and  he  found  Mr.  JVIonk  alone  in  the  din- 
ing-room. "I  am  doing  butler,"  said  Mr. 
INIonk,  who  had  a  brace  of  decanters  in  his 
hands,  which  he  proceeded  to  put  down  in  the 
neighborhood  of  the  fire.  "But  I  have  finish- 
ed, and  now  we  will  go  up  stairs  to  receive  the 
two  great  men  properly." 

"I  beg  your  pardon  for  coming  too  early," 
said  Finn. 

"Not  a  minute  too  early.  Seven  is  seven, 
and  it  is  I  who  am  too  late.  But,  Lord  bless 
you,  you  don't  think  I'm  ashamed  of  being  found 
in  the  act  of  decanting  my  own  wine  !  I  re- 
member Lord  Palmerston  saying  before  some 
committee  about  salaries,  five  or  six  years  ago 
now,  I  dare  say,  that  it  wouldn't  do  for  an  En- 
glish Minister  to  have  his  hall  door  opened  by  a 
maid-servant.  Now,  I'm  an  English  Minister, 
and  I've  got  nobody  but  a  maid-servant  to  open 
my  hall  door,  and  I'm  obliged  to  look  after  my 
own  wine.  I  wonder  whether  it's  improper?  I 
shouldn't  like  to  be  the  means  of  injuring  the 
British  Constitution." 

"Perhaps  if  you  resign  soon,  and  if  nobody 
follows  your  examjde,  grave  evil  results  may  be 
avoided." 

"  I  sincerely  hope  so,  for  I  do  love  the  British 
Constitution ;  and  I  love  also  the  respect  in 
which  members  of  the  English  Cabinet  are  held. 
Now  Turnbull,  who  will  be  here  in  a  moment, 
hates  it  all ;  but  he  is  a  rich  man,  and  has  more 
powdered  footmen  hanging  about  his  house  than 
ever  Lord  Palmerston  had  himself." 
"He  is  still  in  business?" 
"Oh  yes;  and  makes  his  thirty  thousand  a 
year.  Here  he  is.  How  are  you,  Turnbull  ? 
We  were  talking  about  my  maid-servant.  I 
hope  she  opened  the  door  for  you  properly." 

"Certainly,  as  far  as  I  perceived,"  said  Mr. 
Turnbull,  who  was  better  at  a  speech  than  a 
joke.  "A  very  respectable  young  woman,  I 
should  say." 

"There  is  not  one  more  so  in  all  London," 
said  Mr.  Monk  ;  "  but  Finn  seems  to  think  that 
I  ou,q;ht  to  have  a  man  in  livery." 

"  It  is  a  matter  of  perfect  indifference  to  me," 
said  ]Mr.  Turnbull.  "I  am  one  of  those  who 
never  think  of  such  things." 

"Nor  I  either,"  said  Mr.  Monk.  Then  the 
Laird  of  Loughlinter  was  announced,  and  they 
all  went  down  to  dinner. 

Mv.  Turnbull  was  a  good-looking  robust  man 
about  sixty,  with  long  grey  hair  and  a  red  com- 
plexion, with  hard  eyes,  a  well-cut  nose,  and 
full  lijis.  He  was  nearly  six  feet  high,  stood 
quite  upright,  and  always  wore  a  black  swallow- 
tail coat,  black  trottsers,  and  a  black  silk  waist- 
coat. In  the  House,  at  least,  he  was  always  so 
dressed,  and  at  dinner-tables.  What  difference 
there  might  be  in  his  costume  when  at  home  at 
Staleybridge  few  of  those  who  saw  him  in  Lon- 
don had  the  means  of  knowing.  There  was 
nothing  in  his  face  to  indicate  special  talent. 
No  one  looking  at  him  would  take  him  to  be  a 
fool ;  but  there  was  none  of  the  fire  of  genius  in 
his  eye,  nor  was  there  in  the  lines  of  his  mouth 
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any  of  that  play  of  thought  or  fancy  which  is 
generally  to  be  found  in  the  faces  of  men  and 
women  who  have  made  themselves  great.  Mr. 
Turnbull  had  certainly  made  himself  great,  and 
could  hardly  have  done  so  without  force  of  intel- 
lect. He  was  one  of  the  most  popular,  if  not 
the  most  popular  politician  in  the  country. 
Poor  men  believed  in  him,  thinking  that  he  was 
their  most  honest  public  friend;  and  men  who 
were  not  poor  believed  in  his  power,  thinking 
that  his  counsels  must  surely  prevail.  He  had 
obtained  the  ear  of  the  House  and  the  favor  of 
the  reporters,  and  opened  his  voice  at  no  public 
dinner,  on  no  platform,  without  a  conviction 
that  the  words  spoken  by  him  would  be  read  by 
thousands.  The  first  necessity  for  good  speak- 
ing is  a  large  audience  ;  and  of  this  advantage 
Mr.  Turnbull  had  made  himself  sure.  And  yet 
it  could  hardly  be  said  that  he  was  a  great  ora- 
tor. He  was  gifted  with  a  powerful  voice,  with 
strong,  and  I  may,  perhaps,  call  them  broad 
convictions,  with  perfect  self-reliance,  with  al- 
most unlimited  powers  of  endurance,  with  hot 
ambition,  with  no  keen  scruples,  and  with  a 
moral  skin  of  great  thickness.  Nothing  said 
against  him  pained  him,  no  attacks  wounded 
liim,  no  raillery  touched  him  in  the  least. 
There  was  not  a  sore  spot  about  him,  and  proba- 
bly his  first  thoughts  on  waking  every  morning 
told  him  that  he,  at  least,  was  totus  teres  atque 
rotundus.  He  was,  of  course,  a  thorough  Radi- 
cal— and  so  was  Mr.  Monk.  But  Mr.  Monk's 
first  waking  thoughts  were  probably  exactly  the 
reverse  of  those  of  his  friend.  Mr.  Monk  was  a 
much  hotter  man  in  debate  than  Mr.  Turnbull; 
but  Mr.  Monk  was  ever  doubting  of  himself,  and 
never  doubted  of  himself  so  much  as  when  he 
had  been  most  violent,  and  also  most  effective,  in 
debate.  When  Mr.  Monk  jeered  at  himself  for 
being  a  Cab'inet  Minister  and  keeping  no  attend- 
ant grander  than  a  parlor-maid,   there  was  a 

-,.,  substratum  of  self-doubt  under  the  joke. 

'        Mr.  Turnbull  was  certainly  a  great  Radical, 

,  and  as  such  enjoyed  a  great  reputation.  I  do 
not  think  that  high  office  in  the  State  had  ever 
been  offered  to  him ;  but  things  had  been  said 

,  which  justified  him,  or  seemed  to  himself  to  jus- 
tify him,  in  declaring  that  in  no  possible  cir- 
cumstances would  he  serve  the  Crown.  "I 
serve  the  people,"  he  had  said,  "and  much  as  I 
respect  the  servants  of  the  Crown,  I  think  that 
my  own  office  is  the  higher."  He  had  been 
greatly  called  to  task  for  this  speech  ;  and  Mr. 
Mildmay,  the  present  Premier,  had  asked  him 
whether  he  did  not  recognize  the  so-called  serv- 
ants of  the  Crown  as  the  most  hard-worked  and 
truest  servants  of  the  people.  The  House  and 
the  press  had  supported  Mr.  Mildmay,  but  to  all 
that  Mr.  Turnbull  was  quite  indifferent;  and 
when  an  assertion  made  by  him  before  three  or 
four  thousand  persons  at  Manchester,  to  the 
eff"ect  that  he — he  specially — was  the  friend  and 
servant  of  the  people,  was  received  with  accla- 
mation, he  felt  quite  satisfied  that  he  had  gain- 
ed his  point.  Progressive  reform  in  the  fran- 
chise, of  which  manhood  suff'rage  should  be  the 
acknowledged  and  not  far-distant  end,  equal 
electoral  districts,  ballot,  tenant  right  for  En- 
gland as  well  as  Ireland,  reduction  of  the  stand- 
ing army  till  there  should  be  no  standing  army 
to  reduce,  utter  disregard  of  all  political  move- 
ments in  Europe,  an  almost  idolatrous  admira- 


tion for  all  political  movements  in  America, 
free  trade  in  every  thing  except  malt,  and  an 
absolute  extinction  of  a  State  Church — these 
were  among  the  principal  articles  in  Mr.  Turn- 
bull's  poHtical  catalogue.  And  I  think  that 
when  once  he  had  learned  the  art  of  arranging 
his  words  as  he  stood  upon  his  legs,  and  had  so 
mastered  his  own  voice  as  to  have  obtained  the 
ear  of  the  House,  the  work  of  his  life  was  not 
difficult.  Having  nothing  to  construct,  he 
could  always  deal  with  generalities.  Being  free 
from  responsibilitj-,  he  was  not  called  upon  either 
to  study  details  or  to  master  even  great  facts. 
It  was  his  business  to  inveigh  against  existing 
evils,  and  perhaps  there  is  no  easier  business 
w'hen  once  the  privilege  of  an  audience  has  been 
attained.  It  was  his  work  to  cut  down  forest- 
trees,  and  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  subse- 
quent cultivation  of  the  land.  Mr.  Monk  had 
once  told  Phineas  Finn  how  great  were  the 
charms  of  that  inaccuracy  which  was  permitted 
to  the  opposition.  Mr.  Turnbull  no  doubt  en- 
joyed these  charms  to  the  full,  though  he  would 
sooner  have  put  a  padlock  on  his  mouth  for  a 
month  than  have  owned  as  much.  Upon  the 
whole,  Mr.  Turnbull  was  no  doubt  right  in  re- 
solving that  he  would  not  take  office,  though 
some  reticence  on  that  subject  might  have  been 
more  becoming  to  him. 

The  conversation  at  dinner,  though  it  was  al- 
together on  political  subjects,  had  in  it  nothing 
of  special  interest  as  long  as  the  girl  was  there 
to  change  the  plates;  but  when  she  was  gone, 
and  the  door  was  closed,  it  gradually  opened 
out,  and  there  came  on  to  be  a  pleasant  spar- 
ring match  between  the  two  great  Radicals — 
the  Radical  who  had  joined  himself  to  the  gov- 
erning powers,  and  the  Radical  who  stood  aloof. 
Mr.  Kennedy  barely  said  a  word  now  and  then, 
and  Phineas  was  almost  as  silent  as  Mr.  Kenne- 
dy. He  had  come  there  to  hear  some  such 
discussion,  and  was  quite  willing  to  listen  while 
guns  of  such  great  calibre  were  being  fired  off" 
for  his  amusement. 

"I  think  Mr.  Mildmay  is  making  a  great 
step  forward,"  said  Mr.  Turnbull. 

"  I  think  he  is,"  said  Mr.  Monk. 

"I  did  not  believe  that  he  would  ever  live  to 
go  so  far.  It  will  hardly  suffice  even  for  this 
year ;  but  still,  coming  from  him,  it  is  a  great 
deal.  It  only  shows  how  far  a  man  may  be 
made  to  go,  if  only  the  proper  force  be  applied. 
After  all,  it  matters  very  little  who  are  the  Min- 
isters." 

"That  is  what  I  have  always  declared, " said 
Mr.  Monk. 

"Very  little  indeed.  We  don't  mind  wheth- 
er it  be  Lord  do  Terrier,  or  IMr.  Mildmay,  or 
Mr.  Gresham,  or  you  yourself,  if  you  clioose 
to  get  yourself  made  First  Lord  of  the  Treas- 
ury." 

"  I  have  no  such  ambition,  Turnbull." 

"I  should  have  thought  you  had.  If  I  went 
in  for  that  kind  of  thing  myself,  I  should  like 
to  go  to  the  top  of  the  ladder.  I  should  f^el 
that  if  I  could  do  any  good  at  all  by  becoming  a 
Minister,  I  could  only  do  it  by  becoming  First 
Minister." 

"You  wouldn't  doubt  your  own  fitness  for 
such  a  position  ?" 

"  I  doubt  my  fitness  for  the  position  of  any 
Minister,"  said"  Mr.  Turnbull. 
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"You  mean  that  on  other  grounds,"  said  Mr. 
Kennedy.  ' 

"  I  mean  it  on  every  ground,"  said  Mr.  Turn- 
bull,  rising  on  his  legs  and  standing  nith  his 
back  to  the  fire.  "  Of  course  I  am  not  fit  to 
have  diplomatic  intercourse  with  men  who 
would  come  to  me  simply  with  the  desire  of  de- 
ceiving me.  Of  course  I  am  unfit  to  deal  with 
members  of  Parliament  who  would  flock  around 
me  because  they  wanted  places.  Of  course  I 
am  unfit  to  answer  every  man's  question  so  as 
to  give  no  information  to  any  one."  I 

"Could  you  not  answer  them  so  as  to  give 
information  ?"  said  Mr.  Kennedy.  1 

But  Mr.  TurnbuU  was  so  intent  on  his  speech 
that  it  may  be  doubted  whether  he  heard  this  in- 
terruption. He  took  no  notice  of  it  as  he  went 
on.  "Of  course  I  am  unfit  to  maintain  the 
proprieties  of  a  seeming  confidence  between  a 
Crown  all-powerless  and  a  people  all-powerful. 
No  man  recognizes  his  own  unfitness  for  such 
work  more  clearly  than  I  do,  Mr.  Monk.  But 
if  I  took  in  hand  such  work  at  all,  I  should  like 
to  be  the  leader,  and  not  the  led.  Tell  us  fair- 
ly, now,  what  are  your  convictions  worth  in  Mr. 
Miklmay's  Cabinet?" 

"  That  is  a  question  which  a  man  may  hard- 
ly answer  himself,"  said  Mr.  Monk. 

"  It  is  a  question  which  a  man  should  at  least 
answer  for  himself  before  he  consents  to  sit 
there,"  said  Mr.  TurnbuU,  in  a  tone  of  voice 
which  was  almost  angry. 

"And  what  reason  have  you  for  supposing 
that  I  have  omitted  tiiat  duty?"  said  Mr  Monk. 

"  Simply  this — that  I  can  not  reconcile  your 
known  opinions  with  the  practices  of  your  col- 
leagues." 

"  I  will  not  tell  you  what  my  convictions  may 
be  worth  in  Mr.  Mildmay's  Cabinet.  I  will  not 
take  upon  myself  to  say  that  they  are  worth  the 
chair  on  which  I  sit  when  I  am  there.  But  I 
will  tell  you  what  my  aspirations  were  when  I 
consented  to  fill  that  chair,  and  you  shall  judge 
of  their  wortli.  I  thought  that  they  might  pos- 
sibly leaven  the  batch  of  bread  which  we  have  to 
bake — giving  to  the  whole  batch  more  of  thp 
flavor  of  reform  than  it  would  have  possessed 
had  I  absented  myself.  I  thouglit  that  when  I 
was  asked  to  join  Mr.  Mildmay  and  Mr.  Gresh- 
am,  the  very  fact  of  that  request  indicated  Lib- 
eral progress,  and  that  if  I  refused  the  request  I 
should  be  declining  to  assist  in  good  work." 

"  You  could  have  supported  them,  if  any  thing 
were  proposed  worth v  of  support,"  said  Mr. 
TurnbuU. 

"Yes  ;  but  I  could  not  have  been  so  efl^ective 
in  taking  care  that  some  measure  be  projtosed 
worthy  of  support  as  I  may  possibly  be  now.  I 
thought  a  good  deal  about  it,  and  I  believe  that 
my  decision  was  right." 

"  I'm  sure  you  were  right,"  said  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy. 

"  There  can  be  no  juster  object  of  ambition 
than  a  seat  in  the  Cabinet,"  said  Phineas. 

"Sir,  I  must  dispute  that,"  said  Mr.  TurnbuU, 
turning  round  u])on  our  hero.  "  I  regard  the 
position  of  our  high  Ministers  as  most  respect- 
able." 

"Thank  you  for  so  much,"  said  Mr.  Monk. 
But  the  orator  went  on,  again  regardless  of  the 
intcrrtij>tion : 

"The  position  of  gentlemen  in  inferior  offices 


— of  gentlemen  who  attend  rather  to  the  nods  and 
winks  of  their  superiors  in  Downing  Street  than 
to  the  interests  of  their  constituents — I  do  not  re- 
gard as  being  highly  respectable." 

"A  man  can  not  begin  at  the  top,"  said 
Phineas. 

"Our  friend  Mr.  Monk  has  begun  at  what 
you  are  pleased  to  call  the  top,"  said  Mr.  Turn- 
bull.  "  But  I  will  not  profess  to  think  that  even 
he  has  raised  himself  by  going  into  office.  To 
be  an  independent  representative  of  a  really  pop- 
ular commercial  constituency  is,  in  my  estima- 
tion, the  highest  object  of  an  Englishman's  am- 
bition." 

"But  why  commercial,  Mr.  TurnbuU?"  said 
Mr.  Kennedy. 

"  Because  the  commercial  constituencies  really 
do  elect  their  own  members  in  accordance  with 
their  own  judgments,  whereas  the  counties  and 
the  small  towns  are  coerced  either  by  individu- 
als or  by  a  combination  of  aristocratic  influ- 
ences." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy,  "  there  are  not 
half  a  dozen  Conservatives  returned  by  all  the 
counties  in  Scotland." 

"  Scotland  is  very  much  to  be  honored,"  said 
Mr.  TurnbuU. 

Mr.  Kennedy  was  the  first  to  take  his  de- 
parture, and  Mr.  TurnbuU  followed  him  very 
quickly.  Phineas  got  up  to  go  at  the  same  time, 
but  stayed  at  his  host's  request,  and  sat  for  a 
while  smoking  a  cigar. 

"TurnbuU  is  a  wonderful  man,"  said  Mr. 
Monk. 

"  Does  he  not  domineer  too  much  ?" 

"His  fault  is  not  arrogance,  so  much  as  ig- 
norance that  there  is,  or  should  be,  a  diffijrence 
between  public  and  private  life.  In  the  House 
of  Commons  a  man  in  Mr.  Turnbull's  position 
must  speak  with  dictatorial  assurance.  He  is 
always  addressing,  not  the  House  only,  but  the 
country  at  large,  and  the  country  will  not  believe 
in  him  unless  he  believe  in  himself.  But  he  for- 
gets that  he  is  not  always  addressing  the  country 
at  large.  I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  time  Mrs. 
TurnbuU  and  the  little  Turnbulls  have  of  it  ?" 

Phineas,  as  he  went  home,  made  up  his  mind 
that  Mrs.  TurnbuU  and  the  little  Turnbulls  must 
probably  have  a  bad  time  of  it. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

LORD    CHILTERN     RIDES     HIS    HORSE     BONE- 
BREAKER. 

It  was  known  that  whatever  might  be  the  de- 
l' tails  of  Mr.  Mildmay's  bill,  the  ballot  would  not 
form  a  part  of  it ;  and  as  there  was  a  strong 
party  in  the  House  of  Commons,  and  a  very 
numerous  party  out  of  it,  who  were  desirous  that 
^voting  by  ballot  should  be  made  a  part  of  the 
electoral  law,  it  was  decided  that  an  independent 
motion  should  be  brought  on  in  anticii)ation  of 
Mr.  Mildmay's  bill.  The  arrangement  was  prob- 
ably one  of  Mr.  Mildmay's  own  making  ;  so  that 
he  might  be  hampered  by  no  opi)Osition  on  that 
subject  by  his  own  followers  if — as  he  did  not 
doubt — the  motion  .should  be  lost.-  It  was  ex- 
pected that  the  debate  would  not  last  over  one 
night,  and  Pliineas  resolved  that  he  would  make 
his  maiden  speech  on  this  occasion.  He  had  very 
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strong  opinions  as  to  the  inefficacy  of  the  ballot 
for  any  good  purposes,  and  thought  that  he  might 
be  able  to  strike  out  from  his  convictions  some 
sparks  of  that  fire  which  used  to  be  so  plentiful 
with  him  at  the  old  debating  clubs.  But  even  at 
breakfast  that  morning  his  heart  began  to  beat 
quickly  at  the  idea  of  having  to  stand  on  his  legs 
before  so  critical  an  audience. 

He  knew  that  it  would  be  well  that  he  should 
if  possible  get  the  subject  oif  his  mind  during  the 
day,  and  therefore  went  out  among  people  who 
certainly  would  not  talk  to  him  about  the  ballot. 
He  sat  for  nearly  an  hour  in  the  morning  with  Mr. 
Low,  and  did  not  even  tell  Mr.  Low  that  it  was 
his  intention  to  speak  on  that  day.  Then  he  made 
one  or  two  other  calls,  and  at  about  three  went 
up  to  Portman  Square  to  look  for  Lord  Chiltern. 
It  was  now  nearly  the  end  of  February,  and  Phin- 
eas  had  often  seen  Lady  Laura.  He  had  not 
seen  her  brother,  but  had  learned  from  his  sister 
that  he  had  been  driven  up  to  London  by  the  frost. 
He  was  told  by  the  porter  at  Loi-d  Brentford's 
that  Lord  Chiltern  was  in  the  house,  and  as  he 
was  passing  through  the  hall  he  met  Lord  Brent- 
ford himself.  He  was  thus  driven  to  speak,  and 
felt  himself  called  upon  to  explain  why  he  was 
there.  "lam  come  to  see  Lord  Chiltern,"  he 
said. 

"  Is  Lord  Chiltern  in  the  house  ?"  said  the 
earl,  turning  to  the  servant. 

' '  Yes,  my  lord ;  his  lordship  arrived  last 
night." 

"You  will  find  him  up  stairs,  1  suppose,"  said 
the  earl.  "  For  myself,  I  know  nothing  of  him." 
He  spoke  in  an  angry  tone,  as  though  he  resented 
the  fact  that  any  one  should  come  to  his  house  to 
call  upon  his  son  ;  and  turned  his  back  quickly 
upon  Phineas.  But  he  thought  better  of  it  before 
he  reached  the  front  door,  and  turned  again. 
"By  the  bye,"  said,  he,  "  what  majority  shall  we 
have  to-night,  Finn  ?" 

"  Pretty  nearly  as  many  as  you  please  to  name, 
my  lord,"  said  Phineas. 

"Well — yes ;  I  suppose  we  are  tolerably  safe. 
You  ought  to  speak  upon  it." 

"Perhaps  I  may," said  Phineas,  feeling  that 
he  blushed  as  he  spoke. 

"  Do,"  said  the  earl.  "  Do.  If  you  see  Lord 
Chiltern,  will  you  tell  him  from  me  that  I  should 
be  glad  to  see  him  before  he  leaves  London.  I 
shall  be  at  home  till  noon  to-morrow."  Phineas, 
much  astonished  at  the  commission  given  to  him, 
of  course  said  that  he  would  do  as  he  was  desired, 
and  then  passed  on  to  Lord  Chiltern's  apart- 
ments. 

He  found  his  friend  standing  in  the  middle  of 
the  room,  without  coat  and  waistcoat,  with  a 
pair  of  dumb-bells  in  his  hands.  "  When  there's 
no  hunting  I'm  driven  to  this  kind  of  thing,  "said 
Lord  Chiltern. 

"  I  suppose  it's  good  exercise,"  said  Phineas. 

"And  it  gives  me  something  to  do.  When 
I'm  in  London  1  feel  like  a  gipsy  in  church,  till 
the  tiiTie  comes  for  prowling  out  at  night.  I've 
no  occupation  for  my  days  whatever,  and  no 
place  to  which  I  can  take  myself.  I  can't  stand 
in  a  club  window  as  some  men  do,  and  I  should 
disgrace  any  decent  club  if  I  did  stand  there.  I 
belong  to  the  Travelers,  but  I  doubt  whether  the 
porter  would  let  me  go  in." 

"I  think  you  pique  yourself  on  being  more  of 
an  outer  Bohemian  than  you  are,"  said  Phineas. 


"I  pique  myself  on  this,  that  whether  Bohe- 
mian or  not,  I  will  go  nowhere  that  I  am  not 
wanted.  Though — for  the  matter  of  that,  I  sup- 
pose I'm  not  wanted  here."  Then  Phineas  gave 
him  the  message  from  his  father.  "  He  wishes 
to  see  me  to-morrow  morning  ?"  continued  Lord 
Chiltern.  "Let  him  send  me  word  what  it  is  he 
has  to  say  to  me.  I  do  not  choose  to  be  insulted 
by  him,  though  he  is  my  father." 

"  I  would  certainly  go,  if  I  were  you." 
"  I  doubt  it  very  much,  if  all  the  circumstances 
were    the   same.     Let   him    tell   me    what    he 
wants." 

"Of  course  I  can  not  ask  him,  Chiltern." 
"I  know  what  he  wants  very  well.     Laura 
has  been  interfering  and  doing  no  good.     You 
know  Violet  Effingham  ?" 

"Yes;  I  know  her,"  said  Phineas,  much  sur- 
prised. 

"  They  want  her  to  marry  me." 
"  Ancl  you  do  not  wish  to  marry  her  ?" 
"  I  did  not  say  that.  But  do  you  think  that 
such  a  girl  as  Miss  Effingham  would  marry  sucii 
a  man  as  I  am  ?  She  would  be  much  more  like- 
ly to  take  you.  By  George,  she  would !  Do 
you  know  that  she  has  three  thousand  a  year  of 
her  own  ?" 

"  I  know  that  she  has  money." 
"  That's  about  the  tune  of  it.  I  would  take 
her  without  a  shilling  to-morrow,  if  she  would 
have  me — because  I  like  her.  She  is  the  only 
girl  I  ever  did  like.  But  what  is  the  use  of  my 
liking  her?  They  have  painted  me  so  black 
among  them,  especially  my  father,  that  no  de- 
cent girl  would  think  of  marrying  me." 

"Your  father  can't  be  angry  with  you  if  you 
do  your  best  to  comply  with  his  wishes." 

"  I  don't  care  a  straw  whether  he  be  angry  or 
not.  He  allows  me  eight  hundred  a  year,  and 
he  knows  that  if  he  stopped  it  I  should  go  to  the 
Jews  the  next  day.  I  could  not  help  myself 
He  can't  leave  an  acre  away  from  me,  and  yet 
he  won't  join  me  in  raising  money  for  the  sake 
of  paying  Laura  her  fortune." 

"  Lady  Laura  can  hardly  want  money  now." 
"That  detestable  prig  whom  she  has  chosen 
to  marry,  and  whom  I  hate  with  all  my  heart, 
is  richer  than  ever  Crcesus  was ;  but  neverthe- 
less Laura  ought  to  have  her  own  money.  She 
shall  have  it  some  day." 

"I  would  see  Lord  Brentford,  if  I  were  you." 
"I  will  think  about  it.  Now  tell  me  about 
coming  down  to  Willingford.  Laura  says  you 
will  come  some  day  in  March.  I  can  mount 
you  for  a  couple  of  days,  and  should  be  delighted 
to  have  you.  My  horses  all  pull  like  the  mis- 
chief, and  rush  like  devils,  and  want  a  deal  of 
riding;  but  an  Irishman  likes  that." 
"  I  do  not  dislike  it  particularly." 
"  I  like  it.  I  prefer  to  have  something  to  do 
on  horseback.  When  a  man  tells  me  that  a 
horse  is  an  arm-chair,  I  always  tell  him  to  put 
the  brute  into  his  bedroom.  Mind  you  come. 
The  house  I  stay  at  is  called  the  Willingford  Bull, 
and  it's  just  four  miles  from  Peterborough." 
Phineas  swore  that  he  would  go  down  and  ride 
the  pulling  horses,  and  then  took  his  leave,  ear- 
nestly advising  Lord  Chiltern,  as  he  went,  to  keep 
the  appointment  proposed  by  his  father. 

When  the  morning  came,  at  half-past  eleven, 
the  son,  who  had  been  standing  for  half  an  hour 
with  his  back  to  the  fire  in  the  large  gloomy  din- 
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ing-room,  suddenly  rang  the  bell.  "  Tell  the 
earl," he  said  to  the  servant,  "that  I  am  here, 
and  will  go  to  him  if  he  wishes  it. "  The  servant 
came  back,  and  said  that  the  earl  was  waiting. 
Then  Lord  Chiltern  strode  after  the  man  into 
his  father's  room. 

"Oswald,"  said  the  father,  "I  have  sent  for 
you  because  I  think  it  may  be  as  well  to  speak  to 
you  on  some  business.  Will  you  sit  down?" 
Lord  Chiltern  sat  down,  but  did  not  answer  a 
word.  "  I  feel  very  unhappy  about  your  sister's 
fortune,"  said  the  earl. 

"  So  do  I — very  unhappy.  We  can  raise  the 
money  between  us,  and  pay  her  to-morrow,  if 
you  please  it." 

"It  was  in  opposition  to  my  advice  that  she 
paid  your  debts." 

"  And  in  opposition  to  mine  too." 

"I  told  her  that  I  would  not  pay  them,  and 
were  I  to  give  her  back  to-morrow,  as  you  say, 
the  money  that  she  has  so  used,  I  should  be  stul- 
tifying myself.  Bat  I  will  do  so  on  one  condi- 
tion. I  will  join  with  you  in  raising  the  money 
for  your  sister,  on  one  condition." 

"AVhat  is  that?" 

"Laura  tells  me — indeed  she  has  told  me  oft- 
en —  that  you  are  attached  to  Violet  Effing- 
ham." 

"But  Violet  Effingham,  my  lord,  is  unhap- 
jiily  not  attached  to  me." 

"I  do  not  know  how  that  may  be.  Of  course 
I  can  not  say.  I  have  never  taken  the  liberty 
of  interrogating  her  upon  the  subject." 

"Even  you,  my  lord,  could  hardly  have  done 
that. " 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?  I  say  that  I 
never  have,"  said  the  earl,  angrily. 

"I  simply  mean  that  even  you  could  hardly 
have  asked  Miss  Effingham  such  a  question.  I 
have  asked  her,  and  she  has  refused  me." 

"  But  girls  often  do  that,  and  yet  accept  after- 
ward the  men  whom  they  have  refused.  Laura 
tells  me  that  she  believes  that  Violet  would  con- 
sent if  you  pressed  your  suit." 

"Laura  knows  nothing  about,  it  my  lord." 

"  There  you  are  probably  wrong.  Laura  and 
Violet  are  very  close  friends,  and  have  no  doubt 
discussed  this  matter  among  them.  At  any  rate, 
it  may  be  as  well  that  you  should  hear  what  I 
have  to  say.  Of  course  I  shall  not  interfere  my- 
self. There  is  no  ground  on  whiclr  I  can  do  so 
with  propriety." 

"  None  whatever, "  said  Lord  Chiltern. 
The  earl  became  very  angry,  and  nearly  broke 
down  in  his  anger.  He  paused  for  a  moment, 
feeling  disposed  to  tell  his  son  to  go  and  never 
to  see  him  again.  But  he  gulped  down  his 
wrath,  and  went  on  with  his  speech.  "My 
meaning,  sir,  is  this ;  that  I  have  so  great  faith 
in  Violet  Effingham,  that  I  would  receive  her  ac- 
ceptance of  your  hand  as  the  only  proof  which 
would  be  convincing  to  me  of  amendment  in 
your  mode  of  life.  If  she  were  to  do  so  I  would 
join  with  you  in  raising  money  to  pay  your  sis- 
ter, would  make  some  farther  sacrifice  with  ref- 
erence to  an  income  for  you  and  your  wife,  and 
— ^^vould  nuikc  you  both  welcome  to  Sauisln — if 
you  chose  to  come."  'I'he  earl's  voice  hesitated 
much,  and  became  almost  tremulous  as  he  made 
the  last  ])rof)osition.  And  iiis  eyes  had  fallen 
away  from  his  son's  gaze,  and  he  had  bent  a  lit- 
tle over  the  table,  and  was  moved.     But  he  re- 


covered himself  at  once,  and  added,  with  all  prop- 
er dignity,  "If  you  have  any  thing  to  say  I  shall 
be  glad  to  hear  it." 

"All  your  offers  would  be  nothing,  my  lord,  if 
I  did  not  like  the  girl." 

"  I  should  not  ask  you  to  marry  a  girl  if  you 
did  not  like  her,  as  you  call  it." 

"But  as  to  Miss  Effingham,  it  happens  that 
our  wishes  jump  together.  I  have  asked  her, 
and  she  has  refused  me.  I  don't  even  know 
where  to  find  her  to  ask  her  again.  If  I  wen-t  to 
Lady  Baldock's  house  the  servants  would  not  let 
me  in." 

"And  whose  fault  is  that?" 

"Yours  partly,  my  lord.  You  have  told  ev- 
ery body  that  I  am  tlie  devil — and  now  all  the 
old  women  believe  it." 

"  I  never  told  any  body  so." 

"I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do.  I  will  go  down  to 
Lady  Baldock's  to-day.  I  suppose  she  is  at  Bad- 
dingham.  And  if  I  can  get  speech  of  Miss  Ef- 
fingham— " 

"Miss  Effingham  is  not  at  Baddingham.  Miss 
Effingham  is  staying  with  your  sister  in  Grosve- 
nor  Place.     I  saw  her  yesterday." 

"  She  is  in  London  ?" 

"  I  tell  you  I  saw  her  yesterday." 

"  Very  well,  my  lord.  Then  I  will  do  the  best 
I  can.     Laura  will  tell  you  of  the  result." 

The  father  would  have  given  the  son  some  ad- 
vice as  to  the  mode  in  which  he  should  put  for- 
ward his  claim  upon  Violet's  hand,  but  the  son 
would  not  wait  to  hear  it.  Choosing  to  presume 
that  the  conference  was  over,  he  went  back  to  the 
room  in  which  he  kept  his  dumb-bells,  and  for  a 
minute  or  two  went  to  work  at  his  favorite  exer- 
cise. But  he  soon  put  the  dumb-bells  down,  and 
began  to  prepare  himself  for  his  work.  If  this 
thing  was  to  be  done,  it  might  as  well  be  done 
at  once.  He  looked  out  of  his  window,  and  saw 
that  the  streets  were  in  a  mess  of  slush.  White 
snow  was  becoming  black  mud,  as  it  will  do  in 
London  ;  and  the  violence  of  frost  was  giving 
way  to  the  horrors  of  thaw.  All  would  be  soft 
and  comparatively  pleasant  in  Northamjitonshire 
on  the  following  morning,  and  if  every  thing  went 
right  he  would  breakfast  at  the  Willingford  Bull. 
He  would  go  down  by  the  hunting  train,  and  be 
at  the  inn  at  ten.  The  meet  was  only  six  miles 
distant,  and  all  would  be  pleasant.  He  would  do 
this  whatever  might  be  the  result  of  his  work  to- 
day ;  but  in  the  mean  time  he  would  go  and  do 
his  work.  He  had  a  cab  called,  and  witliin  half 
an  hour  of  the  time  at  which  he  had  left  his 
father,  he  was  at  the  door  of  his  sister's  house  in 
Grosvenor  Place.  The  servants  told  him  that 
the  ladies  were  at  lunch.  "I  can't  eat  lunch," 
he  said.  "  Tell  them  that  I  am  in  the  drawing- 
room." 

"  He  has  come  to  see  you,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
as  soon  as  the  servant  had  left  the  room, 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Violet. 

"  Do  not  say  that." 

"  But  I  do  say  it.  I  hope  he  has  not  come  to 
see  me — that  is,  not  to  see  me  specially.  Of 
course  I  can  not  pretend  not  to  know  what  yo>i 
mean." 

"He  may  think  it  civil  to  call  if  he  has  heard 
that  you  are  in  town,'"  said  Lady  Laura  after  a 
pause. 

"  If  it  be  only  that,  I  will  be  civil  in  return — 
as  sweet  as  ]\Iay  to  him.   If  it  be  really  only  that, 
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and  if  I  were  sure  of  it,  I  should  be  really  glad  to 
see  hiiu."  Then  they  finished  their  lunch,  and 
Lady  Laura  got  up  and  led  the  way  to  the 
drawing-room. 

"I  hope  you  remember,"  said  she,  gravely, 
"  that  you  might  be  a  savior  to  him." 

"I  do  not  believe  in  girls  being  saviors  to  men. 
It  is  the  man  who  should  be  the  savior  to  the 
girl.  If  I  marry  at  all,  I  have  the  right  to  ex- 
pect that  ])rotection  shall  be  given  to  me — not 
that  I  shall  have  to  give  it." 

"  Violet,  you  are  determined  to  misrepresent 
what  I  mean." 

Lord  Chiltern  was  walking  about  the  room, 
and  did  not  sit  down  when  they  entered.  The 
ordinary  greetings  took  place,  and  Miss  Effing- 
ham made  some  remark  about  the  ft-ost.  "But 
it  seems  to  be  going,"  she  said,  "  and  I  suppose 
that  you  will  soon  be  at  work  again  ?" 

"Yes;  I  shall  hunt  to-morrow,"  said  Lord 
Chiltern. 

"And  the  next  day,  and  the  n^t,  and  the 
next,"  said  Violet,  "till  about  the  middle  of 
April — and  then  your  period  of  misery  will  be- 
gin?" 

"Exactly,"  said  Lord  Chiltern.  "I  have 
nothing  but  hunting  that  I  can  call  an  occupa- 
tion." 

"  Why  don't  you  make  one?"  said  his  sister. 

"  I  mean  to  do  so,  if  it  be  possible.  Laura, 
would  you  mind  leaving  me  and  Miss  Effingham 
alone  for  a  few  minutes  ?" 

Lady  Laura  got  up,  and  so  also  did  Miss 
Effingham.  "For  what  purpose?"  said  the 
latter.     "It  can  not  be  for  any  good  purpose." 

"At  any  rate  I  wish  it,  and  I  will  not  harm 
you."  Lady  Laura  was  now  going,  but  paused 
before  she  reached  the  door.  "Laura,  will 
you  do  as  I  ask  you  ?"  said  the  brother.  Then 
Lady  Laura  went. 

"  It  was  not  that  I  feared  you  would  harm  me, 
Lord  Chiltern,"  said  Violet. 

"  No  ;  I  know  it  was  not.  But  what  I  say  is 
alwa3's  said  awkwardly.  An  hour  ago  I  did  not 
know  that  you  were  in  town,  but  when  I  was 
told  the  news  I  came  at  once.  My  father  told 
me." 

"  I  am  so  glad  that  you  see  your  father." 

"  I  have  not  spoken  to  him  for  months  before, 
and  probably  may  not  speak  to  him  for  months 
again.  But  there  is  one  point,  Violet,  on  which 
he  and  I  agree." 

"  I  hope  there  will  soon  be  many." 

"  It  is  possible,  but  I  fear  not  probable. 
Look  here,  Violet,"  and  he  looked  at  her  with 
all  his  eyes,  till  it  seemed  to  her  that  he  was  all 
eyes,  so  great  was  the  intensity  of  his  gaze.  "  I 
should  scorn  myself  were  I  to  permit  myself  to 
come  before  you  witli  a  plea  for  your  favor 
founded  on  my  father's  whims.  My  father  is 
unreasonable,  and  has  been  very  unjust  to  me. 
He  has  ever  believed  evil  of  me,  and  has  be- 
lieved it  often  when  all  the  world  knew  that  he 
was  wrong.  I  care  little  for  being  reconciled 
to  a  father  who  has  been  so  cruel  to  me." 

"  He  ]p\es  me  dearly,  and  is  my  friend.  I 
would  rather  that  you  should  not  speak  against 
Kim  to  me." 

"You  will  understand,  at  least,  that  I  am 
asking  nothing  from  you  because  he  wishes  it. 
Laura  probably  has  told  you  that  you  may  make 
things  straight  by  becoming  my  wife." 


"She  has,  certainly.  Lord  Chiltern." 

"  It  is  an  argument  that  she  should  never  have 
used.  It  is  an  argument  to  which  you  should 
not  listen  for  a  moment.  Make  things  straight 
indeed  !  Who  can  tell  ?  There  would  be  very 
little  made  straight  by  such  a  marriage,  if  it 
were  not  that  I  loved  you.  Violet,  that  is  my 
plea,  and  my  only  one.  I  love  you  so  well  that 
I  do  believe  that  if  you  took  me  I  should  return 
to  the  old  ways,  and  become  as  other  men  are, 
and  be  in  time  as  respectable,  as  stupid — and 
perhaps  as  ill-natured  as  old  Lady  Baldock  her- 
self." 

"My  poor  aunt !" 

"  You  know  she  says  worse  things  of  me  than 
that.  Now,  dearest,  you  have  heard  all  that  I 
have  to  say  to  you."  As  he  spoke  he  cazne  closo 
to  her  and  put  out  his  hand,  but  she  did  not 
touch  it.  "I  have  no  other  argument  to  use — 
not  a  word  more  to  say.  As  I  came  here  in  the 
cab  I  was  turning  it  over  in  my  mind  that  I 
might  find  what  best  I  should  say.  But,  after 
all,  there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said  than  that." 

"  The  words  make  no  difference,"  she  replied. 

"  Not  unless  they  be  so  uttered  as  to  force  a 
belief.  I  do  love  you.  I  know  no  other  reason 
but  that  why  you  should  be  my  wife.  I  have  no 
other  excuse  to  offer  for  coming  to  you  again. 
You  are  the  one  thiiig  in  the  world  that  to  me 
has  any  charm.  Can  you  be  surprised  that  I 
should  be  persistent  in  asking  for  it?"  He  was 
looking  at  her  still  with  the  same  gaze,  and 
there  seemed  to  be  a  power  in  his  eye  from  which 
she  could  not  escape.  He  was  still  standing 
with  his  right  hand  out,  as  though  expecting,  or 
at  least  hoping,  that  her  hand  might  be  put  into 
his. 

"How  am  I  to  answer  joii ?"  she  said. 

"With  your  love,  if  you  can  give  it  to  toe. 
Do  you  remember  how  you  swore  once  that 
you  would  love  me  forever  and  always." 

"  You  should  not  remind  me  of  that.  I  was 
a  child  then — a  naughty  child,"  she  added, 
\  smiling  ;  "  and  was  put  to  bed  for  what  I  did  on 
i  that  day." 

"  Be  a  child  still." 

"  Ah,  if  we  but  could  !" 

"  And  have  you  no  other  answer  to  make 
me?" 

"  Of  course  I  must  answer  you.  You  are 
entitled  to  an  answer.  Lord  Chiltern,  I  am  sor- 
ry that  I  can  not  give  you  the  love  for  which 
you  ask." 

"  Never?" 

"Never." 

"  Is  it  myself  personally,  or  what  you  have 
heard  of  me,  that  is  so  hateful  to  you  ?" 

"Nothing  is  hateful  to  me.  I  have  never 
spoken  of  hate.  I  shall  always  feel  the  strong- 
est regard  for  my  old  friend  and  playfellow. 
But  there  are  many  things  which  a  woman  is 
bound  to  consider  before  she  allows  herself  so 
to  love  a  man  that  she  can  consent  to  become 
his  wife." 

"  Allow  herself!  Then  it  is  a  matter  entirely 
of  calculation." 

"I  suppose  there  should  be  some  thought  in 
it,  Lord  Chiltern." 

There  was  now  a  pause,  and  the  man's  hand 
was  at  last  allowed  to  drop,  as  there  came  no  re- 
sponse to  the  proffered  grasp.  He  walked  once 
or  twice  across  the  room  before  he  spoke  again. 
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and  tlien  he  stopped  himself  closely  opposite  to 
her. 

"  I  shall  never  try  again,"  he  said. 

"It  will  be  better  so,"  she  replied. 

"There  is  something  to  me  unmanly  in  a 
man's  persecuting  a  girl.  Just  tell  Laura,  will 
you,  that  it  is  all  over ;  and  she  may  as  well  tell 
my  father.     Good-bye." 

She  then  tendered  her  hand  to  him,  but  he 
did  not  take  it,  probably  did  not  see  it,  and  at 
once  left  the  room  and  the  house. 

"And  yet  I  believe  you  love  him,"  Lady 
Laui-a  said  to  her  friend  in  her  anger,  when  they 
discussed  the  matter  immediately  on  Lord  Chil- 
tern's  departure. 

"  You  have  no  right  to  say  that,  Laura." 

"  I  have  a  right  to  my  belief,  and  I  do  believe 
it.  I  think  you  love  him,  and  that  you  lack  the 
courage  to  risk  yourself  in  trying  to  save  him." 

"  Is  a  woman  bound  to  marry  a  man  if  she 
love  him  ?" 

"Yes,  she  is,"  replied  LadyLauraimpetuously, 
without  thinking  of  what  she  was  saying ;  "  that 
is,  if  she  be  convinced  that  she  also  is  loved." 

"Whatever  be  the  man's  character?  what- 
ever be  the  circumstances  ?  Must  she  do  so, 
whatever  friends  may  say  to  the  contrary?  Is 
there  to  be  no  prudence  in  marriage?" 

"  There  may  be  a  great  deal  too  much  pru- 
dence," said  Lady  Laura. 

"  That  is  true.  There  is  certainly  too  much 
prudence  if  a  woman  marries  prudently,  but 
without  love."  Violet  intended  by  this  no  at- 
tack upon  her  friend — had  not  had  present  in 
her  mind  at  the  moment  any  idea  of  Lady  Lau- 
ra's special  prudence  in  marrying  Mr.  Kennedy  ; 
but  Lady  Laura  felt  it  keenly,  and  knew  at  once 
that  an  arrow  had  been  shot  which  had  wounded 
her. 

"We  shall  get  nothing,"  she  said,  "by  de- 
scending to  personalities  with  each  other." 

"I  meant  none,  Laura." 

"I  suppose  it  is  always  hard,"  said  Lady 
Laura,  "  for  any  one  person  to  judge  altogether 
of  the  mind  of  another.  If  I  have  said  any 
thing  severe  of  your  refusal  of  my  brother,  I 
retract  it.  I  only  wish  that  it  could  have  been 
otherwise." 

Lord  Chiltera,  when  he  left  his  sister's  house, 
walked  through  the  slush  and  dirt  to  a  haunt  of 
his  in  the  neighborhood  of  Covent  Garden,  and 
there  he  remained  through  the  whole  afternoon 
and  evening.  A  certain  Captain  Clutterbuck 
joined  him,  and  dined  with  him.  lie  told  noth- 
ing to  Captain  Clutterbuck  of  his  sorrow,  but 
Captain  Clutterbuck  could  see  that  he  was  un- 
happy. 

"Let's  have  another  bottle  of  'cham,'"  said 
Captain  Clutterbuck,  when  their  dinner  was 
nearly  over.  "  '  Cham  '  is  the  only  thing  to 
screw  one  up  when  one  is  down  a  peg." 

"You  can  have  what  you  like,"  said  Lord 
Chiltern  ;  "  but  I  shall  have  some  brandy-and- 
water." 

"The  worst  of  br.andy-and-water  is,  that  one 
gets  tired  of  it  before  the  night  is  over,"  said 
Captain  Clutterbuck. 

Nevertheless,  Lord  Chiltern  did  go  down  to 
Peterborough  the  next  day  by  the  hunting  train, 
and  rode  his  horse  Bonebreaker  so  well  in  that 
famous  run  from  Sutton  springs  to  Gidding  that 
after  the  run  young  Piles — of  the  house  of  Piles, 


Sarsnet  &  Gingham — offered  I'm  three  hundred 
pounds  for  the  animal. 

"He  isn't  worth  above  fifty,  '  said  Lord  Chil- 
tern. 

"But  I'll  give  you  the  three  hundred,"  said 
Piles. 

"You  couldn't  ride  him  if  you'd  got  him," 
said  Lord  Chiltern. 

"  Oh,  couldn't  I !"  said  Piles.  But  Mr.  Piles 
did  not  continue  the  conversation,  contenting 
himself  with  telling  his  friend  Grogram  that  that 
red  devil  Chiltern  was  as  drunk  as  a  lord. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  DEBATE  ON  THE  BALLOT. 

Phineas  took  his  seat  in  the  House  with  a 
consciousness  of  much  inward  trepidation  of 
heart  on  that  night  of  the  ballot  debate.  After 
leaving  Lorfl  Chiltern  he  went  down  to  his  club 
and  dined  alone.  Three  or  four  men  came  and 
spoke  to  him  ;  but  he  could  not  talk  to  them  at  his 
ease,  nor  did  he  quite  know  what  they  were  say- 
ing to  him.  He  was  going  to  do  something 
which  he  longed  to  achieve,  but  the  very  idea  of 
which,  now  that  it  was  so  near  to  him,  was  a 
terror  to  him.  To  be  in  the  House  and  not  to  speak 
would,  to  his  thinking,  be  a  disgraceful  failure.  In- 
deed, he  could  not  continue  to  keep  his  seat  unless 
he  spoke.  He  had  been  put  there  that  he  might 
speak.  He  would  speak.  Ofcourse  he  would  speak. 
Had  he  not  already  been  conspicuous  al.most 
as  a  boy  orator  ?  And  yet  at  this  moment  he  did 
not  know  whether  he  was  eating  mutton  or  beef,  or 
who  was  standing  opposite  to  him  and  talking 
to  him,  so  much  was  he  in  dread  of  the  ordeal 
which  he  had  prepared  for  himself  As  he  went 
down  to  the  House  after  dinner,  he  almost  made 
up  his  mind  that  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  leave 
London  by  one  of  the  night  mail  trains.  He  felt 
himself  to  be  stiff  and  stilted  as  he  walked,  and 
that  his  clothes  were  uneasy  to  him.  When  he 
turned  into  Westminister  Hall  he  regretted  more 
keenly  than  ever  he  had  done  that  he  had  se- 
ceded from  the  keejjing  of  Mr.  Low.  He  could, 
he  thought,  have  spoken  very  well  in  court,  and 
would  there  have  Lamed  that  self-confidence 
which  now  failed  him  so  terribl,y.  It  was,  how- 
ever, too  late  to  think  of  that.  He  could  only  go 
in  and  take  his  seat. 

He  went  in  and  took  his  seat,  and  the  chamber 
seemed  to  him  to  be  mysteriously  large,  as 
though  benches  were  crowded  over  benches,  and 
galleries  over  galleries.  He  had  been  long 
enough  in  the  House  to  have  lost  the  original 
awe  insjjired  by  the  Speaker  and  the  clerks  of 
the  House,  by  tlie  row  of  INIinisters,  and  by  the 
unequaled  importance  of  the  place.  On  ordinary 
occasions  he  could  saunter  in  and  out,  a^d 
whisper  at  his  ease  to  a  neighbor.  But  on  this 
occasion  he  went  direct  to  the  bench  on  which 
he  ordinarily  sat,  and  began  at  once  to  rehearse 
to  himself  his  speech.  He  had  in  truth  been 
doing  this  all  day,  in  spite  of  the  effoj-t  that  he 
had  made  to  rid  himself  of  all  memory  of  the 
occasion.  He  had  been  collecting  the  heads  of 
his  speech  while  Mr.  Low  had  been  talking  to 
him,  and  refreshing  his  quotations  in  the  pres- 
ence of  Lord  Chiltern  and  the  dumb-bells.  He 
had  taxed  his  memory  and  his  intellect  with 
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various  tasks,  which,  as  he  feared,  would  not  ad- 
just themselves  one  with  another.  He  had 
learned  the  headings  of  his  speech,  so  that  one 
heading  might  follow  the  other,  and  nothing  be 
forgotten.  And  he  had  learned  verbatim  the 
words  which  he  intended  to  utter  under  each 
heading,  with  the  hope  that  if  any  one  compact 
part  should  be  destroyed  or  injured  in  its  com- 
pactness by  treachery  of  memory,  or  by  the  course 
of  the  debate,  each  other  compact  part  might  be 
there  in  its  entirety,  ready  for  use — or  at  least  so 
many  of  the  compact  parts  as  treachery  of  memo- 
ry and  tlie  accidents  of  the  debate  might  leave  to 
him  ;  so  that  his  speech  might  be  like  a  vessel  wa- 
ter-tight in  its  various  compartmepts,  that  would 
float  by  the  buoyancy  of  its  stern  iind  bow,  even 
though  the  hold  should  be  water-logged.  But  this 
use  of  his  composed  words,  even  though  he  should 
be  able  to  carry  it  through,  would  not  complete 
his  work ;  for  it  would  be  his  duty  to  answer  in 
some  sort  those  who  had  gone  before  him,  and 
in  order  to  do  this  he  must  be  able  to  insert, 
without  any  pre- arrangement  of  words  or  ideas, 
little  intercalatory  parts  between  those  compact 
masses  of  argument  with  which  he  had  been  oc- 
cupying himself  for  many  laborious  hours.  As 
he  looked  round  upon  the  House  and  perceived 
that  every  thing  was  dim  before  him,  that  all  his 
original  awe  of  the  House  had  returned,  and 
with  it  a  present  quaking  fear  that  made  him  feel 
the  pulsations  of  his  own  heart,  he  became  pain- 
fully aware  that  the  task  he  had  prepared  for 
himself  was  too  great.  He  should,  on  this  the  oc- 
casion of  his  rising  to  his  maiden  legs,  have  either 
prepared  for  himself  a  short  general  speech,  which 
could  indeed  have  done  little  for  his  credit  in 
the  House,  but  which  might  have  served  to  carry 
off  the  novelty  of  the  thing,  and  have  introduced 
him  to  the  sound  of  his  own  voice  within  those 
walls — or  he  should  have  trusted  to  what  his  wit 
and  spirit  would  produce  for  him  on  the  spur  of 
the  moment,  and  not  have  burdened  himself  with 
a  huge  exercise  of  memory.  During  the  presen- 
J;ation  of  a  few  petitions  he  tried  to  repeat  to 
himself  the  first  of  his  compact  parts — a  compact 
part  on  which,  as  it  might  certainly  be  brought 
into  use  let  the  debate  have  gone  as  it  might,  he 
had  expended  great  care.  He  had  flattered  him- 
self that  there  was  something  of  real  strength  in 
his  words  as  he  repeated  them  to  himself  in  the 
comfortable  seclusion  of  his  own  room,  and  he 
had  made  them  so  ready  to  his  tongue  that  he 
thought  it  to  be  impossible  that  he  should  forget 
even  an  intonation.  Now  he  found  that  he  could 
not  remember  the  first  phrases  without  unloosing 
and  looking  at  a  small  roll  of  paper  which  he 
held  furtively  in  his  hand.  What  was  the  good 
of  looking  at  it?  He  would  forget  it  again  in 
the  next  moment.  He  had  intended  to  satisfy 
the  most  eager  of  his  friends,  and  to  astound  his 
opponents.  As  it  was,  no  one  would  be  satisfied, 
and  none  astounded  but  they  who  had  trusted  in 
him. 

The  debate  began,  and  if  the  leisure  afforded 
by  a  long  and  tedious  speech  could  have  served 
him,  he  might  have  had  leisure  enough.  He 
tried  at  first  to  follow  all  that  this  advocate  for 
the  ballot  might  say,  hoping  thence  to  acquire 
the  impetus  of  strong  interest ;  but  he  soon 
wearied  of  the  work,  and  began  to  long  that  the 
speech  might  be  ended,  although  the  period  of 
his  own  martyrdom  would  thereby  be  brought 


nearer  to  him.  At  half-past  seven  so  many 
members  had  deserted  their  seats,  that  Phineas 
began  to  think  that  he  might  be  saved  all  farther 
pains  by  a  "count  out."  He  reckoned  the 
members  present  and  found  that  they  were  below 
the  mystic  forty — first  by  two,  then  by  four,  by 
five,  by  seven,  and  at  one  time  by  eleven.  It  was 
not  for  him  to  ask  the  Speaker  to  count  the 
House,  but  he  wondered  that  no  one  else  should 
do  so.  And  yet,  as  the  idea  of  this  termination 
to  the  night's  woi"k  came  upon  him,  and  as  he 
thought  of  his  lost  labor,  he  almost  took  courage 
again — almost  dreaded  rather  than  wished  for 
the  interference  of  some  malicious  member. 
But  there  was  no  malicious  member  then  present, 
or  else  it  was  known  that  Lords  of  the  Treasurj- 
and  Lords  of  the  Admiralty  would  flock  in  during 
the  Speaker's  ponderous  counting,  and  thus  the 
slow  length  of  the  ballot-lover's  verbosity  was 
permitted  to  evolve  itself  without  interruption. 
At  eight  o'clock  he  had  completed  his  catalogue 
of  illustrations,  and  immediately  Mr.  Monk  rose 
from  the  Treasury  bench  to  explain  the  grounds 
on  which  the  Government  must  decline  to  support 
the  motion  before  the  House. 

Phineas  was  aware  that  Mr.  Monk  intended 
to  speak,  and  was  aware  also  that  his  speech 
would  be  very  short.  "My  idea  is,'' he  had  said 
to  Phineas,  "that  every  man  possessed  of  the 
franchise  should  dare  to  have  and  to  express  a 
political  opinion  of  his  own ;  that  otherwise  the 
franchise  is  not  worth  having  ;  and  that  men  will 
learn  that  when  all  so  dare,  no  evil  can  come  from 
such  daring.  As  the  ballot  would  make  any 
courage  of  that  kind  unnecessary,  I  dislike  the 
ballot.  I  shall  confine  myself  to  that,  and  leave 
the  illustration  to  yoimger  debaters."  Phineas 
also  had  been  informed  that  IVIr.  Turnbull  would 
reply  to  Mr.  Jlonk,  with  the  purpose  of  crushing 
Mr.  Monk  into  dust,  and  Phineas  had  prepared 
his  speech  with  something  of  an  intention  of 
subsequently  crushing  Mr.  Turnbull.  He  knew, 
however,  that  he  could  not  command  his  oppor- 
tunity. There  was  the  chapter  of  accidents  to 
which  he  must  accommodate  himself;  but  such 
had  been  his  programme  for  the  evening. 

Mr.  Monk  made  his  speech,  and  though  he  was 
short,  he  was  very  fiery  and  energetic.  Quick 
as  lightning  words  of  wrath  and  scorn  flew  from 
him,  in  which  he  painted  the  cowardice,  the 
meanness,  the  falsehood  of  the  ballot.  "The 
balkit-box,"  he  said,  "was  the  grave  of  all  true 
pohtjcalbpinion."  Though  he  spoke  hardly  for 
ten  minutes,  he  seemed  to  say  more  than  enough, 
ten  times  enough,  to  slaughter  the  argument  of 
the  former  speaker.  At  every  hot  word  as  it 
fell,  Phineas  was  driven  to  regret  that  a  para- 
graph of  his  own  was  taken  away  from  him,  and 
that  his  choicest  morsels  of  standing-ground  were 
being  cut  from  under  his  feet.  When  Mr.  Jlonk 
sat  down,  Phineas  felt  that  Mr.  Monk  had  said 
all  that  he,  Phineas  Finn,  had  intended  to  say. 

Then  Mr.  Turnbull  rose  slowly  from  the  bench 
below  the  gangway.  With  {^speaker  so  frequent 
and  so  famous  as  Mr.  Turnbull  no  hurry  is  nec- 
essary. He  is  sure  to  have  his  opportunity. 
The  Speaker's  eye  is  ever  traveling  to  the  accus- 
tomed spots.  Mr.  Turnbull  rose  slowly  and  be- 
gan his  oration  very  mildly.  "  There  was  noth- 
ing, "he  said,  "  that  he  admired  so  much  as  the 
poetic  imagery  and  the  high-flown  sentiment  of 
his  right  honorable  friend  the  member  for  West 
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Bromwich" — Mr.  Monk  sat  for  West  Bromwich 
— "  unless  it  were  the  stubborn  facts  and  un- 
answered arguments  of  his  honorable  friend  who 
had  brouglit  forward  this  motion."  Then  Mr. 
TurnbuU  proceeded  after  his  fashion  to  crush 
Mr.  Monk.  He  was  very  prosaic,  very  clear 
both  in  voice  and  language,  very  harsh,  and  very 
unscrupulous.  He  and  Mr.  Monk  had  been  join- 
ed together  in  politics  for  over  twenty  years ; 
but  one  would  have  thought,  from  Mr.  TurnbuU's 
words,  that  they  had  been  the  bitterest  of  enemies. 
Mr.  Jlonk  was  taunted  with  his  office,  taunted 
with  his  desertion  of  the  Liberal  party,  taunted 
with  his  ambition,  and  taunted  with  his  lack  of 
ambition.  "  I  once  thought,"  said  Mr.  Turnbull, 
"  nay,  not  long  ago  I  thought,  that  he  and  I 
would  have  fought  this  battle  for  the  people, 
shoulder  to  shoulder,  and  knee  to  knee ;  but  he 
has  preferred  that  the  knee  next  to  his  own  shall 
wear  a  garter,  and  that  the  shoulder  which  sup- 
ports him  shall  be  decked  with  a  blue  ribbon, 
as  shoulders,  I  presume,  are  decked  in  those 
closet  conferences  which  are  called  Cabinets." 

Ju.st  after  this,  while  Mr.  Tnrnball  was  still 
going  on  with  a  variety  of  illustrations  drawn 
from  the  United  States,  Barrington  Erie  stepped 
across  the  benches  up  to  the  place  where  Phineas 
was  sitting,  and  whispered  a  few  words  into  his 
ear.  "  Bonteen  is  prepared  to  answer  Turnbull, 
and  wishes  to  do  it.  I  told  him  that  I  thought 
you  sliould  have  the  opportunity,  if  you  wish  it." 
Phineas  was  not  ready  with  a  reply  to  Erie  at 
the  spur  of  the  moment.  "  Somebody  told  me, " 
continued  Erie,  "that  you  had  said  that  you 
would  like  to  speak  to-night." 

"  So  I  did,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Shall  I  tell  Bonteen  that  you  will  do  it?" 

The  chamber  seemed  to  swim  round  before 
our  hero's  eyes.  Mr.  Tui-nbuU  was  still  going 
on  with  his  clear,  loud,  unpleasant  voice,  but 
there  was  no  knowing  how  long  he  might  go  on. 
Upon  Phineas,  if  he  should  now  consent,  miglit 
de^•olve  the  duty,  within  ten  minutes,  within 
three  minutes,  of  rising  there  before  a  full  House 
to  defend  his  great  friend,  Mr.  Monk,  from  a 
gross  jiersonal  attack.  Was  it  fit  that  such  a 
novice  as  he  should  undertake  such  a  work  as 
that  ?  Were  he  to  do  so,  all  that  speech  which 
he  had  prepared,  with  its  various  self-floating 
parts,  must  go  for  nothing.  The  task  was  exact- 
ly that  which,  of  all  tasks,  he  would  best  like  to 
have  accomplished,  and  to  have  accomplished  well. 
But  if  he  should  fail !  And  he  felt  that  he  would 
fail.  For  such  work  a  man  should  have  all  his 
senses  about  him — his  full  courage,  perfect  con- 
fidence, something  almost  approaching  to  con- 
tempt for  listening  opjionents,  and  nothing  of 
fear  in  regard  to  listening  friends.  He  should  be 
as  acock  in  his  own  farm-yard,  master  of  all  the 
circumstances  around  him.  But  Phineas  Finn 
had  not  even  as  yet  heard  the  sound  of  his  own 
voice  in  that  room.  At  this  moment,  so  confused 
was  he,  that  he  did  not  know  where  sat  Mr. 
Mildmay,  and  where  Mr.  Daubeny.  All  w-as 
confused,  and  there  arose  as  it  were  a  sound  of 
waters  in  his  ears,  and  a  feeling  as  of  a  great  hell 
around  him.  "  I  had  rather  wait,"  he  said  at 
last.  "  Bonteen  had  better  reply."  Barrington 
Erie  looked  into  his  face,  and  then  step])ing  back 
ftcross  the  benches,  told  Mr.  Bonteen  that  the 
opportunity  was  his. 

Mr.  Turnbull  continued  speaking  quite  long 


enough  to  give  poor  Phineas  time  for  repentance ; 
but  repentance  was  of  no  use.  He  had  decided 
against  himself,  and  his  decision  could  not  be 
reversed.  He  would  have  left  the  House,  onlv 
it  seemed  to  him  that  had  he  done  so  every  one 
would  look  at  him.  He  drew  his  hat  down  over 
his  eyes,  and  remained  in  his  place,  hating  Mr. 
Bonteen,  hating  Barrington  Erie,  hating  Mr. 
Turnbull,  but  hating  no  one  so  much  as  he  hated 
himself.  He  had  disgraced  himself  forever,  and 
could  never  recover  the  occasion  which  he  had 
lost. 

Mr.  Bonteen's  speech  was  in  no  way  remark- 
able. Mr.  Monk,  he  said,  had  done  the  State 
good  service  by, adding  his  wisdom  and  patriotism 
to  the  Cabinet.  The  sort  of  argument  which 
Mr.  Bonteen  used  to  prove  that  a  man  who  has 
gained  credit  as  a  legislator  should  in  process  of 
time  become  a  member  of  the  executive,  is  trite 
and  common,  and  was  not  used  by  Mr.  Bonteen 
with  any  special  force.  IMr.  Bonteen  was  glib  of 
tongue  and  possessed  that  familiarity  with  the  place 
which  poor  Phineas  had  lacked  so  sorely.  There 
was  one  moment,  however,  which  was  terrible  to 
Phineas.  As  soon  as  Mr.  Bonteen  had  shown 
the  purpose  for  which  he  was  on  his  legs,  Mr. 
Monk  looked  round  at  Phineas,  as  though  in 
reproach.  He  had  expected  that  this  work  should 
fall  into  the  hands  of  one  who  would  perform  it 
with  more  warmth  of  heart  than  could  be  expect- 
ed from  Mr.  Bonteen.  When  JMr.  Bonteen  ceased 
two  or  three  other  short  speeches  were  made,  and 
members  fired  off  their  little  guns.  Phineas 
having  lost  so  great  an  opportunity,  would  not 
now  consent  to  accept  one  that  should  be  com- 
paratively valueless.  Then  there  came  a  division. 
The  motion  was  lost  by  a  large  majority — by  any 
number  you  might  choose  to  name,  as  Phine.'-.s 
had  said  to  Lord  Brentford ;  but  in  that  there 
was  no  triumph  to  the  poor  wretch  who  had  failed 
tlirough  fear,  and  who  was  now  a  coward  in  his 
own  esteem. 

He  left  the  House  alone,  carefully  avoiding 
all  speech  with  any  one.  As  he  came  out  h(v 
had  seen  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  in  the  lobby,  but 
he  had  gone  on  without  pausing  a  moment,  so 
that  he  might  avoid  his  friend.  And  when  he 
was  out  in  Palace  Yard,  where  was  he  to  go 
next?  He  looked  at  his  watch,  and  found  that 
it  was  just  ten.  He  did  not  dare  to  go  to  his 
club,  and  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  go  home 
and  to  bed.  He  was  very  miserable,  and  noth- 
ing would  comfort  him  but  sympjathy?  AVas 
there  any  one  who  would  listen  to  his  abuse  of 
himself,  and  would  then  answer  him  with  kindly 
apologies  for  his  own  weakness?  Mrs.  Bunce 
would  do  it  if  she  knew  how,  but  sympathy  from 
IMrs.  Bunce  would  hardly  avail.  There  was  but 
one  ])erson  in  the  world  to  whom  he  could  tell 
his  own  humiliation  with  any  hope  of  comfort, 
and  that  person  was  Lady  Laura  Kennedy. 
Sympathy  from  any  man  would  have  been  dis- 
tasteful to  him.  He  had  thought  for  a  moment 
of  flinging  iiimself  at  Mr.  iNIonk's  feet  and  tell- 
ing all  liis  weakness  ;  but  he  could  not  have  en- 
dured pity  even  from  Mr.  Monk.  It  was  not  to 
be  endured  from  any  man. 

He  thought  that  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  would 
be  at  home,  and  probal)ly  alone.  He  knew,  at 
any  rate,  that  he  miglit  be  allowed  to  knock  at 
her  door,  even  at  that  hour.  He  had  left  Mr. 
Kennedy  in  the  House,  and  there  ho  would  prob- 
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ably  remain  for  the  next  hour.  There  was  no 
man  more  constant  than  Mr.  Kennedy  in  seeing 
the  work  of  the  day — or  of  the  ni<:ht — to  its  end. 
So  Phineas  walked  up  Victoria  Street,  and  from 
thence  into  Grosvenor  Place,  and  knocked  at 
Lady  Laura's  door.  "Yes;  Lady  Laura  was  at 
home;  and  alone."  He  was  shown  uj)  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  there  he  found  Lady  Laura 
waiting  for  her  husband. 

"  So  the  great  debate  is  over,"  she  said,  with 
ns  much  of  irony  as  she  knew  how  to  throw  into 
the  epithet. 

"Yes ;  it  is  over." 

"And  what  have  they  done^rihoee  leviathans 
of  the  people?" 

Then  Phineas  told  her  what  was  the  majority. 

"Is  there  any  thing  the  matter  with  you,  Mr. 
Finn?"  she  said,  looking  at  him  suddenly.  "Are 
you  not  well?" 

"Yes;  I  am  very  well." 

' '  Will  you  not  sit  down  ?  There  is  something 
wrong,  I  know.     What  is  it?" 

"I  have  simply  been  the  greatest  idiot,  the 
greatest  coward,  the  most  awkward  ass  that  ever 
lived!" 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"I  do  not  know  why  I  should  come  to  tell 
you  of  it  at  this  hour  at  night,  but  I  have  come 
that  I  might  tell  you.  Probably  because  there 
is  no  one  else  in  the  whole  world  who  would  not 
laugh  at  me." 

"  At  any  rate,  I  shall  not  laugh  at  you,"  said 
Lady  Laura. 

"But^ou  will  despise  me." 

"  That  I  am  sure  I  shall  not  do." 

"  You  can  not  help  it.  I  despise  myself.  For 
years  I  have  placed  before  myself  the  ambition 
of  speaking  in  the  House  of  Commons ;  for 
years  I  have  been  thinking  whether  there  would 
ever  come  to  me  an  opportunity  of  making  my- 
self heard  in  that  assembly,  which  I  consider  to 
be  the  first  in  the  world.  To-day  the  ojiportunity 
has  been  offered  to  me,  and,  though  the  motion 
was  nothing,  the  opportunity  was  great.  The  : 
subject  was  one  on  which  I  was  thoroughly  pre-  j 
pared.  Tiie  manner  in  which  I  was  summoned 
was  most  flattering  to  me.  I  was  esijecially 
called  upon  to  perform  a  task  which  was  most 
congenial  to  my  feelings — and  I  declined  because 
I  was  afraid." 

"You  had  thought  too  much  about  it,  my 
friend,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"Too  much,  or  too  little,  what  does  it  mat- 
ter ?"  replied  Phineas,  in  despair.  "There  is  the 
fact.  I  could  not  do  it.  Do  you  remember  the 
story  of  Conachar  in  the  '  Fair  ISIaid  of  Perth  ' — 
how  his  heart  refused  to  give  him  blood  enough 
to  fight?  He  had  been  suckled  with  the  milk  of 
a  timid  creature,  and,  though  he  could  die,  there 
was  none  of  the  strength  of  manhood  in  him. 
It  is  about  the  same  thing  with  me,  I  take  it." 

"I  do  not  think  you  are  at  all  like  Cona- 
char," said  Lady  Laura. 

"lam  equally  disgraced,  and  I  must  perish 
after  the  same  fashion.  I  shall  apply  for  the 
Chiltern  Hundreds  in  a  day  or  two." 

"You  will  do  nothing  of  the  kind,"  said  Lady 
Laura,  getting  up  from  her  chair  and  coming 
toward  him.  "You  shall  not  leave  this  room 
till  you  have  promised  me  that  you  will  do  noth- 
ing of  the  kind.  I  do  not  know  as  yet  what  has 
occurred  to-night ;  but  I  do  know  that  that  mod- 


esty which  has  kept  you  silent  is  more  often  a 
grace  than  a  disgrace." 

This  was  the  kind  of  sympathy  which  he 
wanted.  She  drew  her  chair  nearer  to  him,  and 
then  he  explained  to  her  as  accurately  as  he 
could  what  had  taken  place  in  the  House  on  this 
evening — how  he  had  prepared  his  speech,  how 
he  had  felt  that  his  preparation  was  vain,  how 
he  perceived  from  the  course  of  the  debate  that 
if  he  spoke  at  all  his  speech  must  be  very  differ- 
ent from  what  he  had  first  intended  ;  how  he 
had  declined  to  tajje  upon  himself  a  task  which 
seemed  to  require  so  close  a  knowledge  of  the 
ways  of  the  House  and  of  the  temper  of  the  men, 
as  the  defense  of  such  a  man  as  Mr.  Monk.  In 
accusing  himself,  he  unconsciously  excused  him- 
self, and  his  excuse,  in  Lady  Laura's  ears,  was 
more  valid  than  his  accusation. 

"And  you  would  give  it  all  up  for  that?"  she 
said. 

"Yes;  T  think  I  ought." 

"I  have  very  little  doubt  but  that  you  were 
right  in  allowing  Mr.  Bonteen  to  undertake  such 
a  task.  I  should  simply  explain  to  Mr.  Monk 
that  you  felt  too  keen  an  interest  in  his  welfare 
to  stand  upas  an  untried  member  in  his  defense. 
It  is  not,  I  think,  the  work  for  a  man  who  is  not 
at  home  in  the  House.  I  am  sure  Mr.  Monk  will 
feel  this,  and  I  am  quite  certain  that  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy will  think  that  you  have  been  right." 

"  I  do  not  care  what  Mr.  Kennedy  may 
think." 

".Why  do  you  say  that,  Mr.  Finn?  That  is 
not  courteous." 

"  Simply  because  I  care  so  much  what  Mr. 
Kennedy's  wife  may  think.  Your  opinion  is  all 
in  all  to  me — only  that  I  know  you  are  too 
kind  to  me." 

"He  would  not  be  too  kind  to  you.  He  is 
never  too  kind  to  anyone.     He  is  justice  itself." 

Phineas,  as  he  heard  the  tones  of  her  voice, 
could  not  but  feel  that  there  was  in  Lady  Laura's 
words  something  of  an  accusation  against  her 
husband. 

"I  hate  justice,"  said  Phineas.  "I  know 
that  justice  would  condemn  me.  But  love  and 
friendship  know  nothing  of  justice.  The  value 
of  love  is  that  it  overlooks  faults,  and  forgives 
even  crimes." 

'.'  I,  at  any  rate,"  said  Lady  Laura,  "  will  for- 
give the  crime  of  your  silence  in  the  House.  My 
strongbelief  in  your  success  will  not  be  in  the  least 
affected  by  what  you  tell  me  of  your  failure  to- 
night. You  must  await  another  oirj^ortunity  ; 
and,  if  possible,  yon  should  be  less  anxious  as  to 
your  own  performance.  There  is  Violet. "  As  La- 
dy Laura  spoke  the  last  words,  there  was  a  sound 
of  a  carriage  stopping  in  the  street,  and  the  front 
door  was  immediately  opened.  "She  is  stay- 
ing here,  but  has  been  dining  with  her  uncle. 
Admiral  Effingham."  Then  Violet  Effingham 
entered  the  room,  rolled  up  in  pretty  white 
furs,  and  silk  cloaks,  and  lace  shawls.  "  Here 
is  Mr.  Finn,  come  to  tell  us  of  the  debate  about 
the  ballot. " 

"I  don't  care  twopence  about  the  ballot," 
said  Violet,  as  she  put  out  her  hand  to  Phineas. 
"  Are  we  going  to  have  a  new  iron  fleet  built? 
That's  the  question." 

"  Sir  Simeon  has  come  out  strong  to-night," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"There  is  no  political  question  of  any  impor- 


66 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


tance  except  the_guestion  of  the  iron  fleet," 
said^VioIel/  "I  am  quite  sure  of  that,  and  so, 
if  Mr.  Finn  can  tell  me  nothing  about  the  iron 
fleet,  I'll  go  to  bed." 

"  Mr.  Kennedy  will  tell  you  every  thing  when 
he  comes  home,"  said  Phineas. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Kennedy !  Mr.  Kennedy  never  tells 
one  any  thing.  I  doubt  whether  Mr.  Kennedy 
thinks  that  any  woman  knows  the  meaning  of 
the  British  Constitution." 

"  Do  you  know  what  it  means,  Violet?"  asked 
Lady  Lam-a. 

"To  be  sure  I  do.  It  is  liberty  to  growl 
about  the  iron  fleet,  or  the  ballot,  or  the  taxes, 
or  the  peers,  or  the  bishops — or  any  thing  else, 
except  the  House  of  Commons.  That's  the  Brit- 
ish Constitution.     Good-night,  Mr.  Finn." 

"What  a  beautiful  creature  she  is!"  said 
Phineas. 

"Yes,  indeed,"  said  Lady  Laura. 
"  And  full  of  wit  and  grace  and  pleasantness. 
I  do  not  wonder  at  your  brotiier's  choice." 

It  will  be  remembered  that  this  was  said  on 
the  day  before  Lord  Chiltern  had  made  his  of- 
fer for  the  third  time. 

"  Poor  Oswald !  he  does  not  know  as  yet  that 
she  is  in  town." 

After  that  Phineas  went,  not  wishing  to  await 
the  return  of  Mr.  Kennedy.  He  had  felt  that 
Violet  Efiinghara  had  come  into  the  room  just 
in  time  to  remedy  a  great  difficulty.  He  did 
not  wish  to  speak  of  liis  lore  to  a  married  wom- 
an— to  the  wife  of  the  man  who  called  him 
friend — to  a  woman  who  he  felt  sure  would  have 
rebuked  him.  But  he  could  hardly  have  re- 
strained himself  had  not  Miss  Effingham  been 
there. 

But  as  he  went  home  he  thought  more  of  Miss 
Effingham  than  he  did  of  Lady  Laura  ;  and  I 
think  that  the  voice  of  Miss  Effingham  had 
done  almost  as  much  toward  comforting  him  as 
had  the  kindness  of  the  other. 
At  any  rate  he  had  been  comforted. 


CHAPTER  XXL 
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about  the  people — such  being  his  own  ideas  as 
to  the  qualifications  of  the  writer  of  that  leading 
article — and  was  about  to  start.    But  Mrs.  Bunco 
arrested  him  by  telling  him  that  there  was   a 
man  below  who  wanted  to  see  him. 
"  What  sort  of  a  man,  Mrs.  Bunce?" 
"  He  ain't  a  gentleman,  sir." 
"Did  he  give  his  name?" 
"He  did  not,  sir;  but  I  know  it's  about  mon- 
ey.    I  know  the  ways  of  them  so  well.     I've  seen 
this  one's  face  before  somewhere." 

"You  had  better  show  him  up,"  said  Phineas. 
He  knew  well  the  business  on  which  the  man 
was  come.  The  man  wanted  money  for  that  bill 
which  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  had  sent  afloat,  and 
which  Phineas  had  endorsed.  Phineas  had  nev- 
er as  yet  fallen  so  deeply  into  troubles  of  money 
as  to  make  it  necessary  that  he  need  refuse  him- 
self to  any  callers  on  that  score,  and  he  did  not 
choose  to  do  so  now.  Nevertheless  he  most 
heartily  wished  that  he  had  left  his  lodgings  for 
the  club  before  the  man  had  come.  This  was 
not  the  first  he  had  heard  of  the  bill  being  over- 
due and  unpaid.  The  bill  had  been  brought  to 
him  noted  a  month  since,  and  then  he  had  sim- 
ply told  the  youth  who  brought  it  that  he  would 
see  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  and  have  the  matter  settled. 
He  had  spoken  to  his  friend  Laurence,  and  Lau- 
rence had  simply  assured  him  that  all  should  be 
made  right  in  two  days — or,  at  farthest,  by  the 
end  of  a  week.  Since  that  time  he  had  obsen^ed 
that  his  friend  had  been  somewhat  shy  of  speak- 
j  ing  to  him  wheA  no  others  were  with  them. 
Phineas  would  not  have  alluded  to  the  bill  had 
he  and  Laurence  been  alone  together;  but  he 
had  been  quick  enough  to  guess  from  his.friend's 
manner  that  the  matter  was  not  settled.  Now, 
no  doubt,  serious  trouble  was  about  to  com- 
mence. 

The  visitor  was  a  little  man  with  grey  hair 
and  a  white  cravat,  some  sixty  years  of  age, 
dressed  in  black,  with  a  very  decent  hat — which, 
on  entering  the  room,  he  at  once  put  down  on 
the  nearest  chair — with  reference  to  whom,  any 
judge  on  the  subject  would  have  concurred  at 
first  sight  in  the  decision  pronounced  by  Mrs. 
Bunce,  though  none  but  a  judge  very  well  used 
to  sift  the  causes  of  his  own  conclusions  could 
have  given  the  reasons  for  that  early  decision. 
"He  ain't  a  gentleman,"  Mrs.  Bunce  had  said. 
And  tlie  man  certainly  was  not  a  gentleman. 
The  old  man  in  the  white  cravat  was  very  neat- 
ly dressed,  and  carried  himself  without  any  of 


Os  the  very  morning  after  his  failure  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  when  Phineas  was  reading 
in  the  Telegraph — he  took  the  Telegraph  not  from 
choice  but  for  economy — the  words  of  that  de- 
bate which  he  had  heard  and  in  which  he  should  !  that  humility  which  betrays  one  class  of  uncer- 
have  taken  a  part,  a  most  unwelcome  visit  was  '  tified  aspirants  to  gentility,  or  of  that  assumed 
paid  to  him.  It  was  near  eleven,  and  the  break- '  arrogance  which  is  at  once  fatal  to  another  class, 
fast  things  were  still  on  the  table.  He  was  at '  But,  nevertheless,  Mrs.  Bunce  had  seen  at  a 
this  time  on  a  Committee  of  the  House  with  ref-  glance  that  he  was  not  a  gentleman — had  seen, 
erence  to  the  use  of  potted  peas  in  the  army  and  moreover,  that  such  a  man  could  have  come  only 
navy,  at  which  he  had  sat  once — at  a  prelimi-  upon  one  mission.  She  was  right  there  too. 
nary  meeting — and  in  reference  to  which  he  had  I  This  visitor  had  come  about  money, 
already  resolved  that  as  he  had  failed  so  fright-  1  "About  this  bill,  Mr.  Finn,"  said  the  visit- 
fully  in  debate,  he  would  certainly  do  his  duty  ,  or,  proceeding  to  take  out  of  his  breast  coat- 
to  the  utmost  in  the  more  easy  but  infinitely  '  pocket  a  rather  large  leathern  case,  as  he  ad- 
more  tedious  work  of  the  committee  -  room.  |  vanced  up  toward  the  fire.  "  My  nameisClark- 
The  Committee  met  at  twelve,  and  he  intended  '■  son,  Mr.  Finn.  If  I  may  venture  so  far,  I'll  take 
to  walk  down  to  the  Reform  Club,  and  then  to    a  chair." 

the  House.     He  had  just  completed  his  reading  j      "  Certainly,  Mr.  Clarkson,"  said  Phineas,  get- 
of  the  debate  and  of  the  leaders  in  the  Telegraph  j  ting  up  and  pointing  to  a  seat, 
on  the  subject.     He  liad  told  himself  how  little  !      "  Thank  ye,  Mr.  Finn,  thank  ye.    We  shall  be 
the  writer  of  the  article  knew  about  Mr.  Turn-    more  comfortable  doing  business  sitting,  shan't 
bull,  how  little  about  Mr.  Monk,  and  how  little    we?"     Whereupon  the  horrid  little  man  drew 
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himself  close  in  to  the  fire,  and  spreading  out 
his  leathern  case  upon  his  knees,  began  to  turn 
over  one  suspicious  bit  of  paper  afier  another,  as 
though  he  were  uncertain  in  what  part  of  his 
portfolio  lav  this  identical  bit  which  he  was  seek- 
ing. He  seemed  to  be  quite  at  home,  and  to 
feel  that  there  was  no  ground  whatever  for  hur- 
ry in  such  comfortable  quarters.  Phineas  hated 
him  at  once — with  a  hatred  altogether  uncon- 
nected with  the  difficulty  which  his  friend  Fitz- 
gibbon  had  brought  upon  him. 

"Here  it  is,  "said  Mr.  Clarkson  at  last.  "  Oh, 
dear  me,  dear  me !  the  third  of  November,  and 
here  we  are  in  March !  I  didn't  think  it  was 
so  bad  as  this;  I  didn't  indeed.  This  is  very 
bad — very  bad  !  And  for  Parliament  gents,  too, 
who  should  be  more  punctual  than  any  body, 
because  of  the  privilege.  Shouldn't  they  now, 
Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"All  men  should  be  punctual,  I  suppose," 
said  Phineas. 

"  Of  course  they  should ;  of  course  they  should. 
I  always  sa\'  to  my  gents,  '  Be  jiunctual,  and  I'll 
do  any  thing  for  you.'  But,  perhaps,  Mr.  Finn, 
you  can  hand  me  a  check  for  this  amount,  and 
then  you  and  I  will  begin  square." 

"  Indeed  I  can  not,  Mr.  Clarkson." 

"  Not  hand  me  a  check  for  it !" 

"  Upon  my  word,  no." 

"That's  very  bad;  very  bad  indeed.  Then  I 
suppose  I  must  take  the  half,  and  renew  for  the 
remainder,  though  I  don't  like  it — I  don't  in- 
deed." 

' '  I  can  pay  no  part  of  that  bill,  Mr.  Clark- 
son." 

"  Pay  no  part  of  it !"  and  Mr.  Clarkson,  in  or- 
der that  he  might  the  better  express  his  surprise, 
arrested  his  hand  in  the  very  act  of  poking  his 
host's  fire. 

"If  you'll  allow  me  I'll  manage  the  fire," 
said  Phineas,  putting  out  his  hand  for  the 
poker. 

But  Mr.  Clarkson  was  fond  of  poking  fires, 
and  would  not  surrender  the  poker.  "Pay  no 
part  of  it !"  he  said  again,  holding  the  poker 
away  from  Pliineas  in  his  left  hand.  "Don't 
say  that,  I\Ir.  Finn.  Pr.ay  don't  say  that.  Don't 
drive  me  to  be  severe.  I  don't  like  to  be  severe 
with  my  gents.  I'll  do  any  thing,  ]Mr.  Finn,  if 
you'll  only  be  punctual." 

"  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Clarkson,  I  have  never  had 
one  penny  of  consideration  for  that  bill,  and — " 

"Oh,  Mr.  Finn!  oh,  Mr.  Finn!"  and  then 
Mr.  Clarkson  had  his  will  of  the  fire. 

"I  never  had  one  penny  of  consideration  for 
that  bill,"  .continued  Phineas.  "Of  course  I 
don't  deny  my  responsibility." 

"  No,  Mr.  Finn  ;  you  can't  deny  that.  Here 
it  is ;  Phineas  Finn — and  every  body  knows  you 
because  you're  a  Parliament  gent." 

"I  don't  deny  it.  But  I  had  no  reason  to 
suppose  that  I  should  be  called  upon  for  the 
money  when  I  accommodated  my  friend  Mr. 
Fitzgibbon,  and  I  have  not  got  it.  That  is  the 
long  and  the  short  of  it.  I  must  see  him  and 
take  care  that  arrangements  are  made." 

"Arrangements!" 

"Yes,  arrangements  for  settling  the  bill." 

"He  hasn't  got  the  money,  Mr.  Finn.  Tou 
know  that  as  well  as  I  do." 

"I  know  nothing  about  it,  Mr.  Clarkson."' 

"Oh  yes,  Mr.  Finn,  you  know;  you  know." 


"I  tell  yon  I  know  nothing  about  it,"  said 
Phineas,  waxing  angry. 

"  As  to  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,  he's  the  pleasantest 
gent  that  ever  lived.  Isn't  ■  he  now  ?  I've 
know'd  him  these  ten  years.  I  don't  suppose 
that  for  ten  years  I've  been  without  his  name 
in  my  pocket.  But  bless  you,  Mr.  Finn,  there's 
an  end  to  every  thing.  I  shouldn't  have  looked 
at  this  bit  of  paper  if  it  hadn't  been  for  your 
signature.  Of  course  not.  You're  just  begin- 
ning, and  it's  natural  you  should  want  a  little 
help.  You'll  find  me  always  ready,  if  you'll 
only  be  punctual." 

"I  tell  you  again,  sir,  that  I  never  had  a 
shilling  out  of  that  for  myself,  and  do  not  want 
any  such  help."  Here  Mr.  Clarkson  smiled 
sweetly.  "I  gave  my  name  to  my  friend  sim- 
ply to  oblige  him." 

"I  like  you  Irish  gents  because  you  do  bang 
together  so  close,"  said  Mr.  Clarkson., 

"Simply  to  oblige  him,"  continued  Phineas. 
"  As  I  said  before,  I  know  that  I  am  responsible, 
but,  as  I  said  before  also,  I  have  not  the  means 
of  taking  up  that  bill.  I  will  see  Mr.  Fitzgibbon, 
and  let  you  know  what  we  propose  to  do." 
Then  Phineas  got  up  from  his  seat  and  took  his 
hat.  It  was  full  time  that  he  should  go  down  to 
his  Committee.  But  'Sir.  Clarkson  did  not  get 
up  from  his  seat.  "  I'm  afraid  I  must  ask  you 
to  leave  me  now,  Mr.  Clarkson,  as  I  have  busi- 
ness down  at  the  House." 

"Business  at  the  House  never  presses,  Mr. 
Finn,"  said  Mr.  Clarkson.  "That's  the  best  of 
Parliament.  I've  known  Parliament  gents,  this 
thirty  years  and  more.  Would  you  believe  it  ? 
— I've  had  a  Prime  Minister's  name  in  that 
portfolio ;  that  I  have  ;  and  a  Lord  Chancellor's ; 
that  I  have  ;  and  an  Archbishop's  too.  I  know 
what  Parliament  is,  Mr.  Finn.  Come,  come ; 
don't  put  me  off  with  Parliament." 

There  he  sat  before  the  fire  with  his  pouch 
open  before  him,  and  Phineas  had  no  power  of 
moving  him.  Could  Phineas  have  paid  him  the 
money  which  was  manifestly  due  to  him  on  the 
bill,  the  man  would  of  course  have  gone;  but 
failing  in  that,  Phineas  could  not  turn  him  out. 
There  was  a  black  cloud  on  the  young  member's 
brow,  and  great  anger  at  his  heart — against 
Fitzgibbon  rather  than  against  the  man  who 
was  sitting  there  before  him.  "Sir,"  he  said, 
"it  is  really  imperative  that  I  should  go.  I  am 
pledged  to  an  appointment  at  the  House  at 
twelve,  and  it  wants  now  only  a  quarter.  I  re- 
gret that  your  interview  with  me  should  be  so 
unsatisfactory,  but  I  can  only  promiseyou  that 
I  will  see  Mr.  Fitzgibbon." 

"And  when  shall  I  call  again,  Mr.  Finn?" 

"Perhaps  I  had  better  write  to  you,"  said 
Phineas. 

"Oh  dear,  no,"  said  Mr.  Clarkson.  "I 
should  much  prefer  to  look  in.  Looking  in  is 
always  best.  We  can  get  to  understand  one 
another  in  that  way.  Let  me  see.  I  dare  say 
you're  not  particular.  Suppose  I  say  Sunday 
morning." 

"Really,  I  could  not  see  you  on  Sunday 
morning,  Mr.  Clarkson." 

"Parliament  gents  ain't  generally  particular 
— 'specially  not  among  the  Catholics,"  pleaded 
Mr.  Clarkson. 

"I  am  always  engaged  on  Sundays,"  said 
Phineas. 
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"Suppose  we  say  Monday  —  or  Tuesday. 
Tuesday  morning  at  eleven.  And  do  be  punc- 
tual, Mr.  Finn.  At  Tuesday  morning  I'll  come, 
and  then,  no  doubt,  I  sliall  find  you  ready." 
Whereupon  Mr.  Clarkson  slowly  put  up  his  bills 
within  his  portfolio,  and  then,  before  Phineas 
knew  where  he  was,  had  warmly  shaken  that 
poor  dismayed  member  of  Parliament  by  the 
hand.  "Only  do  be  punctual,  Mr.  Finn,"  he 
said,  as  he  made  hi;^  way  down  the  stairs. 

It  was  now  twelve,  and  Phineas  rushed  off  to 
a  cab.  He  was  in  such  a  fever  of  rage  and 
misery  that  he  could  hardly  think  of  his  posi- 
tion, or  what  he  had  better  do,  till  lie  got  into 
the  committee-room  ;  and  when  there  he  could 
think  of  nothing  else.  He  intended  to  go  deep- 
ly into  the  question  of  potted  peas,  holding  an 
equal  balance  between  the  assailed  Government 
offices  on  the  one  hand,  and  the  advocates  of 
the  potted  peas  on  the  other.  The  potters  of 
the  peas,  who  wanted  to  sell  their  article  to  the 
Crown,  declared  that  an  extensive — perhaps  we 
may  say,  an  unlimited — use  of  the  article  would 
save  the  whole  army  and  navy  from  the  scourges 
of  scurvy,  dyspepsia,  and  rheumatism,  would  be 
the  i)est  safeguard  against  tyjjhus  and  other  fe- 
vers, and  would  be  an  invaluable  aid  in  all  other 
maladies  to  which  soldiers  and  sailors  are 
peculiarly  subject-  The  ])eas  in  question  were 
grown  on  a  large  scale  in  Holstein,  and  their 
growth  had  been  fostered  with  the  special  object 
of  doing  good  to  the  British  army  and  navy. 
The  peas  were  so  cheap  that  there  would  be  a 
great  saving  in  money — and  it  really  had  seemed 
to  many  that  the  officials  of  the  Horse  Guards 
and  the  Admiralty  had  been  actuated  by  some 
fiendish  desire  to  deprive  their  men  of  salutary 
fresh  vegetables,  simply  because  they  were  of 
foreign  growth.  But  the  ofiicials  of  the  War 
Office  and  the  Admiralty  declared  that  the  pot- 
ted peas  in  question  were  hardly  fit  for  swine. 
The  motion  for  the  Committee  had  been  made 
by  a  gentleman  of  the  opposition,  and  Pliineas 
had  been  ])ut  upon  it  as  an  independent  mem- 
ber. He  had  resolved  to  give  to  it  all  his  mind, 
and,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  to  reach  a  just 
decision,  in  which  there  should  be  no  favor 
shown  to  the  Government  side.  New  brooms 
are  proverbial  for  thorough  work,  and  in  this  Com- 
mittee work  Phineas  was  as  yet  a  new  broom. 
But,  unfortunately,  on  this  day  his  mind  was  so 
harrassed  that  he  could  hardly  understand  what 
was  going  on.  It  did  not,  perhaps,  much  signify, 
as  the  \>itnesses  examined  were  altogether  agri- 
cultural. They  only  proved  the  production  of 
l)eas  in  Holstein — a  fact  as  to  which  Phineas 
had  no  doubt.  The  proof  was  naturally  slow, 
as  the  evidence  was  given  in  German,  and  had 
to  be  translated  into  English.  And  the  work 
of  the  day  was  mnch  impeded  by  a  certain 
member  who  unfortunately  spoke  German,  who 
seemed  to  be  fond  of  spea'king  German  before 
his  brethren  of  the  Committee,  and  who  was 
curious  as  to  agriculture  in  Holstein  generally. 
The  chairman  did  not  understand  German,  and 
there  was  a  difficulty  it  checking  this  gentleman, 
and  in  making  him  understand  that  his  ques- 
tions were  not  relevant  to  the  issue. 

Phineas  could  not  kecji  his  mind  during  the 
whole  afternoon  from  the  subject  of  his  misfor- 
time.  What  should  he  do  if  this  horrid  man 
came  to  him  once  or  twice  a  week  ?     He  ccrtain- 


I  ]y  did  owe  the  man  the  money,  he  must  admit 
that  to  himself.     The    man   no    doubt  was    a 

'  dishonest  knave  who  had  discounted  the  bill 
probably  at  fifty  per  cent. ;  but  nevertheless  Phin- 
eas had  made  himself  legally  responsible  for  the 
amount.  The  privilege  of  the  House  prohibited 
him  from  arrest.  He  thought  of  that  very  often, 
but  the  thought  only  made  him  the  more  unhap- 
pjy.     Would  it  not  be  said,  and  might  it  not  be 

;  said  truly,  that  he  had  incurred  this  responsibil- 
ity— a  responsibility  which  he  was  altogether  un- 
equal to  answer — because  he  was  so  protected  ? 
He  did  feel  that  a  certain  consciousness  of  his 
privilege  had  been  present  to  him  when  he  had 

'•  put  his  name  across  the  paper,  and  that  there 

!  had  been  dishonesty  in  that  very  consciousness. 

'  And  of  what  service  would  his  privilege  be  to 
him,  if  this  man  could  harass  every  hour  of  his 
life?  The  man  was  to  be  with  him  again  in  a 
day  or  two,  and  when  the  appointment  had  been 
projiosed,  he,  Phineas,  had  not  dared  to  negative 
it.  And  how  was  he  to  escape?  As  for  paying 
the  bill,  that  with  him  was  altogether  impossible. 
The  man  had  told  him — and  he  had  believed  the 
man — that  payment  by  Fitzgibbon  was  out  of 

j  the  question.     And  yet  Fitzgibbon  was  the  son 

'  of  a  peer,  whereas  he  was  only  the  son  of  a  coun- 
try doctor !  Of  course  Fitzgibbon  must  make 
some  cftoit — some  great  effort — and  have  the 
thing  settled.  Alas,  alas  !  He  knew  enough  of 
the  world  already  to   feel  that   the   hope   was 

;  vain. 

I  He  went  down  from  the  committee-room  into 
the  House,  and  he  dined  at  the  House,  and  re- 
mained there  until  eight  or  nine  at  night ;  but 
Fitzgibbon  did  not  come.  He  then  went  to  the 
Reform  Club,  but  he  was  not  there.     Both  at  tlie 

'  club  and  in  the  House  many  men  spoke  to  him 

I  about  the  debate  of  the  jirevious  night,  express- 
ing surprise  that  he  had  not  spoken — making 

i  him  more  and   more  wretched.     He   saw    Mr. 

'  Monk,  but  Mr.  Monk  was  walking  arm  in  arm 
with    his   colleague,  Mr.  Palliser,  and   Phineas 

I  could  do  no  more  than  just  speak  to  them. 
He  thought  that  Mr.  Monk's  nod  of  recognition 
was  very  cold.  That  might  be  fancy,  but  it  cer- 
tainly was  a  fact  that  Mr.  Monk  only  nodded  to 

I  him.     He  would  tell  Mr.  INIonk  the  truth,  and 

!  then,  if  Mr.  Monk  chose  to  quarrel  with  him,  he 
at  any  rate  would  take  no  step  to  renew  their 
friendship. 

I  From  the  Reform  Club  he  went  to  the  Shake- 
speare,a  smallerclubto  which  Fitzgibbon  belong- 
ed— and  of  which  Phineas  much  wished  to  be- 
come a  member — and  to  which  he  knew  that  his 
friend  resorted  when  ho  wished  to  enjoy  himself 
thoroughly,  and  to  be  at  ease  in  his  inn.  Men 
at  the  Shakespeare  could  do  as  they  pleased. 
There  were  no  jiolilics  there,  no  fashion,  no  still- 
ness, and  no  rules — so  men  said;  but  that  was 
hardly  true.  Every  body  called  every  body  by 
his  Christian  name,  and  members  smoked  all 
over  the  house.  They  who  did  not  belong  to 
the  Shakespeare  thought  it  an  Elysium  upon 
earth  ;  and  they  who  did,  believed  it  to  be  among 
Pandemoniums  the  most  pleasant.  Phineas 
called  at  the  Shakespeare,  and  was  told  by  the 
porter  that  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  was  up  stairs.  He 
was  shown  into  the  strangers'  room,  and  in  five 
minutes  his  friend  came  down  to  him. 

"I  want  you  to  come  down  to  the  Reform 
with  me,"  said  Phineas. 
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"By  jingo,  my  dear  fellow,  I'm  in  the  middle 
of  a  rubber  of  wliisi." 

"There  has  been  a  man  with  me  about  that 
bill." 

"What!  Clarkson?" 

"  Yes,  Clarkson,"  said  Phineas. 

"Don't  miiid  him,"  said  Fitzgibbon. 

"  That's  nonsense.  How  am  I  to  help  mind- 
ing him  ?  I  must  mind  him.  He  is  coming  to 
me  again  on  Tuesday  morning." 

"Don't  see  him." 

"How  can  I  help  seeing  him  ?" 

"  Make  them  say  you're  not  at  home." 

"  He  has  made  an  appointment.  He  has  told 
me  that  he'll  never  leave  me  alone.  He'll  be 
the  death  of  me  if  this  is  not  settled." 

"  It  shall  be  settled,  my  dear  fellow.  I'll  see 
about  it  and  write  you  a  line.  You  must  excuse 
me  now,  because  those  fellows  are  waiting.  I'll 
have  it  all  arranged." 

Again  as  Phineas  went  home  he  thoroughly 
wished  that  he  had  not  seceded  from  Mr.  Low. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

LADY    BALDOCK   AT    HOME. 

About  the  middle  of  March  Lady  Baldock 
came  up  from  Baddingham  to  London,  coerced 
into  doing  so,  as  Violet  Effingham  declared,  in 
thorough  opposition  to  all  her  own  tastes,  by  the 
known  wishes  of  her  friends  and  relatives.  Her 
friends  and  relatives,  so  Miss  Effingham  insinu- 
ated, were  unanimous  in  wishing  that  Lady  Bal- 
dock should  remain  at  Baddingham  Park,  and 
therefore — that  wish  having  been  indiscreetly  ex- 
pressed— she  had  put  herself  to  great  inconven- 
ience, and  had  to  come  to  London  in  March. 
"Gustavus  will  go  mad,"  said  Violet  to  Lady 
Laura.  The  Gustavus  in  question  was  the 
Lord  Baldock  of  the  presents  generation,  IMiss 
Effingham's  Lady  Baldock  being  the  peer's 
mother.  "Why  does  not  Lord  Baldock  take  a 
liouse  himself?"  asked  Lady  Laura.  "Don't 
you  know,  my  dear,"  Violet  answered,  "how 
much  we  Baddingham  people  think  of  money? 
We  don't  like  being  vexed  and  driven  mad,  but 
even  that  is  better  than  keeping  up  two  house- 
holds." As  regarded  Violet,  the  injury  arising 
from  Lady  Baldock's  early  migration  was  very 
great,  for  she  was  thus  compelled  to  move  from 
Grosvenor  Place  to  Lady  Baldock's  house  in 
Berkeley  Square.  "  As  you  are  so  fond  of  being 
in  London,  Augusta  and  I  have  made  up  our 
minds  to  come  up  before  Easter,"  Lady  Baldock 
had  written  to  her. 

"  I  shall  go  to  her  now,"  Violet  had  said  to 
her  friend,  because  I  have  not  quite  made  up 
my  mind  as  to  what  I  will  do  for  the  future." 

"  Marry  Oswald,  and  be  your  own  mistress." 

"  I  mean  to  be  my  own  mistress  without  mar- 
rying Oswald,  though  I  don't  see  my  way  quite 
clearly  as  yet.  I  think  I  shall  set  up  a  little 
house  of  my  own,  and  let  the  world  say  what  it 
pleases.  I  suppose  they  couldn't  make  me  out 
to  be  a  lunatic." 

"I  shouldn't  wonder  if  they  were  to  try," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"  They  could  not  prevent  me  in  any  other 
way.  But  I  am  in  the  dark  as  yet,  and  so  I 
shall  be  obedient  and  go  to  my  aunt." 


Miss  Effingham  went  to  Berkeley  Square,  and 
Phineas  Finn  was  introduced  to  Lady  Baldoc'K. 
He  had  been  often  in  Grosvenor  Place,  and  had 
seen  Violet  frequently.  Mr.  Kennedy  gave 
periodical  dinners — once  a  week — to  which  every 
body  went  who  could  get  an  invitation  ;  and 
Phineas  had  been  a  guest  more  than  once.  In- 
deed, in  spite  of  his  miseries  he  had  taken  to 
dining  out  a  good  deal,  and  was  popular  as  an 
eater  of  dinners.  He  could  talk  when  wanted, 
and  did  not  talk  too  much,  was  pleasant  in  man- 
ners and  appearance,  and  had  already  achieved 
a  certain  recognized  position  in  London  life. 
Of  those  who  knew  him  intimately,  not  one  in 
twenty  were  aware  from  whence  he  came,  what 
was  his  parentage,  or  what  his  means  of  living. 
He  was  a  member  of  Parliament,  a  friend  of 
Mr.  Kennedy's,  was  intimate  with  Mr.  Monk, 
though  an  Irishman  did  not  as  a  rule  herd  with 
other  Irishmen,  and  was  the  right  sort  of  per- 
son to  have  at  your  house.  Some  people  said 
he  was  a  cousin  of  Lord  Brentford's,  and  others 
declared  that  he  was  Lord  Chiltern's  earliest 
friend.  There  he  was,  however,  with  a  position 
gained,  and  even  Lady  Baldock  asked  him  to 
her  house. 

Lady  Baldock  had  evenings.  People  went  to 
her  house,  and  stood  about  the  room  and  on  the 
stairs,  talked  to  each  other  for  half  an  hour,  and 
went  away.  In  these  March  days  there  was  no 
crowding,  but  still  there  were  always  enough  of 
people  there  to  show  that  Lady  Baldock  was 
successful.  Why  people  should  have  gone  to 
Lady  Baldock's  I  can  not  explain  ;  but  there  are 
houses  to  which  people  go  without  any  reason. 
Phineas  received  a  little  card  asking  him  to  go, 
and  he  always  went. 

"  I  think  you  like  my  friend  Mr.  Finn,"  Lady 
Laura  said  to  Miss  Effingham,  after  the  first  of 
these  evenings. 

"Yes,  I  do.     I  like  him  decidedly." 

"  So  do  I.  I  should  hardly  have  thought 
that  you  would  have  taken  a  fancy  to  him." 

"  I  hardly  know  what  you  call  taking  a  fan- 
cy," said  Violet.  "I  am  not  quite  sure  I  like 
to  be  told  that  I  have  taken  a  fancy  for  a  young 
man." 

"I  mean  no  offense,  my  dear." 

"  Of  course  you  don't.  But,  to  speak  truth, 
I  think  I  have  rather  taken  a  fancy  to  him. 
There  is  just  enough  of  him,  but  not  too  much. 
I  don't  mean  materially  —  in  regard  to  his 
inches ;  but  as  to  his  mental  belongings.  I 
hate  a  stupid  man  who  can't  talk  to  me,  and  I 
hate  a  clever  man  who  talks  me  down.  I  don't 
like  a  man  who  is  too  lazy  to  make  any  effort  to 
shine ;  but  I  particularly  dislike  the  man  who  is 
always  striving  for  effect.  I  abominate  an 
humble  man,  but  yet  I  love  to  perceive  that  a 
man  acknov/ledges  the  superiority  of  my  sex, 
and  youth,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing." 

"You  want  to  be  flattered  without  plain  flat- 
tery. " 

"Of  course  I  do.  A  man  who  would  tell  me 
that  I  am  pretty,  unless  he  is  over  seventy,  ouglit 
to  be  kicked  out  of  the  room.  But  a  man  who 
can't  show  me  that  he  thinks  me  so  without  say- 
ing a  word  about  it,  is  a  lout.  Now  in  all  those 
matters,  your  friend,  Mr.  Finn,  seems  to  know 
what  he  is  about.  In  other  words,  he  makes 
himself  pleasant,  and,  therefore,  one  is  glad  to 
see  him." 
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"I  suppose  you  do  not  mean  to  fall  in  love 
with  hinj?" 

"Not  that  I  know  of,  my  dear.  But  when  I 
do,  I'll  be  sure  to  give  you  notice." 

I  fear  that  there  was  more  of  earnestness  in 
Lady  Laura's  last  question  than  Miss  Effingham 
had  supposed.  She  had  declared  to  herself  over 
and  over  again  that  she  had  never  been  in  love 
with  Phineas  Finn.  She  had  acknowledged  to 
herself,  before  Mr.  Kennedy  had  asked  her  hand 
in  marriage,  that  there  had  been  danger — that 
she  could  have  learned  to  love  the  man  if  such 
love  would  not  have  been  ruinous  to  her — that 
the  romance  of  such  a  passion  would  have  been 
pleasant  to  her.  She  had  gone  farther  than 
this,  and  had  said  to  hei'self  that  she  would  have 
given  way  to  that  romance,  and  would  have  been 
ready  to  accept  such  love  if  offered  to  her,  had 
she  not  put  it  out  of  her  power  to  marry  a  poor 
man  by  her  generosity  to  her  brother.  Then 
she  had  thrust  the  thing  aside,  and  had  clearly 
understood — she  thought  that  she  had  clearly 
understood — that  life  for  her  must  be  a  matter 
of  business.  Was  it  not  the  case  with  nine  out 
of  every  ten  among  mankind,  with  nine  hundred 
and  ninety-nine  out  of  every  thousand,  that 
life  must  be  a  matter  of  business  and  not  of  ro- 
mance? Of  course  she  could  not  marry  Mr. 
Finn,  knowing,  as  she  did,  that  neither  of  them 
had  a  shilling.  Of  all  men  in  the  world  she  es- 
teemed Mr.  Kennedy  the  most,  and  when  these 
thoughts  were  passing  through  her  mind,  she 
was  well  aware  that  he  would  ask  her  to  be  his 
wife.  Had  she  not  resolved  that  she  would  ac- 
cept the  offer,  she  would  not  have  gone  to  Lough- 
linter.  Having  put  aside  all  romance  as  unfit- 
ted to  her  life,  she  could,  she  thought,  do  her 
duty  as  Mr.  Kennedy's  wife.  She  would  teach 
herself  to  love  him.  Nay,  she  had  taught  her- 
self to  love  him.  She  was  at  any  rate  so  sure 
of  her  own  heart  that  she  would  never  give  her 
husband  cause  to  rue  the  confidence  he  placed 
in  her.  And  yet  there  was  something  sore 
within  her  when  she  thought  that  Phineas  Finn 
was  becoming  fond  of  Violet  Effingham. 

It  was  Lady  Baldock's  second  evening,  and 
Phineas  came  to  the  house  at  about  eleven 
o'clock.  At  this  time  he  had  encountered  a  sec- 
ond and  a  third  interview  with  Mr.  Clarkson,  and 
had  already  failed  in  obtaining  any  word  of  com- 
fort from  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  about  the  bill.  It 
was  clear  enough  now  tliat  Laurence  felt  that 
they  were  both  made  safe  by  tlieir  privilege,  and 
that  Mr.  Clarkson  should  be  treated  as  you  treat 
tlie  organ-grinders.  They  are  a  nuisance  and 
must  be  endured.  But  the  nuisance  is  not  so 
great  but  what  you  can  live  in  comfort,  if  only 
you  are  not  too  sore  as  to  the  annoyance.  "My 
dear  fellow,"  Laurence  had  said  to  him,  "I 
have  had  Clarkson  almost  living  in  my  rooms. 
He  used  to  drink  nearly  a  pint  of  sherry  a  day 
for  me.  All  I  looked  to  was  that  I  didn't  live 
there  at  the  same  time.  If  you  wisli  it,  I'll 
send  in  the  sherry."  This  was  very  bad,  and 
Phineas  tried  to  quarrel  with  his  friend  ;  but  he 
found  that  it  was  difficult  to  quarrel  with  Lau- 
rence Fitzgibbon. 

But  though  on  this  side  Phineas  was  very 
miserable,  on  another  side  he  had  obtained  great 
comfort.  Mr.  Monk  and  he  were  better  fiiends 
tlian  ever.  "  As  to  what  Tnrnbnll  says  about 
me  in  the  House,"  Mr.  Monk  had  said,  laugh- 


ing ;  "  he  and  I  understand  each  other  perfectly. 
I  should  like  to  see  you  on  your  legs,  but  it  is 
just  as  wcJl,  perhaps,  that  you  have  deferred  it. 
We  shall  have  the  real  question  on  immediately 
after  Easter,  and  then  you'll  have  plenty  of 
opportunities."  Phineas  had  explained  how  he 
had  attempted,  how  he  had  failed,  and  how  he 
had  suflered ;  and  Mr.  Monk  had  been  generous 
in  his  sympathy.  "I  know  all  about  it,"  said 
he,  "and  have  gone  through  it  all  myself  The 
more  respect  you  feel  for  the  House,  the  more 
satisfaction  you  will  have  in  addressing  it  when 
you  have  mastered  this  difficulty." 

The  first  person  who  s)x)ke  to  Phineas  at 
Lady  Baldock's  was  Miss  Fitzgibbon,  Laurence's 
sister.  Asj)asia  Fitzgibbon  was  a  warm  woman 
as  regarded  money,  and  as  she  was  moreover  a 
most  discreet  spinster,  she  was  made  welcome  by 
Lady  Baldock,  in  spite  of  the  well-known  in- 
iquities of  her  male  relatives.  "Mr.  Finn," 
said  she,  "  how  d'ye  do?  I  want  to  say  a  word 
to  ye.  Just  come  here  into  the  corner."  Phin- 
eas, not  knowing  how  to  escape,  did  retreat  into 
the  corner  with  Miss  Fitzgibbon.  "Tell  me 
now,  Mr.  Finn — have  ye  been  lending  money  to 
Larrence  ?" 

"  No ;  I  have  lent  him  no  money,"  said  Phin- 
eas, much  astonished  by  the  question. 

"Don't.  That's  my  advice  to  ye.  Don't. 
On  any  other  matter  Larrence  is  the  best  creat- 
ure in  the  world — but  he's  bad  to  lend  money 
to.     You  ain't  in  any  hobble  with  him,  then  ?" 

"Well — nothing  to  speak  of.  What  makes 
you  ask?" 

"  Then  you  are  in  a  hobble  ?  Dear,  dear !  I 
never  saw  such  a  man  as  Larrence — never. 
Good-bye.  I  wouldn't  do  it  again,  ifl  were  you 
— that's  all."  Then  Miss  Fitzgibbon  came  out 
of  the  corner  and  made  her  way  down  stairs. 

Phineas  immediately  afterward  came  across 
Miss  Effingham.  "I  did  not  know,"  said  she, 
"that  you  and  the  divine  Aspasia  were  such 
close  allies." 

"  We  are  the  dearest  friends  in  the  world,  but 
she  has  taken  my  bi-eath  away  now." 

"  May  a  body  be  told  how  she  has  done  that  ?" 
Violet  asked. 

"Well,  no;  I'm  afraid  not,  even  though  the 
body  be  Miss  Effingham.  It  was  a  profound 
secret — really  a  secret  concerning  a  third  person, 
and  she  began  about  it  just  as  though  she  were 
speaking  about  the  weather  !" 

"How  charming!  I  do  so  like  her.  You 
haven't  heard,  have  you,  that  Mr.  Ratler  pro- 
posed to  her  the  other  dav  ?" 

"No!" 

"  But  he  did  ;  at  least,  so  she  tells  every  body. 
She  said  she'd  take  him  if  he  would  promise  to 
get  her  brother's  salary  doubled." 

"Did  she  tell  you?" 

"No;  not  me.  And  of  course  I  don't  believe 
a  word  of  it.  I  suppose  Barrington  Erie  made  up 
the  story.  Are  you  going  out  of  town  next  week, 
Mr.  Finn  ?"  The  week  next  to  this  was  Easter 
week.  "I  heard  you  were  going  into  North- 
am]itonshire. " 

"  From  Lady  Laura?" 

"Yes;   from  Lady  Laura." 

"I  intend  to  spend  three  days  with  Lord 
Chiltern  at  Willingford.  It  is  an  old  promise. 
I  am  going  to  ride  his  horses — that  is,  if  I  am 
able  to  ride  them." 
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"Take  care  what  you  are  about,  Mr.  Finn ; 
they  say  his  horses  are  so  dangerous  !" 

"I'm  rather  good  at  falling,  I  flatter  myself." 

"  I  know  that  Lord  Chiltern  rides  any  thing  he 

can  sit,  so  long  as  it  is  some  animal  that  nobody 

else  will  ride.     It  was  always  so  with  him.     He 

is  so  odd  ;  is  he  not  ?" 

Phineas  knew,  of  course,  that  Lord  Chiltern 
had  more  than  once  asked  Violet  EflSnghara  to 
be  his  wife,  and  he  believed  that  she,  from  her 
intimacy  with  Lady  Laura,  must  know  that  he 
knew  it.  He  had  also  heard  Lady  Laura  ex- 
press a  very  strong  wish  that,  in  spite  of  these 
refusals,  Violet  might  even  yet  become  her  broth- 
er's wife.  And  Phineas  also  knew  that  Violet 
Effingham  was  becoming,  in  his  own  estimation, 
the  most  charming  woman  of  his  acquaintance. 
How  was  he  to  talk  to  her  about  Lord  Chiltern  ? 
"He  is  odd,"  said  Phineas;  "but  he  is  an 
excellent  fellow — whom  his  father  altogether 
misunderstands. " 

"  Exactly — just  so  ;  I  am  so  glad  to  hear  you 
say  that — you  who  have  never  had  the  misfor- 
tune to  have  any  thing  to  do  with  a  bad  set. 
Why  don't  you  tell  Lord  Brentford?  Lord 
Brentford  would  listen  to  you." 
"Tome?" 

"Yes;  of  course  he  would,  for  you  are  just 
the  link  that  is  wanting.  You  are  Chiltern's  in- 
timate friend,  and  you  are  also  the  friend  of  big 
wigs  and  Cabinet  Ministers." 

"Lord  Brentford  would  put  me  down  at  once 
if  I  spoke  to  him  on  such  a  subject." 

"  I  am  sure  he  would  not.  You  are  too  big 
to  be  put  down,  and  no  man  can  really  dislike 
to  hear  his  son  well  spoken  of  by  those  who  are 
well  spoken  of  themselves.  Won't  you  try,  Mr. 
Finn  ?"  Phineas  said  that  he  would  think  of  it 
— that  he  would  try  if  any  fit  opportunity  could 
be  found.  "Of  course  you  know  how  intimate 
I  have  been  with  the  Standishes,"  said  Violet; 
"  that  Laura  is  to  me  a  sister,  and  that  Oswald 
used  to  be  almost  a  brother." 

"  Why  do  not  you  speak  to  Lord  Brentford — 
you,  who  are  his  favorite?" 

"  There  are  reasons,  Mr.  Finn.  Besides,  how 
can  any  girl  come  forward  and  say  that  she 
knows  the  disposition  of  any  man?  You  can 
live  with  Lord  Chiltern,  and  see  wliat  he  is  made 
of,  and  know  his  thoughts,  and  learn  what  is 
good  in  him,  and  also  what  is  bad.  After  all, 
how  is  any  girl  really  to  know  any  thing  of  a 
man's  life?" 

"  If  I  can  do  any  thing,  Miss  Effingham,  I 
will,"  said  Phineas. 

"  And  then  we  shall  all  of  us  be  so  grateful  to 
you,"  said  Violet,  with  her  sweetest  smile. 

Phineas,  retreating  from  this  conversation, 
stood  for  awhile  alone,  thinking  of  it.  Had  she 
spoken  thus  of  Lord  Chiltern  because  she  did 
love  him  or  because  she  did  not  ?  And  the 
sweet  commendations  which  had  fallen  from  her 
lips  upon  him — him,  Phineas  Finn — were  they 
compatible  with  any  thing  like  a  growing  par- 
tiality for  himself,  or  were  they  incompatible  with 
any  such  feeling  ?  Had  he  most  reason  to  be 
comforted  or  to  be  discomfited  by  what  had  tak- 
en place?  It  seemed  hardly  possible  to  his  im- 
agination that  Violet  Effingham  should  love  such 
a  nobody  as  he.  And  yet  he  had  had  fair  evi- 
dence that  one  standing  as  high  in  the  world  as 
Violet  Effingham  would  fain  have  loved   him 


could  she  have  followed  the  dictates  of  her  heart. 
He  had  trembled  when  he  had  first  resolved  to 
declare  his  passion  to  Lady  Laura — fearing  that 
she  would  scorn  him  as  being  presumptuous. 
But  there  had  been  no  cause  for  such  fear  as 
that.  He  had  declared  his  love,  and  she  had  • 
not  thought  him  to  be  presumptuous.  That 
now  was  ages  ago — eight  months  since  ;  and 
Lady  Laura  had  become  a  married  woman. 
Since  he  had  become  so  warmly  alive  to  the 
charms  of  Violet  Efiingham  he  had  determined, 
with  stern  propriety,  that  a  passion  for  a 
married  woman  was  disgraceful.  Such  love  was 
in  itself  a  sin,  even  though  it  was  accompanied 
by  the  severest  forbearance  and  the  most  rigid 
propriety  of  conduct.  No ;  Lady  Laura  had 
done  wisely  to  check  the  growing  feeling  of  par- 
tiality which  she  had  admitted ;  and  now  that 
she  was  married,  he  would  be  as  wise  as  she.  It 
was  clear  to  him  that,  as  regarded  his  own  heart, 
the  way  was  open  to  him  for  a  new  enterprise. 
But  what  if  he  were  to  fail  again,  and  be  told  by 
Violet,  when  he  declared  his  love,  that  she  had 
just  engaged  herself  to  Lord  Chiltern  ! 

"What  were  you  and  Violet  talking  about  so 
eagerly  ?"  said  Lady  Laura  to  him,  with  a  smile 
that,  in  its  approach  to  laughter,  almost  betrayed 
its  mistress. 

"We  were  talking  about  your  brother." 

"  You  are  going  to  him,  are  you  not  ?" 

"Yes;  I  leave  London  on  Sunday  night — but 
only  for  a  day  or  two." 

"  Has  he  any  chance  there,  do  you  think?" 

"What,  with  Miss  Effingham?" 

"Yes — with  Violet.  Sometimes  I  think  she 
loves  him." 

"  How  can  I  say  ?  In  such  a  matter  you  can 
judge  better  than  I  can  do.  One  woman  with 
reference  to  another  can  draw  the  line  between 
love  and  friendship.  She  certainly  likes  Lord 
Chiltern." 

"Oh,  I  believe  she  loves  him.  I  do  indeed. 
But  she  fears  bim.  She  does  not  quite  under- 
stand how  much  there  is  of  tenderness  with  that 
assumed  ferocity.  And  Oswald  is  so  strange,  so 
unwise,  so  impolitic,  that  though  he  loves  her  bet- 
ter than  all  the  world  besides,  he  will  not  sacri- 
fice even  a  turn  of  a  word  to  win  her.  When 
he  asks  her  to  marry  him,  he  almost  flies  at  her 
throat,  as  an  angry  debtor  who  applies  for  instant 
payment.  Tell  him.,  Mr.  Finn,  never  to  give  it 
over;  and  teach  him  that  he  should  be  soft  with 
her.  Tell  him,  also,  that  in  her  heart  she  likes 
him.  One  woman,  as  you  say,  knows  another 
i  woman  ;  and  I  am  certain  he  would  win  her  if 
he  would  only  be  gentle  with  her."  Then  again, 
j  before  they  parted.  Lady  Laura  told  him  that 
this  marriage  was  the  dearest  wish  of  her  heart, 
and  that  there  would  be  no  end  to  her  gratitude 
,  if  Phineas  could  do  any  thing  to  promote  it. 
All  which  again  made  our  hero  unhappy. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

SUNDAY  IN  GROSVENOR  PLACE. 

Mr.  Kennedy,  though  he  was  a  most  scrupu- 
lously attentive  member  of  Parliament,  was  a 
man  very  punctual  to  hours  and  rules  in  his  own 
house — and  liked  that  his  wife  should  be  as 
punctual  as  himself.     Lady  Laura,  who  in  mar- 
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lying  him  had  firmly  resolved  that  she  would  do 
her  duty  to  him  in  all  ways,  even  though  the 
ways  might  sometimes  be  jiainful — and  had  been 
perhaps  more  punctilious  in  this  respect  than  she 
might  have  been  had  she  loved  him  heartily — was 
not  perhaps  quitfe  so  fond  of  accurate  regularity 
as  her  husband ;  and  thus,  by  this  time,  certain 
habits  of  his  had  become  rather  bonds  than  hab- 
its to  her.  He  always  had  prayers  at  nine,  and 
breakfasted  at  a  quarter  past  nine,  let  tije  hours 
on  the  night  before  have  been  as  late  as  they 
might  before  the  time  for  rest  had  come.  After 
breakfast  he  would  open  his  letters  in  his  study, 
but  he  liked  her  to  be  with  him,  and  desired  to 
discuss  with  her  every  ap])lication  he  got  from  a 
constituent.  He  had  his  private  secretary  in  a 
room  apart,  but  he  thought  that  every  thing 
should  be  filtered  to  his  private  secretary  through 
his  wife.  He  was  very  anxious  that  she  herself 
should  superintend  the  accounts  of  their  own 
private  expenditure,  and  had  taken  some  trouble 
to  teach  her  an  excellent  mode  of  book-keeping. 
He  had  recommended  to  her  a  certain  course  of 
reading — whicli  was  jdeasant  enough  ;  ladies  like 
to  receive  such  recommendations ;  but  ISIr.  Ken- 
nedy, having  drawn  out  the  course,  seemed  to 
expect  that  his  wife  should  read  the  books  he 
had  named,  and,  worse  still,  that  she  should 
read  them  in  the  time  he  had  allocated  for  the 
work.  This,  I  think,  was  tyranny.  Then  the 
Sundays  became  very  wearisome  to  Lady  Lau- 
I'a.  Going  to  church  twice,  slie  had  learned, 
would  be  a  part  of  her  duty ;  and  though  in  her 
father's  household  attendance  at  church  had 
never  been  very  strict,  slie  had  made  up  her 
mind  to  this  cheerfully.  But  ISIr.  Kennedy  ex- 
pected also  that  he  and  she  should  always  dine 
together  on  Sundays,  that  there  should  be  no 
guests,  and  that  there  shotdd  be  no  evening  com- 
pany. After  all,  the  demand  was  not  very  se- 
vere, but  yet  she  found  that  it  operated  injuri- 
ously upon  her  comfort.  The  Sundays  were  very 
wearisome  to  her,  and  made  lier  feel  that  her 
lord  and  master  was — her  lord  and  master.  She 
made  an  effbrt  or  two  to  escape,  but  the  efforts 
were  all  in  vain.  He  never  spoke  a  cross  word 
to  her.  He  never  gave  astern  command.  But 
yet  lie  had  his  way.  "I  won't  say  that 
reading  a  novel  on  a  Sunday  is  a  sin,"  he  said  ; 
•'  but  we  must  at  any  rate  admit  that  it  is  a  mat- 
ter on  which  men  disagree,  that  many  of  the  best 
of  men  are  against  such  occupation  on  Sunday, 
and  that  to  abstain  is  to  be  on  the  safe  side." 
So  tlie  novels  were  put  away,  and  Sunday  after- 
noon with  tlie  long  evening  became  rather  a 
stumbling-block  to  Lady  Laura. 

Those  two  hours,  moreover,  with  her  husband 
in  the  morning  became  very  wearisome  to  her. 
At  first  slie  had  declared  that  it  would  be  her 
greatest  ambition  to  help  her  husband  in  liis  wprk, 
and  she  had  read  all  the  letters  from  the  Mac- 
Nabs  and  MacFies,  asking  to  be  made  gangers 
and  landing-waiters,  witli  an  assumed  interest. 
But  the  work  palled  upon  Tier  very  quickly. 
Her  quick  intellect  discovei-ed  soon  tJiat  there 
was  nothing  in  it  which  she  really  did.  It  was 
"all  form  and  verbiage,  and  pretense  at  business. 
Her  husband  went  throujih  it  all  with  the  utmost 
patience,  reading  every  word,  giving  orders  as  to 
every  detail,  and  conscientiously  doing  that 
which  he  conceived  he  had  undertaken  to  do. 
But  Lady  Laura  wanted  to  meddle  with  high 


politics,  to  discuss  reform  bills,  to  assist  in  putting 
up  Mr.  This  and  in  putting  down  my  Lord  That. 
Why  should  she  waste  her  time  in  doing  that 
which  the  lad  in  the  next  room,  who  was  called 
a  private  secretary,  could  do  as  well  ? 

Still  she  would  obey.  Let  the  task  be  as  hard 
as  it  might,  she  would  obey.  If  he  counseled 
her  to  do  this  or  that,  she  would  follow  his  coun- 
sel— because  she  owed  him  so  much.  If  she  had 
accepted  the  half  of  all  his  wealth  without  lov- 
ing him,  she  owed  him  the  more  on  that  account. 
But  she  knew — she  could  not  but  know — that  her 
intellect  was  brighter  than  his ;  and  might  it 
not  be  possible  for  her  to  lead  him?  Then  she 
made  etiforts  to  lead  her  husband,  and  found  that 
he  was  as  stiff-necked  as  an  ox.  Mr.  Kennedy 
was  not,  perhaps,  a  clever  man ;  but  he  was  a 
man  who  knew  his  own  way,  and  who  intended 
to  keep  it. 

"I  have  got  a  headache,  Robert,"  she  said  to 
him  one  Sunday  after  luncheon.  "  I  think  I 
will  not  go  to  church  this  afternoon." 

"  It  is  not  serious,  I^hope." 

"Oh  dear  no.  Don't  you  know  how  one  feels 
sometimes  that  one  has  got  a  head?  and  when 
that  is  the  case  one's  arm-chair  is  the  best  place." 

"  I  am  not  sure  of  that,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"If  I  went  to  church  I  should  not  attend," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"The  fresh  air  would  do  yon  more  good  than 
any  thing  else,  and  we  could  walk  across  the 
park." 

"Thank  you — I  won't  go  out  again  to-day." 
This  she  said  with  something  almost  of  cross- 
ness in  her  manner,  and  Mr.  Kennedy  went  to  the 
afternoon  service  by  himself. 

Lady  Laura  when  she  w-as  left  alone  began  to 
tlunk  of  her  position.  She  was  not  more  than 
fciur  or  five  months  married,  and  she  was  becom- 
ing very  tired  of  iier  life.  Was  it  not  also  true 
that  she  was  becoming  tired  of  her  husband? 
She  had  twice  told  Fhineas  Finn  that  of  all  men 
in  tlie  world  she  esteemed  Mr.  Kennedy  the  most. 
She  did  not  esteem  him  less  now.  She  knew  no 
point  or  jiarticle  in  which  he  did  not  do  his  duty 
with  accuracy.  But  no  jierson  can  live  happily 
with  another — not  even  with  a  brother  or  a  sis- 
ter or  a  friend — simply  upon  esteem.  All  the 
virtues  in  the  calendar,  though  they  exist  on  each 
side,  will  not  make  a  man  and  woman  hajjpy  to- 
gether, unless  there  be  sympathy.  Lady  Laura 
was  beginning  to  find  out  that  there  was  a  lack 
of  sympathy  between  herself  and  her  husband. 

She  thought  of  this  till  she  was  tired  of  think- 
ing of  it,  and  then,  wishing  to  divert  her  niind, 
she  took  uj)  the  book  that  was  lying  nearest  to 
her  hand.  It  was  a  volume  of  a  new  novel  which 
she  had  been  reading  on  the  previous  day,  and 
now,  without  much  thought  about  it,  she  went 
on  with  her  reading.  There  came  to  her,  no 
doubt,  some  dim,  half-formed  idea  that,  as  she 
was  freed  from  going  to  church  by  tlie  ))lca  of  a 
headache,  she  was  also  absolved  by  the  same  plea 
from  other  Sunday  hindrances.  A  child,  when 
it  is  ill,  has  buttered  toast  and  a  picture-book  in- 
stead of  bread-and-milk  and  lessons.  In  this  way, 
Lady  Laura  conceived  herself  to  be  entitled  to  her 
novel. 

While  she  was  reading  it,  tliore  came  a  knock 
at  tlie  door,  and  Barriugtcm  Erie  was  shown  up 
stairs.  Mr.  Kennedy  had  given  no  orders  against 
Sunday  visitors,  but  had  simjily  said  that  Sunday 
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visiting  was  not  to  his  taste.  Barrington,  how- 
ever, was  Lady  Laura's  cousin,  and  people  must 
be  very  strict  if  they  can't  see  their  cousins  on 
SundaV.  Lady  Laura  soon  lost  her  headache 
altogether  in  the  animation  of  discussing  the 
chances  of  the  new  Reform  Bill  with  the  Prime 
Minister's  private  secretary  ;  and  had  left  her 
chair,  and  was  standing  by  the  table  with  the  nov- 
el in  her  hand,  protesting  this  and  denying  that, 
expressing  infinite  confidence  in  Mr.  Monk,  and 
violently  denouncing  Mr.  Turnbull,  when  her 
husband  returned  from  church  and  came  up  into 
the  drawing-room.  Lady  Laura  had  forgotten 
her  headache  altogether,  and  had  in  her  com- 


"  Headache  comes,  I  think,  always  from  the 
stomach,  even  when  produced  originally  by  nerv- 
ous affections.     But  imbecility  of  the  brain — " 

'•  Oh,  Robert,  I  am  so  sorry  that  I  used  the 
word." 

"I  see  that  it  did  not  prevent  you  reading," 
he  said,  after  a  pause. 

"Not  such  reading  as  that.  I  was  up  to  noth- 
ing better." 

Then  there  was  another  pause. 

"  I  won't  deny  that  it  may  be  a  prejudice,"  he 
said,  "  but  I  confess  that  the  use  of  novels  in  my 
own  house  on  Sunday  is  a  pain  to  me.  My 
mother's  ideas  on  the  subject  are  very  strict,  and 


sition  none  of  that  thoughtfulness  of  hypocrisy    I  can  not  think  that  it  is  bad  for  a  son  to  hang 


po 

which  would  have  taught  her  to  moderate  her 

political  feeling  at  her  husband's  return. 

"I  do  declare,"  she  said,  "that  if  Mr.  Turn- 
bull  opposes  the  Government  measure  now,  be- 
cause he  can't  have  his  own  way  in  every  thing, 
I  will  never  again  put  my  trust  in  any  man  who 
calls  himself  a  popular  leader." 

"  You  never  should,"  said  Barrington  Erie. 

"  That's  all  very  well  for  you,  Barrington,  who 
are  an  aristocratic  Whig  of  the  old  official  school, 
and  who  call  yourself  a  Liberal  simply  because 
Fox  was  a  Liberal  a  huudred  years  ago.  ]My 
heart's  in  it." 

"  Heart  should  never  have  any  thing  to  do 
with  politics;  should  it?"  said  Erie,  turning 
round  to  Mr.  Kennedy. 

Mr.  Kennedy  did  not  wish  to  discuss  the  matter 
on  a  Sunday,  nor  yet  did  he  wish  to  say  before 
Barrington  Erie  that  he  thought  it  wrong  to  do 
so.  And  he  was  desirous  of  treating  his  wife  in 
some  way  as  though  she  were  an  invalid — that 
she  thereby  might  be,  as  it  were,  punished ;  but 
he  did  not  wish  to  do  tliis  in  such  a  way  that 
Barrington  should  be  aware  of  the  punishment. 

"  Laura  had  better  not  disturb  herself  about  it 
now,"  he  said 


on  to  the  teaching  of  his  mother."  This  he  said 
in  the  most  serious  tone  which  he  could  com- 
mand. 

"I  don't  know  why  I  took  it  np,"  said  Lady 
Laura.  "  Simply,  I  believe,  because  it  was  there. 
I  will  avoid  doing  so  for  the  future." 

"Do,  my  dear,"  said  the  husband.  "I  shall 
be  obliged  and  grateful  if  you  will  remember 
what  I  have  said."  Then  he  left  her,  and  she 
sat  alone,  first  in  the  dusk  and  then  in  the  dark, 
for  two  hours,  doing  nothing.  Was  this  to  be  the 
life  which  she  had  procured  for  herself  by  many- 
ing  Mr.  Kennedy  of  Loughlinter?  If  it  was 
harsh  and  nnendurable  in  London,  what  would 
it  be  in  the  country  ? 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE    WILLINGFORD    BULL. 


Phin'eas  left  London  by  a  night  mail  train 
on  Easter  Sunday,  and  found  himself  at  the 
Willingford  Bull  about  half  an  hour  after  mid- 
night. Lord  Chiltern  was  up  and  waiting  for 
him,  and  supper  was  on  the  table.  The  Wllling- 
"  How  is  a  person  to  help  being  disturbed  ?"    ford  Bull  was  an  English  inn  of  the  old  stamp, 


said  Lady  Laura,  laughin 

"Well,  well;  we  won't  mind  all  that  now," 
said  Mr.  Kennedy,  turning  away.  Then  he  took 
up  the  novel  which  Lady  Laura  had  just  laid 
down  from  her  hand,  and,  having  looked  at  it, 


which  had  now,  in  these  latter  years  of  railway 
traveling,  ceased  to  have  a  road  business  —  for 
there  were  no  travelers  on  the  road,  and  but 
little  posting — but  had  acquired  a  new  trade  as 
a  depot  for  hunters   and    hunting   men.     The 


carried  it  aside,  and  placed  it  on  a  book-shelf   landlord  let  out  horses  and  kept  hunting  stables, 

which    was    remote    from    them.     Lady    Laura 

watched  him  as  he  did  this,  and  the  whole  course 

of  her  husband's  thoughts  on  the  subject  was  open 

to  her  at  once.     She  regretted  the  novel,  and 

she  regretted  also  the  political  discussion.     Soon 

afterward  Barrington  Erie  went  away,  and  the 

husband  and  wife  were  alone  together. 

"  I  am  glad  that  your  head  is  so  much  better," 
said  he.  He  did  not  intend  to  be  severe,  but  he 
spoke  with  a  gravity  of  manner  which  almost 
amounted  to  severity. 

"Yes;  it  is,"  she  said.  "  Barrington's  com- 
ing in  cheered  me  up." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  you  should  have  wanted 
cheering." 

"  Don't  you  know  what  I  mean,  Robert  ?" 

"  No  ;  I  do  not  think  that  I  do,  exactly." 

"  I  suppose  your  head  is  stronger.  You  do 
not  get  that  feeling  of  dazed,  helpless  imbecility 
of  brain,  which  hardly  amounts  to  headache,  but 
which  yet — is  almost  as  bad." 

"  Imbecility  of  brain  may  be  worse  than  head- 
ache, but  I  don't  think  it  can  produce  it." 

"Well,  well — I  don't  know  how  to  ex^jlain  it." 


and  the  house  was  generally  filled  from  tlie  be- 
ginning of  November  till  the  middle  of  April. 
Then  it  became  a  desert  in  the  summer,  and  no 
guests  were  seen  there,  till  the  pink  coats  flocked 
down  again  into  the  shires. 

"How  many  days  do  yon  mean  to  give  us?" 
said  Lord  Chiltern,  as  he  helped  his  friend  to  a 
deviled  leg  of  a  turkey. 

"  I  must  go  back  on  Wednesday,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"  That  means  Wednesday  night.  I'll  tell  you 
what  we'll  do.  W^e've  the  Cottesmore  to-mor- 
row. We'll  get  into  Tailby's  country  on  Tues- 
day, and  Fitzwilliam  will  be  only  twelve  miles 
off"  on  Wednesday.  We  shall  be  rather  short 
of  horses." 

"Pray  don't  let  me  put  you  out.  I  can  hire 
something  here,  I  suppose?" 

"You  won't  put  me  out  at  all.  There'll  be 
three  between  us  each  day,  and  we'll  run  our 
luck.  The  horses  have  gone  on  to  Empingham 
for  to-morrow.  Tailhy  is  rather  a  way  off — at 
Somerby ;  but  we'll  manage  it.  If  the  worst 
comes  to  the  worst,  we  can  get  back  to  Stamford 
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by  rail.  On  Wednesday  we  shall  have  every 
thing  very  comfortable.  They're  out  beyond 
Stilton  and  will  draw  liome  our  way.  I've  plan- 
ned it  all  out.  I've  a  trap  with  a  fast  stepper, 
and  if  we  start  to-morrow  at  half-past  nine,  we 
shall  be  in  plenty  of  time.  You  shall  ride  Meg 
Merriles,  and  if  she  don't  carry  you,  you  may 
shoot  her." 

"Is  she  one  of  the  pulling  ones?" 

"  She  is  heavy  in  hand  if  you  are  heavy  at  her, 
but  leave  her  mouth  alone  and  she'll  go  like 
flowing  water.  You'd  better  not  ride  more  in  a 
crowd  than  you  can  help.  Now,  vvhat'll  you 
drink?" 

They  sat  up  half  the  night  smoking  and 
talking,  and  Phineas  learned  more  about  Lord 
Chiltern  then  tlian  ever  he  had  learned  before. 
There  was  brandy  and  water  before  them,  but 
neither  of  them  drank.  Lord  Chiltern,  indeed, 
had  a  pint  of  beer  by  his  side  from  which  he 
sipped  occasionally.  "I've  taken  to  beer,"  he 
said,  "  as  being  the  best  drink  going.  When  a 
man  hunts  six  days  a  week  he  can  afford  to 
drink  beer.  I'm  on  an  allowance — three  pints 
a  day.     That's  not  too  much  ?" 

"  And  you  drink  nothing  else  ?" 

"Nothing  when  I'm  alone  —  except  a  little 
cherry-brandy  when  I'm  out.  I  never  cared 
for  drink  —  never  in  my  life.  I  do  like  ex- 
citement, and  have  been  less  careful  than  I 
ought  to  have  been  as  to  what  it  has  come  from. 
I  could  give  up  drink  to-morrow,  without  a  strug- 
gle, if  it  were  worth  my  while  to  make  up  my 
mind  to  do  it.  And  it's  the  same  with  gam- 
bling. I  never  do  gamble  now,  because  I've 
got  no  money ;  but  I  own  I  like  it  better  than 
any  thing  in  the  world.  While  you  are  at  it, 
there  is  life  in  it." 

"You  should  take  tapoKtics,  Chiltern." 

"And  I  would  have  done  so,  but  my  father 
would  not  help  me.  Never  mind,  we  will  not 
talk  about  him.  How  does  Laura  get  on  with 
her  husband  ?" 

"  Very  hapjnly,  I  should  say." 

"  I  don't  believe  it,"  said  Lord  Chiltern. 
"  Her  temper  is  too  much  like  mine  to  allow 
her  to  be  happy  with  such  a  log  of  wood  as 
Robert  Kennedy.  It  is  such  men  as  he  who 
drive  me  out  of  the  pale  of  decent  life.  If  that 
is  decency,  I'd  sooner  be  indecent.  You  mark 
my  words.  They'll  come  to  grief.  She'll  never 
be  able  to  stand  it." 

"  I  should  think  she  had  her  own  way  in 
every  thing,"  said  Phineas. 

"No,  no.  Though  he's  a  prig,  he's  a  man; 
and  she  will  not  find  it  easy  to  drive  him." 

"  But  she  may  bend  him." 

"  Not  an  inch  ;  that  is,  if  I  understand  his 
character.  I  suppose  you  see  a  good  deal  of 
them  ?" 

"Yes  —  pretty  well.  I'm  not  there  so  often 
as  I  used  to  be  in  the  square." 

"You  get  sick  of  it,  I  suppose.  I  should. 
Do  you  see  my  father  often  ?" 

"  Only  occasionally.  He  is  always  verj'  civil 
when  I  do  see  him." 

"  He  is  the  very  pink  of  civility  when  he 
pleases,  but  the  most  unjust  man  I  ever  met." 

"I  should  not  have  thought  that." 

"Yes,  he  is,"  said  the  earl's  son,  "and  all 
from  lack  of  judgment  to  discern  the  truth. 
He  makes  up  his  mind  to  a  thing  on  insufficient 


proof,  and  then  nothing  will  turn  him.  He 
thinks  well  of  you  —  would  probably  believe 
your  word  on  any  indfferent  subject  without 
thought  of  a  doubt ;  but  if  you  were  to  tell  him 
that  I  didn't  get  drunk  every  night  of  my  life, 
and  spend  most  of  my  time  in  thrashing  police- 
men, he  would  not  believe  you.  He  would 
smile  incredulously  and  make  you  a  little  bow. 
I  can  see  him  do  it." 

"You  are  too  hard  on  him,  Chiltern." 

"  He  has  been  too  hard  on  me,  I  know.  Is 
Violet  Effingham  still  in  Grosvenor  Place  ?" 

"  No  ;  she's  with  Lady  Baldock." 

"That  old  grandmother  of  evil  has  come  to 
town,  has  she  ?  Poor  Violet !  When  we  were 
young  together  we  used  to  have  such  fun  about 
that  old  woman." 

"  The  old  woman  is  an  ally  of  mine  now," 
said  Phineas.  * 

"You  make  allies  everywhere.  You  know 
Violet  Effingham,  of  course?" 

"Oh  yes.     I  know  her." 

"Don't  you  think  her  very  charming?"  said 
Lord  Chiltern. 

"  Exceedingly  charming." 

"  I  have  asked  that  girl  to  marry  me  three 
times,  and  I  shall  never  ask  her  again.  There 
is  a  point  beyond  which  a  man  shouldn't  go. 
There  are  many  reasons  why  it  would  be  a  good 
marriage.  In  the  first  place,  her  money  would 
be  serviceable.  Then  it  would  heal  matters  in 
our  family,  for  my  father  is  as  prejudiced  in  her 
favor  as  he  is  against  me.  And  I  love  her  dear- 
ly. I've  loved  her  all  my  life — since  I  used  to 
buy  cakes  for  her.  But  I  shall  never  ask  her 
again." 

"I  would  if  I  were  you,"  said  Phineas,  hard- 
ly knowing  what  it  might  be  best  for  him  to 
say. 

"No;  I  never  will.  But  I'll  tell  ypu  what. 
I  shall  get  into  some  desperate  scrape  about  her. 
Of  course  she'll  marry,  and  that  soon.  Then  I 
shall  make  a  fool  of  myself.  When  I  hear  that 
she  is  engaged  I  shall  go  and  quarrel  with  the 
man,  and  kick  him — or  get  kicked.  All  the 
world  will  turn  against  me,  and  I  shall  be  called 
a  wild  beast." 

"  A  dog  in  the  manger  is  what  you  should  be 
called." 

"  Exactly  ;  but  how  is  a  man  to  help  it?  If 
you  loved  a  girl,  could  you  see  anotlier  man 
take  her?''  Phineas  remembered  of  course  that 
he  had  lately  come  through  this  ordeal.  "  It  is 
as  though  he  were  to  come  and  put  his  hand 
upon  me,  and  wanted  my  own  heart  out  of  me. 
Though  I  have  no  jiroperty  in  her  at  all,  no 
right  to  her — though  she  never  gave  me  a  word 
of  encouragement — it  is  as  though  she  were  the 
most  jirivate  thing  in  the  world  to  me.  I  should 
be  half  mad,  and  in  my  madness  I  could  not 
master  the  idea  that  I  was  being  robbed.  I 
should  resent  it  as  a  personal  interference." 

"I  suppose  it  will  come  to  that  if  you  give 
her  up  yourself,"  said  Phineas. 

"  It  is  no  question  of  giving  up.  Of  course  I 
can  not  make  her  marry  me.  Light  another  ci- 
gar, old  fellow. 

Phineas,  as  he  lit  the  other  cigar,  remembered 
that  he  owed  a  certain  duty  in  this  matter  to 
Lady  Laura.  She  had  coinniissioncd  liim  to 
persuade  her  brother  that  his  suit  with  Violet 
Effingham   would  not  be  hopeless,  if  he  could 


PHINEAS  FIXX,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


75 


only  restrain  himself  in  his  mode  of  conducting 
it.  '  Phineas  was  disposed  to  do  his  duty,  al- 
though he  felt  it  to  be  very  hard  that  he  should 
be  called  upon  to  be  eloquent  against  his  own  in- 
terest. He  had  been  thinking  for  the  last  quar- 
ter of  an  hour  how  he  must  bear  himself  if  it 
might  turn  out  that  he  should  be  the  man  whom 
Lord  Chiltern  was  resolved  to  kick.  He  looked 
at  his  friend  and  host,  and  became  aware  that  a 
kicking-match  with  such  a  one  would  not  be 
pleasant  pastime.  Nevertheless,  he  would  be 
happy  enough  to  be  subject  to  Lord  Chiltern's 
wrath  for  such  a  reason.  He  would  do  his  duty 
by  Lord  Chiltern ;  and  then,  when  that  had 
been  adequately  done,  he  would,  if  occasion 
served,  fight  a  battle  for  himself. 

"  You  are  too  sudden  with  her,  Chiltern,"  he 
said,  after  a  pause. 

"  Wh.at  do  yon  mean  by  too  sudden?"  said 
Lord  Chiltern,  almost  angrily. 

"You  frighten  her  by  being  so  impetuous. 
You  rush  at  her  as  though  you  wanted  to  con- 
quer her  by  a  single  blow." 

"So  I  do." 

"You  should  be  more  gentle  with  her.  You 
should  give  her  time  to  find  out  whether  she 
likes  yon  or  not." 

"  She  has  known  me  all  her  life,  and  has 
found  that  out  long  ago.  Not  but  what  you  are 
right.  I  know  you  are  right.  Only  you  can't 
alter  a  man's  nature.  If  I  were  you,  and  had 
your  skill  in  pleasing,  I  should  drop  soft  words 
"into  her  ear  till  I  had  caught  her.  But  I  have 
no  gifts  in  that  way.  I  am  as  awkward  as  a  pig 
at  what  is  called  flirting.  And  I  have  an  ac- 
cursed pride  which  stands  in  my  own  light.  If 
she  were  in  this  house  this  moment,  and  if  I  knew 
she  were  to  be  had  for  asking,  I  don't  think  I  could 
bring  myself  to  ask  again.  But  we'll  go  to  bed. 
It's  half-past  two,  and  we  must  be  off  at  half- 
past  nine,  if  we're  to  be  at  Exton  Park  gates  at 
eleven." 

Phineas,  as  he  went  up  stairs,  assured  himself 
that  he  had  done  his  duty.  If  there  ever  should 
come  to  be  any  thing  between  him  and  Violet 
Effingham,  Lord  Chiltern  might  quarrel  with 
him — might  probably  attempt  that  kicking  en- 
counter to  which  allusion  had  been  made — but 
nobody  could  justly  say  that  he  had  not  behaved 
honorably  to  his  friend. 

On  the  next  morning  there  was  a  bustle  and  a 
scurry,  as  there  always  is  on  such  occasions,  and 
the  two  men  got  off  about  ten  minutes  after 
time.  But  Lord  Chiltern  drove  hard,  and  they 
reached  the  meet  before  the  master  had  moved 
off.  They  had  a  fair  day's  sport  with  the  Cottes- 
more ;  and  Phineas,  though  he  found  that 
Meg  iSIerriles  did  require  a  good  deal  of  riding, 
went  tlirough  his  day's  work  with  credit.  He 
had  been  riding  since  he  was  a  child,  as  is  the 
custom  with  all  boys  in  !Munster,  and  had  an 
Irishman's  natural  aptitude  for  jumping.  When 
they  got  back  to  the  Willingford  Bull  he  felt 
pleased  with  the  day  and  rather  proud  of  him- 
self. "It  wasn't  fast,  you  know,"  said  Chil- 
tern, "and  I  don't  call  that  a  stiff  country. 
Besides,  Meg  is  very  handy  when  you've  got  her 
out  of  the  crowd.  You  shall  ride  Bonebreaker 
to-morrow  at  Somerby,  and  you'll  find  that  bet- 
ter fun." 

"Bonebreaker?  Haven't  I  heard  you  say 
he  rushes  like  mischief?" 


"  Well  he  does  rush.  But,  by  George  !  you 
want  a  horse  to  rush  in  that  country.  When 
you  have  to  go  right  through  four  or  five  feet 
of  stiff  green  wood,  like  a  bullet  through  a  tar- 
get, you  want  a  little  force,  or  you're  apt  to  be 
left  up  a  tree." 

"  And  what  do  you  ride  ?" 

"A  brute  I  never  put  my  leg  on  yet.  He 
was  sent  down  to  Wilcox  here,  out  of  Lincoln- 
shire, because  they  couldn't  get  any  body  to 
ride  him  there.  They  say  he  goes  with  his 
head  up  in  the  air,  and  won't  look  at  a  fence 
that  isn't  as  high  as  his  breast.  But  I  think 
he'll  do  here.  I  never  saw  a  better  made  beast, 
or  one  with  more  power.  Do  you  look  at  his 
shoulders.  He's  to  be  had  for  seventy  pounds, 
and  these  are  the  sort  of  horses  I  like  to 
buy." 

Again  they  dined  alone,  and  Lord  Chiltern 
explained  to  Phineas  that  he  rarely  associated 
with  the  men  of  either  of  the  hunts  in  which  he 
rode.  "  There  is  a  set  of  fellows  down  here 
who  are  poison  to  me,  and  there  is  another  set, 
and  I  am  poison  to  them.  Everj-  body  is  very 
civil,  as  }"ou  see,  but  I  have  no  associates. 
And  gradually  I  am  getting  to  have  a  reputa- 
tion as  though  I  were  the  devil  himself.  I 
think  I  shall  come  out  next  year  dressed  en- 
tirely in  black." 

"  Are  you  not  wrong  to  give  way  to  that 
kind  of  thing?" 

"What  the  deuce  am  I  to  do?  I  can't  make 
civil  little  speeches.  When  once  a  man  gets  a 
reputation  as  an  ogre,  it  is  the  most  difficult 
thing  in'the  world  to  drop  it.  I  could  have  a 
score  of  men  here  every  day  if  I  liked  it — my 
title  would  do  that  for  me — but  they  would  be 
men  I  should  loathe,  and  I  should  be  sure  to 
tell  them  so,  even  though  I  did  not  mean  it. 
Bonebreaker,  and  the  new  horse,  and  another, 
went  on  at  twelve  to-day.  Yon  must  expect 
hard  work  to-morrow,  as  I  dare  say  we  shan't 
be  home  before  eight." 

The  next  day's  meet  was  in  Leicestershire,  not 
far  from  Melton,  and  they  started  early.  Phin- 
eas, to  tell  the  truth  of  him,  was  rather  afraid 
of  Bonebreaker,  and  looked  forward  to  the 
probability  of  an  accident.  He  had  neither 
wife  nor  child,  and  nobody  had  a  better  right 
to  risk  his  neck.  "We'll  put  a  gag  on  'im," 
said  the  groom,  "  and  you'll  ride  'im  in  a  ring 
— so  that  you  may  well-nigh  break  his  jaw  ;  but 
he  is  a  rum  un,  sir."  "I'll  do  my  best,"  said 
Phineas.  "  He'll  take  all  that,"  said  the  groom. 
"Just  let  him  have  his  own  way .  at  every 
thing,"  said  Lord  Chiltern,  as  they  moved  away 
from  the  meet  to  Pick  well  Gorse ;  "and  if  you'll 
only  sit  on  his  back,  he'll  carry  you  through  as 
safe  as  a  church."  Phineas  could  not  help 
thinking  that  the  counsels  of  the  master  and  of 
the  groom  were  very  different.  "  IMy  idea  is," 
continued  Lord  Chiltern,  "that  in  hunting  you 
should  always  avoid  a  crowd.  I  don't  think  a 
horse  is  worth  riding  that  will  go  in  a  crowd. 
It's  just  like  yachting — you  should  have  plenty 
of  sea-room.  If  you're  to  pull  your  horse  up  at 
every  fence  till  somebody  else  is  over,  I  think 
you'd  better  come  out  on  a  donkey."  And  so 
they  went  away  to  Pickwell  Gorse. 
j  There  were  over  two  hundred  men  out,  and 
Phineas  began  to  think  that  it  might  not  be  so 
easy  to  get  out  of  the  crowd.     A  crowd  in  a  fast 
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run  no  doubt  quickly  becomes  small  by  degrees 
and  beautifully  less  ;  but  it  is  very  difficult,  espe- 
cially for  a  stranger,  to  free  himself  from  the  rush 
at  the  first  start.  Lord  Chiltern's  horse  plunged 
about  so  violently,  as  they  stood  on  a  little  hill- 
side looking  down  upon  the  cover,  that  he  was 
obliged  to  take  him  to  a  distance,  and  Phineas 
followed  him.  "  If  he  breaks  down  wind,'  said 
Lord  Chiltern,  "we  can't  be  better  than  we  are 
here.  If  he  goes  U])  wind,  he  must  turn  before 
long,  and  we  shall  be  all  right."'  As  he  spoke 
an  old  hound  opened  true  and  sharp — an  old 
hound  whom  all  the  pack  believed — and  in  a 
momenj;  there  was  no  doubt  that  the  fox  had 
been  found.  "There  are  not  above  eight  or 
nine  acres  in  it,"  said  Lord  Chiltern,  "and  he 
can't  hang  long.  Did  you  ever  see  such  an  un- 
easy brute  as  this  in  your  life  ?  But  I  feel  cer- 
tain he'll  go  well  when  he  gets  away." 

Phineas  was  too  much  occupied  with  his  own 
horse  to  think  much  of  that  on  which  Lord 
Chiltern  was  mounted.  Bonebreaker,  the  very 
moment  that  he  heard  the  old  hound's  note, 
stretched  out  his  head,  and  put  his  mouth  upon 
the  bit,  and  began  to  tremble  in  every  muscle. 
"  He's  a  great  deal  more  anxious  for  it  than  you 
and  I  are,"  said  Lord  Chiltern.  "  I  see  they've 
given  you  that  gag.  Bi\t  don't  you  ride  him 
on  it  till  he  wants  it.  Give  him  lots  of  room, 
and  he'll  go  in  the  snaffle."  All  which  caution 
made  Phineas  think  that  any  insurance  office 
would  charge  very  dear  on  his  life  at  the  present 
moment. 

The  fox  took  two  rings  of  the  gorse,  and  then 
he  went  —  up  wind.  "It's  not  a  vixen,  I'll 
swear,"  said  Lord  Chiltern.  "  A  vixen  in  cub 
never  went  away  like  that  yet.  Now  then, 
Finn,  my  boy,  keep  to  the  riglit."  And  Lord 
Chiltern,  with  the  horse  out  of  Lincolnshire, 
went  away  across  the  brow  of  the  hill,  leaving 
the  hounds  to  the  left,  and  selected,  as  his  point 
of  exit  into  the  next  field,  a  stiff  rail,  which, 
had  there  been  an  accident,  must  have  put  a 
very  wide  margin  of  ground  between  the  rider 
and  his  horse.  "Go  hard  at  your  fences,  and 
then  you'll  fall  clear,"  he  had  said  to  Phineas. 
I  don't  think,  however,  that  he  would  have  rid- 
den at  the  rail  as  he  did,  but  that  there  was  no 
help  for  him.  "  The  brute  began  in  his  own 
way,  and  carried  on  after  in  the  same  fashion 
all  through,"  he  said  afterward.  Phineas  took 
the  fence  a  little  lower  down,  and  what  it  was 
at  which  he  rode  he  never  knew.  Bonebreaker 
sailed  over  it,  whatever  it  was,  and  he  soon  found 
himself  by  his  friend's  side. 

The  ruck  of  the  men  were  lower  down  than  our 
two  heroes,  and  there  were  others  far  away  to  the 
left,  and  others,  again,  who  had  been  at  the  end 
of  the  gorse,  and  were  now  behind.  Our  friends 
were  not  near  the  hounds,  not  within  two  fields  of 
them,  but  the  hounds  were  below  tliem,  and 
therefore  could  be  seen.  "Don't  be  in  a  hur- 
ry, and  they'll  be  rotmd  upon  us,"  Lord  Chil- 
tern said.  "  IIow  the  deuce  is  one  to  help 
being  in  a  hurry  ?"  said  Phineas,  wlio  was 
doing  his  very  best  to  ride  Bonebreaker  with 
the  snaffle,  but  had  already  began  to  feel  that 
Bonebreaker  cared  nothing  for  that  weak  in- 
strument. "  By  George,  I  should  like  to  change 
with  you,"  said  Lord  Chiltern.  Tlie  Lincoln- 
shire liorse  was  going  along  witli  his  head  very 
low,  boring  as  he  gallojied,  but  throwing  his 


neck  up  at  his  fences,  just  when  he  ought  to 
have  kept  himself  steady.  After  this,  though 
Phineas  kept  near  Lord  Chiltern  throughout  the 
run,  they  were  not  again  near  enough  to  ex- 
change words ;  and,  indeed,  they  had  but  little 
breath  for  such  purpose. 

Lord  Chiltern  rode  still  a  little  in  advance, 
and  Phineas,  knowing  his  friend's  partiality 
for  solitutle  when  taking  his  fences,  ke])t  a  little 
to  his  left.  He  began  to  find  that  Bonebreaker 
knew  pretty  well  what  he  was  about.  As  for 
not  using  the  gag-rein,  that  was  impossible. 
When  a  horse  puts  out  what  strength  he  has 
against  a  man's  arm,  a  man  must  put  out  what 
strength  he  has  against  the  horse's  mouth.  But 
Bonebreaker  was  cunning, atid  had  had  a  gag- 
rein- on  before.  He  contracted  his  lip  here,  and 
bent  out  his  jaw  there,  till  he  had  settled  it  to 
his  mind,  and  then  went  away  after  his  own 
fashion.  He  seemed  to  have  a  passion  for 
smashing  througli  big,  high-grown  ox-fences, 
and  by  degrees  his  rider  came  to  feel  that  if 
there  was  nothing  worse  coming,  the  fun  was 
not  bad. 

The  fox  ran  up  wind  for  a  couple  of  miles  or 
so,  as  Lord  Chiltern  had  prophesied,  and  then 
turned — not  to  the  right,  as  would  best  have 
served  him  and  Phineas,  but  to  the  left— so  that 
they  were  forced  to  make  their  way  through  the 
ruck  of  horses  before  they  could  place  themselves 
again.  Phineas  found  himself  crossing  a  road, 
in  and  out  of  it,  before  he  knew  where  he  was, 
and  for  awhile  he  lost  sight  of  Lord  Chiltern. 
But  in  truth  he  was  leading  now,  whereas 
Lord  Chiltern  had  led  before.  The  two  horses 
having  been  together  all  the  morning,  and  on 
the  previous  day,  were  willing  enough  to  remain 
in  company,  if  they  were  allowed  to  do  so. 
They  both  crossed  the  road,  not  very  far  from 
each  other,  going  in  and  out  amid  a  crowd  of 
horses,  and  before  long  were  again  placed  well, 
now  having  the  hunt  on  their  right,  whereas 
hitherto  it  had  been  on  their  left.  They  went' 
over  large  pasture-fields,  and  Phineas  began  to 
think  that  as  long  as  Bonebreaker  would  be  able 
to  go  through  the  thick  grown-up  hedges,  all 
would  be  right.  Now  and  again  be  came  to  a 
cut  fence,  a  fence  that  had  been  cut  and  laid, 
and  these  were  not  so  pleasant.  Force  was  not 
sufficient  for  them,  and  they  admitted  of  a  mis- 
take. But  the  horse,  though  he  would  rush  at 
them  unpleasantly,  took  them  when  they  came 
without  touching  them.  It  might  be  all  right 
yet — unless  the  beast  should  tire  with  him  ;  and 
then,  Phineas  thought,  a  misfortune  niigiit  prob- 
ably occur.  He  remembered,  as  he  flew  over 
one  such  impedient,  that  he  rode  a  stone  heavier 
than  his  friend.  At  the  end  of  forty-five  min- 
utes Bonebreaker  also  might  become  aware  of 
the  fact. 

The  hounds  were  running  well  in  sight  to 
their  right,  and  Phineas  began  to  feel  some  of 
that  pride  which  a  man  indulges  when  he  be- 
comes aware  that  he  has  taken  his  place  comfort- 
ably, has  left  the  squad  behind,  and  is  going  well. 
There  were  men  nearerthc  hounds  than  he  was, 
but  he  was  near  enough  even  for  ambition. 
There  had  already  been  enough  of  the  run  to 
make  him  sure  that  it  would  be  a  "good  thing," 
and  enough  to  make  him  aware  also  that  prob- 
ably it  might  be  too  good.  When  a  run  is  over, 
men  are  very  apt  to  regret  the  termination,  who 
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a  minute  ov  two  before  were  anxioush'  longing 
that  the  hounds  miy;ht  pull  down  their  game. 
To  finish  well  is  every  thing  in  hunting.  To 
have  led  for  over  an  hour  is  nuthing,  let  tlie  pace 
and  country  have  been  what  they  might,  if  you 
fall  away  during  the  last  half-mile.  Therefore 
it  is  that  those  behind  hope  that  the  fox  may 
make  this  or  that  cover,  while  the  forward  men 
long  to  see  him  turned  over  in  every  field.  To 
lide  to  hounds  is  very  glorious  ;  but  to  have  rid- 
den to  hounds  is  more  glorious  still.  They  had 
now  crossed  another  road,  and  a  larger  one,  and 
had  got  into  a  somewhat  closer  country.  The 
fields  were  not  so  big.  and  the  fences  were  not  so 
high.  Phineas  got  a  moment  to  look  about  him, 
and  saw  Lord  Chiltern  riding  without  his  cap. 
,He  was  very  red  in  the  face,  and  his  eyes  seemed 
to  glare,  and  he  was  tugging  at  his  horse  with  all 
his  might.  But  the  animal  seemed  still  to  go 
with  perfect  command  of  strength,  anil  Phineas 
had  too  much  work  on  his  own  hands  to  think  of 
offering  Quixotic  assistance  to  anyone  else.  He 
saw  some  one,  a  farmer,  as  he  thought,  speak  to 
Lord  Chiltern  as  they  rode  close  together  ;  but 
Cliiltern  only  shook  his  he^d  and  pulled  at  his 
horse. 

There  were  brooks  in  those  parts.  The  river 
Eye  forms  itself  thereabouts,  or  some  of  its  trib- 
utaries do  so ;  and  these  tributaries,  though  small 
as  rivers,  are  considerable  to  men  on  one  side  who 
are  called  by  the  exigencies  of  the  occasion  to 
place  themselves  quickly  on  the  other.  Phineas 
knew  nothing  of  these  brooks  ;  but  Bonebreaker 
had  gone  gallantly  over  two,  and  now  that  there 
came  a  third  in  the  way,  it  was  to  be  hoped  that 
he  mi;;ht  go  gallantly  over  that  also.  Phineas, 
at  any  rate,  had  no  power  to  decide  otherwise. 
As  long  as  the  brute  would  go  straight  with  him 
he  could  sit  him ;  but  he  had  long  given  up  the 
idea  of  having  a  will  of  his  own.  Indeed,  till  he 
was  within  twenty  yards  of  the  brook,  he  did  not 
see  that  it  was  larger  than  the  others.  He  look- 
ed round,  and  there  was  Chiltern  close  to  him, 
still  fighting  with  his  horse;  but  the  farmer  had 
turned  away.  He  thought  that  Chiltern  nodded 
to  him,  as  much  as  to  tell  him  to  go  on.  On  he 
went  at  any  rate.  The  brook,  when  he  came 
to  it,  seemed  to  be  a  huge  black  hole,  yawning 
beneath  him.  The  banks  were  quite  steep,  and 
just  where  he  was  to  take  off  there  was  an  ugly 
stump.  It  was  too  late  to  think  of  any  thing. 
He  stuck  his  knees  against  his  saddle,  and  in 
a  moment  was  on  the  other  side.  The  brute, 
who  had  taken  off  a  yard  before  the  stump,  know- 
ing well  the  danger  of  striking  it  with  his  foot, 
came  down  with  a  grunt,  and  did,  I  think,  begin 
to  feel  the  weight  of  that  extra  stone.  Phineas, 
as  soon  as  he  was  safe,  looked  back,  and  there 
was  Lord  Chiltern's  horse  in  the  very  act  of  his 
spring — higher  up  the  rivulet,  where  it  was  even 
broader.  At  that  distance  Phineas  could  see  that 
Lord  Chiltern  was  wild  with  rage  against  the 
beast.  But  whether  he  wished  to  take  the  leap 
or  wished  to  avoid  it,  there  was  no  choice  left  to 
him.  The  animal  rushed  at  the  brook,  and  in  a 
moment  the  horse  and  horseman  were  lost  to 
sight.  It  was  well  then  that  that  extra  stone 
should  tell,  as  it  enabled  Phineas  to  arrest  his 
horse  and  to  come  back  to  his  friend. 

The  Lincolnshire  horse  had  chested  the  far- 
ther bank,  and  of  course  had  fallen  back  into  the 
Stream.     ^Yhe^  Phineas  got  down  he  found  that 


Lord  Chiltern  was  wedged  in  between  the  horse 
and  the  bank,  which  was  better,  at  any  rate,  than 
being  under  the  horse  in  the  water.  "  All  right, 
old  fellow,"  he  said,  with  a  smile,  when  he  saw 
Phineas.  "You  go  on;  it's  toj  good  to  lose." 
But  he  was  very  pale,  and  seemed  to  be  quite 
helpless  where  he  lay.  The  horse  did  not  move 
— and  never  did  move  again.  He  had  smashed 
his  shoulder  to  pieces  against  a  stump  on  the 
bank,  and  was  afterward  shot  on  that  very  spot. 

Wlien  Phineas  got  down  he  found  that  there 
was  but  little  water  where  the  horse  lay.  The 
depth  of  the  stream  had  been  on  the  side  from 
which  they  had  taken  oft',  and  the  thick  black 
mud  lay  within  a  foot  of  the  surface,  close  to  the 
bank  against  which  Lord  Chiltern  was  propped. 
"That's  the  worse  one  I  ever  was  on,"  said 
Lord  Chiltern ;  "  but  I  think  he's  grueled 
now." 

"Are  you  hurt?" 

"Well — I  fancy  there  is  something  amiss. 
I  can't  move  my  arms,  and  I  catch  my  breath. 
My  legs  are  all  riglit  if  I  could  get  away  from 
this  accursed  brute." 

"  I  told  you  so,"  said  the  farmer,  coming  and 
looking  down  upon  them  from  the  bank.  "I 
told  you  so,  but  you  wouldn't  be  said."  Then  he 
too  got  down,  and  between  them  both  they 
extricated  Lord  Chiltern  from  his  position,  and 
got  him  on  to  the  bank. 

"That  im's  a  dead  un, "  said  the  farmer, 
pointing  to  the  horse. 

"So  much  the  better,"  said  iiis  lordship. 
"  Give  us  a  drop  of  sherry,  Finn." 

He  had  broken  his  collar-bone  and  three  of  his 
ribs.  They  got  a  farmer's  trap  from  Wissindine 
and  took  him  into  Oakham.  When  there,  he  in- 
sisted on  being  taken  on  through  Stamford  to  the 
Willingtord  Bull  before  he  would  have  his  bones 
.set — ])icking  up,  however,  a  surgeon  at  Stamford. 
Phineas  remained  with  him  for  a  couple  of  days, 
losing  his  run  with  the  Fitzwilliams  and  a  day 
at  the  potted  peas,  and  became  very  fond  of  his 
patient  as  he  sat  by  his  bedside. 

"That  was  a  good  run  though,  wasn't  it?" 
said  Lord  Chiltern  as  Phineas  took  his  leave. 
"And,  bj-  George,  Phinens,  you  rode  Bone- 
breaker  so  well,  that  you  shall  have  him  as  often 
as  you'll  come  down.  I  don't  know  how  it  is, 
but  vou  Irish  fellows  alwavs  ride." 


CHAPTER    XXV. 

MR.  TTTRNBULL'S    CARRI.\GE    STOPS   THE    WAT. 

When  Phineas  got  back  to  London,  a  day  after 
his  time,  he  found  that  there  was  already  a  great 
political  commotion  in  the  metropolis.  He  had 
known  that  on  Easter  Monday  and  Tuesday  there 
was  to  be  a  gathering  of  the  people  in  fiivor  of  the 
ballot,  and  that  on  Wednesday  there  was  to  be  a 
procession  with  a  petition  which  Mr.  Turnbyll 
was  to  receive  from  the  hands  of  the  people  on 
Primrose  Hill.  It  had  been  at  first  intended  that 
Mr.  TurnbuU  should  receive  the  petition  at  the 
door  of  Westminster  Hall  on  the  Thursday  :  but 
he  had  been  requested  by  the  Home  Secretary  to 
put  aside  this  intention,  and  he  had  complied  with 
the  request  made  to  him.  Mr.  Mildmay  was  to 
move  the  second  reading  of  his  Reform  Bill  on  that 
day,  the  preliminary  steps  having  been  taken  with- 
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out  any  special  notice  ;  but  the  bill  of  course  in- 
cluded no  clause  in  favor  of  the  ballot ;  and  this 
petition  was  the  consequence  of  that  omission. 
Mr.  Turnbnll  had  predicted  evil  consequences, 
both  in  the  Houge  and  out  of  it,  and  was  now  do- 
ing the  best  in  his  power  to  bring  about  the  ver- 
ification of  his  own  prophecies.  Phineas,  who 
reached  his  lodgings  late  on  the  Thursday,  found 
that  the  town  had  been  in  a  state  of  ferment  for 
three  days,  that  on  the  Wednesday  forty  or  fifty 
thousand  persons  had  been  collected  at  Primrose 
Hill,  and  tliat  the  police  had  been  forced  to  in- 
terfere— and  that  worse  was  expected  on  the 
Friday.  Though  Mr.  Turnbull  had  yielded  to 
the  Government  as  to  receiving  the  petition,  the 
crowd  was  resolved  that  they  would  see  the  pe- 
tition carried  into  the  House.  It  was  argued  that 
the  Government  would  have  done  better  to  have 
refrained  from  interfering  as  to  the  previously 
intended  arrangement.  It  would  have  been 
easier  to  deal  with  a  procession  than  with  a  mob 
of  men  gathered  together  without  any  semblage 
of  form.  Mr.  Mildmay  had  been  asked  to  post- 
pone the  second  reading  of  his  bill ;  but  the  re- 
quest had  come  from  his  opponents,  and  he  would 
not  yield  to  it.  He  said  that  it  would  be  a  bad 
expedient  to  close  Parliament  from  fear  of  the 
people.  Phineas  found  at  the  IJeform  Club  on 
the  Thursday  evening  that  members  of  the  House 
of  Commons  were  requested  to  enter  on  the  Fri- 
day by  the  door  usually  used  by  the  Peers,  and  to 
make  their  way  thence  to  their  own  House.  He 
found  that  his  landlord,  Mr.  Bunce,  had  been 
out-with  the  people  during  the  entire  thi-ee  days ; 
and  Mrs.  Bunce,  with  a  flood  of  tears,  begged 
Phineas  to  interfere  as  to  the  Friday.  "He's 
that  headstrong  that  he'll  be  took  if  any  body's 
took  ;  and  they  say  that  all  Westminster  is  to  be 
lined  with  soldiers."  Phineas  on  the  Friday 
morning  did  have  some  conversation  with  his 
landlord  ;  but  his  first  work  on  reaching  London 
was  to  see  Lord  Chiltern's  friends,  and  tell  them 
of  the  accident. 

The  potted  pea.s  Committee  sat  on  the  Thurs- 
day, and  he  ought  to  have  been  there.  His  ab- 
sence, however,  was  unavoidable,  as  he  could  not 
have  left  his  friend's  bedside  so  soon  after  the  ac- 
cident. On  the  Wednesday  he  had  written  to 
Lady  Laura,  and  on  the  Thursday  evening  he 
went  first  to  Portman  Square  and  then  to  Gros- 
venor  Place. 

"Of  course  he  will  kill  himself  some  day," 
said  the  earl,  with  a  tear,  however,  in  each  eye. 

"  I  hope  not,  my  lord.  He  is  a  magnificent 
horseman  ;  but  accidents  of  course  wiU  hap- 
pen." 

"  How  many  of  his  bones  are  there  not  bro- 
ken, I  wonder?"  said  the  father.  "It  is  use- 
less to  talk,  of  course.  You  think  he  is  not  in 
danger." 

"Certainly  not." 

"I  should  fear  that  he  would  be  so  liable  to 
inflammation." 

"  The  doctor  says  that  there  is  none.  He  has 
been  taking  an  enormous  deal  of  exercise,"  said 
Phineas,  "and  drinking  no  wine.  All  that  is 
in  his  favor." 

"What  does  he  drink,  then?"  asked  the 
earl. 

"Nothing.  I  rather  think,  my  lord,  you  are 
mistaken  a  little  about  his  habits.  I  don't  fancy 
he  ever  drinks  unless  he  is  provoked  to  do  it." 


"Provoked !  Could  any  thing  provoke  you  to 
make  a  brute  of  yourself?  But  I  am  glad  that 
he  is  in  no  danger.  If  you  hear  of  him,  let  me 
know  how  he  goes  on." 

Lady  Laura  was  of  course  full  of  concern^ 
"1  wanted  to  go  down  to  him,"  she  said,  "  but 
Mr.  Kennedy  thought  that  there  was  no  occa- 
sion." 

"  Nor  is  there  any — I  mean  in  regard  to  dan- 
ger.    He  is  very  solitary  there." 

"  You  must  go  to  him  again.  Mr.  Kennedy 
will  not  let  me  go  unless  I  can  say  that  tliere  is 
danger.  He  seems  to  think  that  because  Oswald 
has  had  accidents  before,  it  is  nothing.  Of 
course  I  can  not  leave  London  w-ithout  his 
leave." 

"  Your  brother  makes  very  little  of  it,  you 
know." 

"Ah;  he  would  make  little  of  any  thing. 
But  if  I  were  ill  he  would  be  in  London  by  the 
first  train." 

"  Kennedy  would  let  you  go  if  you  asked 
him." 

"  But  he  advises  me  not  to  go.  He  says  my 
duty  does  not  require  it,  unless  Oswald  be  in  dan- 
ger. Don't  you  know,  Mr.  Finn,  how  hard  it  is 
for  a  wife  not  to  take  advice  when  it  is  so  giv- 
en?" This  she  said,  within  six  months  of  her 
marriage,  to  the  man  who  had  been  her  hus- 
band's rival ! 

Phineas  asked  her  whether  Violet  had  heard 
the  news,  and  learned  that  she  was  still  ignorant 
of  it.  "I  got  your  letter  only  this  morning,  and 
I  have  not  seen  her,"  said  Lady  Laura.  '■'In- 
deed, I  am  so  angry  with  her  that  I  hardly  wish 
to  see  her."  Thursday  was  Lady  Baldock's 
night,  and  Phineas  went  from  Grosvenor  Place 
to  Berkeley  Square.  There  he  saw  Violet,  and 
found  that  she  had  heard  of  the  accident. 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Finn,"  she  said. 
"  Do  tell  me — is  it  much  ?" 

"Much  in  inconvenience,  certainly;  but  not 
much  in  danger.'' 

"  I  think  Laura  was  so  unkind  not  to  send 
me  word  !  1  only  heard  it  just  now.  Did  you 
see  it  ?" 

"I  was  close  to  him,  and  helped  him  up. 
The  horse  jumped  into  a  river  with  him,  and 
crushed  him  up  against  the  bank." 

"  How  lucky  that  you  should  be  there  !  Had 
you  jumped  the  river?" 

"  Yes  ;  almost  unintentionally,  for  my  horse 
was  rushing  so  that  I  could  not  hold  him.  Chil- 
tern  was  riding  a  brute  that  no  one  should  have 
ridden.     No  one  will  again." 

"Did  he  destroy  himself?" 

"  He  had  to  be  killed  afterward.  He  broke 
his  shoulder." 

"  How  very  lucky  that  you  should  have  been 
near  him,  and  again,  how  lucky  that  you  should 
not  have  been  hurt  yourself." 

"  It  was  not  likely  that  we  should  both  come 
to  grief  at  the  same  fence." 

"But  it  might  have  been  you.  And  tou 
think  there  is  no  danger  ?" 

"None  whatever,  if  I  may  believe  the  doc- 
tor. His  hunting  is  done  for  this  year,  and  he 
will  be  very  desolate.  I  shall  go  down  again  to 
him  in  a  few  days,  and  try  to  bring  him  up  to 
town." 

"Do;  do.  If  he  is  laid  up  in  his  father's 
house,  his  father  must  see  him."     Phineas  had 
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not  looked  at  the  matter  in  that  light ;  but  he 
thought  that  Miss  Effingham  might  probably  be 
right. 

Early  on  the  next  morning  he  saw  Mr.  Bunce, 
and  used  all  his  eloquence  to  keep  that  respecta- 
ble member  of  society  at  home ;  but  in  vain. 
"  What  good  do  you  expect  to  do,  Mr.  Bunce  ?" 
•he  said,  with  perhaps  some  little  tone  of  authority 
in  his  voice. 

"  To  carry  my  point,"  said  Bunce. 

"  And  what  is  your  point  ?" 

"  My  present  point  is  the  ballot,  as  a  part  of 
the  Government  measure." 

"And  you  expect  to  carry  that  by  going  out 
into  the  streets  with  all  the  roughs  of  London, 
and  putting  yourself  in  direct  opposition  to  the 
authority  of  the  magistrates  ?  Do  you  really  be- 
lieve that  the  ballot  will  become  the  law  of  the 
land  any  sooner  because  you  incur  this  danger 
and  inconvenience  ?" 

"Look  here,  Mr.  Finn ;  I  don't  believe  the  sea 
will  become  any  fuller  because  the  Piddle  runs 
into  it  out  of  the  Dorsetshire  fields ;  but  I  do  be- 
lieve that  the  waters  from  all  the  countries  is 
what  makes  the  ocean.  I  shall  help ;  and  it's 
my  duty  to  help." 

"  It's  your  duty,  as  a  respectable  citizen,  with 
a  wife  and  family,  to  stay  at  home." 

"If  every  body  with  a  wife  and  family  was  to 
say  so,  there'd  be  none  there  but  roughs,  and 
then  where  should  we  be  ?  What  would  the 
Gov^ernment  people  say  to  us  then  ?  If  every 
njan  witli  a. wife  and  family  was  to  show  hisself 
j  An  the  streets  to-night,  we  should  have  the  ballot 
'  before  Parliament  breaks  up,  and  if  none  of  'em 
don't  do  it,  we  shall  never  have  the  ballot.  Ain't 
that  so  ?"  Phineas,  who  intended  to  be  honest, 
was  not  prepared  to  dispute  the  assertion  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment.  "If  that's  so,  "said  Bunce, 
triumphantly,  "  a  man's  duty's  clear  enough. 
He  ought  to  go,  though  he'd  two  wives  and  fam- 
ihes."     And  he  went. 

The  petition  was  to  be  presented  at  six  o'clock, 
but  the  crowd,  who  collected  to  see  it  carried 
into  Westminster  Hall,  began  to  form  itself  by 
noon.  It  was  said  afterward  that  many  of  the 
houses  in  the  neighborhood  of  Palace  Yard  and 
the  Bridge  were  filled  with  soldiers  ;  but  if  so, 
the  men  did  not  show  themselves.  In  the  course 
of  the  evening  three  or  four  companies  of  the 
Guards  in  St.  James's  Park  did  show  themselves, 
and  had  some  rough  work  to  do,  for  many  of  the 
people  took  themselves  away  from  Westminster 
by  that  route.  The  police,  who  were  very  nu- 
merous in  Palace  Yard,  had  a  hard  time  of  it  all 
the  afternoon,  and  it  was  said  afterward  that  it 
would  have  been  much  better  to  have  allowed 
the  petition  to  have  been  brought  up  by  the  pro- 
'  cession  on  Wednesday.  A  procession,  let  it  be 
who  it  will  that  proceeds,  has  in  it,  of  its  own 
nature,  something  of  order.  But  now  there  was 
no  order.  The  petition,  which  was  said  to  fill 
fifteen  cabs — though  the  absolute  sheets  of  sig- 
natures were  carried  into  the  House  by  four  men 
— was  being  dragged  about  half  the  day,  and  it 
certainly  would  have  been  impossible  for  a  mem- 
ber to  have  made  his  way  into  the  House  through 
Westminster  Hall  between  the  hours  of  four  and 
six.  To  effect  an  entrance  at  all  they  were 
obliged  to  go  round  at  the  back  of  the  Abbey,  as 
all  the  space  round  St.  Margaret's  Church  and 
Canning's  monument  was  filled  with  the  crowd. 


Parliament  Street  was  quite  impassable  at  five 
o'clock,  and  there  was  no  traffic  across  the  Bridge 
from  that  hour  till  after  eight.  As  the  evening 
went  on,  the  mob  extended  itself  to  Downing 
Street  and  the  front  of  the  Treasury  Chambers, 
and  before  the  night  was  over  all  the  hoardings 
round  the  new  Government  offices  had  been  pull- 
ed down.  The  windows  also  of  certain  obnox- 
ious members  of  Parliament  were  broken,  when 
those  obnoxious  members  lived  within  reach. 
One  gentleman,  who  unfortunately  held  a  house 
in  Richmond  Terrace,  and  who  was  said  to  have 
said  that  the  ballot  was  the  resort  of  cowards, 
fared  very  badly ;  for  his  windows  were  not 
only  broken,  but  his  furniture  and  mirrors  were 
destroyed  by  the  stones  that  were  thrown.  Mr. 
Mildmay,  I  say,  was  much  blamed.  But  after 
all,  it  may  be  a  doubt  whether  the  procession  on 
Wednesday  might  not  have  ended  worse.  Mr. 
TurabuU  was  heard  to  say  afterward  tliat  the 
number  of  people  collected  would  have  been 
much  greater. 

Mr.  Mildmay  moved  the  second  reading  of 
his  bill,  and  made  his  speech.  He  made  his 
speech  with  the  knowledge  that  the  Houses  of 
Parliament  were  surrounded  by  a  mob,  and  I 
think  that  the  fact  added  to  its  efficacy.  It  cer- 
tainly gave  him  an  appropriate  opportunity  for  a 
display  which  was  not  difficult.  His  voice  fal- 
tered on  two  or  three  occasions,  and  faltered 
through  real  feeling ;  but  this  sort  of  feeling, 
though  it  be  real,  is  at  the  command  of  ora- 
tors on  certain  occasions,  and  does  them  yeo- 
man's service.  Mr.  Mildmay  was  an  old  man, 
nearly  worn  out  in  the  service  of  his  country, 
who  was  known  to  have  been  true  and  honest, 
and  to  have  loved  his  country  well — though 
there  were  of  course  they  who  declared  that  his 
hand  had  been  too  weak  for  power,  and  that  his 
services  had  been  naught — and  on  this  evening  his 
virtues  were  remembered.  Once  when  his  voice  4 
failed  him  the  whole  House  got  up  and  cheered. 
The  nature  of  a  Whig  Prime  Minister's  speech 
on  such  an  occasion  will  be  understood  by  most 
of  my  readers  without  farther  indication.  The 
bill  iitself  had  been  read  before,  and  it  was  un- 
derstood that  no  objection  would  be  made  to  the 
extent  of  the  changes  provided  in  it  by  the  Liberal 
side  of  the  House.  The  opposition  coming  from 
Liberal  members  was  to  be  confined  to  the  sub- 
ject of  the  ballot.  And  even  as  yet  it  was  not 
known  whether  Mr.  Turnbull  and  his  followers 
would  vote  against  the  second  reading,  or  wheth- 
er they  would  take  what  was  given,  and  declare 
their  intention  of  obtaining  the  remainder  on  a 
separate  motion.  The  opposition  of  a  large  party 
of  Conservatives  was  a  matter  of  certainty ;  but 
to  this  party  Mr.  Mildmay  did  not  conceive 
himself  bound  to  offer  so  large  an  amount  of 
argument  as  he  would  have  given  had  there 
been  at  the  moment  no  crowd  in  Palace  Yard. 
And  he  probably  felt  that  that  crowd  would  as- 
sist him  with  his  old  Tory  enemies.  When,  in 
the  last  words  of  his  speech,  he  declared  that 
under  no  circumstances  would  he  disfigure  the 
close  of  his  political  career  by  voting  for  the 
ballot — not  though  the  people,  on  whose  behalf 
he  had  been  fighting  battles  all  his  life,  should 
be  there  in  any  number  to  coerce  him — there 
came  another  round  of  applause  from  the  oppo- 
sition benches,  and  Mr.  Daubeny  began  to  fear 
that  some  young  horses  in  his  team  might  get 
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loose  from  their  traces.  With  great  dignity  Mr. 
Datibciiy  had  kept  aloof  from  Mr.  Turnbull  and 
from  Mr.  Turnbtill's  tactics;  but  lie  was  not  the 
less  alive  to  the  fact  that  Mr.  Turnbull,  with  his 
mob  and  his  big  petition,  might  be  of  consider- 
able assistance  to  him  in  this  present  duel  be- 
tween himself  and  Mr.  ftlildmay.  I  think  Mr. 
Daubeny  was  in  the  habit  of  looking  at  these 
contests  as  duels  between  himself  and  the  leader 
on  the  other  side  of  the  House — in  which  assist- 
ance from  any  quarter  migbt  be  accepted  if 
offered. 

Mr.  Mildmay's  speech  did  not  occupy  much 
over  an  hour,  and  at  half-past  seven  Mr.  Turn- 
bull  got  up  to  reply.  It  was  presumed  that  he 
would  do  so,  and  not  a  member  left  his  place, 
though  that  time  of  tlie  day  is  an  interesting 
time,  and  though  Mr.  Turnbull  was  accustomed 
to  be  long.  There  soon  came  to  be  but  little 
ground  for  doubting  what  would  be  the  nature 
of  Mr.  Turnbull's  vote  on  the  second  reading. 
"  How  may  I  dare,"  said  he,  "  to  accept  so 
small  a  measure  of  reform  as  this  with  such  a 
message  from  the  countrj'  as  is  now  conveyed  to 
me  through  the  presence  of  fifty  thousand  of  my 
countrymen,  who  are  at  this  moment  demand- 
ing their  measure  of  reform  just  beyond  the 
frail  walls  of  this  cliamber  ?  The  right  honor- 
able gentleman  has  told  us  that  he  will  never  be 
intimidated  by  a  concourse  of  people.  I  do  not 
know  that  there  was  any  need  that  he  should 
speak  of  intimidation.  No  one  has  accused  the 
right  honorable  gentleman  of  political  coward- 
ice. But,  as  hft  has  so  said,  I  will  follow  in 
his  footsteps.  Neither  will  I  be  intimidated  by 
the  large  majority  which  this  House  presented 
the  other  night  against  the  wishes  of  the  people. 
I  will  support  no  great  measure  of  reform  which 
does  not  include  the  ballot  among  its  clauses." 
And  so  Mr.  Turnbull  threw  down  the  gauntlet. 

Mr.  Turnbull  spoke  for  two  hours,  and  then 
the  debate  was  adjourned  till  the  INIondav. 
The  adjournment,  was  moved  by  an  independ- 
ent member,  who,  as  was  known,  would  support 
the  Government,  and  at  once  received  Mr. 
Mildmay's  assent.  There  was  no  great  hurry 
with  the  bill,  and  it  was  felt  that  it  would  be 
well  to  let  the  ferment  subside.  Enough  had 
been  done  for  glory  when  Mr.  Mildmay  moved 
the  second  reading,  and  quite  enough  in  the 
way  of  debate — with  such  an  audience  almost 
within  hearing — when  Mr.  Turnbull's  speech 
had  been  made.  Then  the  House  em])tied  itself 
at  once.  The  elderly,  cautious  members  made 
their  exit  through  the  Peers'  door.  The  young- 
er men  got  out  into  the  crowd  through  West- 
minster Hall,  and  were  pushed  about  among 
the  roughs  for  an  hour  or  so.  Phincas,  who 
made  his  way  through  the  hall  with  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon,  found  Mr.  Turnbull's  carriage  waiting 
at  the  entrance  with  a  dozen  policemen  round 
it. 

"  I  hope  he  won't  get  home  to  dinner  before 
midnight,"  said  Phineas. 

"lie  nnderstands  all  about  it,"  said  Lau- 
rence. "  lie  had  a  good  meal  at  three,  before 
lie  left  home,  and  you'd  find  sandwiches  and 
sherry  in  plenty  if  you  were  to  search  his  car- 
riage. He  knows  how  to  remedy  the  costs  of 
mob  popularity." 

At  that  time  poor  Bunce  was  being  hustled 
about  in  the  crowd  in  the  vicinity  of  Mr.  Turn- 


bull's  carriage.  Phineas  and  Fitzgibbon  made 
their  way  out,  and  by  degrees  worked  a  passage 
for  themselves  into  Parliament  Street.  Mr. 
Turnbull  had  been  somewhat  behind  them  in 
coming  down  the  hall,  and  had  not  been  with- 
out a  sense  of  enjoyment  in  the  ovation  which 
was  being  given  to  him.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
that  he  was  wrong  in  what  he  was  doing.  That 
aftair  of  the  carriage  was  altogether  wrong,  and 
did  Mr.  Turnbull  much  harm  for  many  a  day 
afterward.  When  he  got  outside  the  door, 
where  were  the  twelve  policemen  guarding  his 
carriage,  a  great  number  of  his  admirers  en- 
deavored to  shake  hands  with  him.  Among 
them  was  the  devoted  Bunce.  But  the  police- 
men seemed  to  think  that  Mr.  Turnbull  was  to 
be  guarded,  even  from  the  affection  of  his 
friends,  and  were  as  careful  tliat  he  should  be 
ushered  into  his  carriage  untouched,  as  though 
lie  had  boon  the  favorite  object  of  jiolitical  aver- 
sion for  the  moment.  Mr.  Turnbull  himself, 
when  he  began  to  perceive  that  men  were  crowd- 
ing close  ujion  the  gates,  and  to  hear  the  noise, 
and  to  feel,  as  it  were,  the  breath  of  the  mob, 
stepjied  on  quickly  into  his  carriage.  He  said 
a  word  or  two  in  a  loud  voice.  ''Thank  yon, 
my  friends.  I  trust  you  may  obtain  all  your 
just  demands."  But  he  did  not  pause  to  speak. 
Indeed,  he  could  hardly  have  done  so,  as  the 
policemen  were  manifestly  in  a  hurry.  The  car- 
siage  was  got  away  at  a  snail's  pace — but  there 
remained  in  the  spot  where  the  carriage  had 
stood  the  makings  of  a  very  ]iretty  street  row. 

Bunce  had  striven  hard  to  shake  hands  »vith 
his  hero — Bunce  and  some  other  reformers  as 
ardent  and  as  decent  as  himself.  The  jiolice 
were  very  determinate  that  there  should  be  no 
such  interru))iion  to  tlicir  pirogramme  for  get- 
ting INIr.  Turnbull  off  the  scene.  Mr.  Bunce, 
who  had  his  own  ideas  as  to  his  right  to  shake 
hands  with  any  gentleman  at  Westminister  Hall 
who  might  choose  to  shake  hands  with  him,  be- 
came uneasy  under  the  imjiediments  that  were 
placed  in  his  way,  and  expressed  himself  warm- 
ly as  to  his  civil  rights.  Now,  a  London  police- 
men in  a  political  row  is,  I  believe,  the  most  for- 
bearing of  men.  So  long  as  he  meets  with  no 
special  political  ojipositiim,  ordinary  ill-usage 
does  not  even  put  him  out  of  temper.  He  is 
})aid  for  rough  work  among  roughs,  and  takes 
his  rubs  gallantly.  But  he  feels  himself  to  be 
an  instrument  for  the  moment  of  des])otic  power 
as  opposed  to  civil  rights,  and  he  won't  stand 
what  he  calls  "jaw."  Trip  up  a  ]ioliceman  in 
such  a  scramble,  and  he  will  take  it  in  good 
spirit ;  but  mention  the  words  "  Habeas  Corpus," 
and  he'll  lock  you  up  if  he  can.  As  a  rule,  his 
instincts  are  right ;  for  the  man  who  talks  about 
"Habeas  Corpus"  in  a  political  crowd  will  gen- 
erally do  more  harm  than  can  be  effected  by 
the  tripping  up  of  any  constable.  But  these  in- 
stincrs  may  be  the  means  of  individual  injustice. 
I  think  they  were  so  when  Mr.  Bunce  was  ar- 
rested and  ke])t  a  fast  prisoner.  His  wife  had 
shown  her  knowledge  of  his  character  when  she 
declared  that  he'd  be  "took"  if  any  one  was 
"took." 

Bunce  was  taken  into  custody  with  some  three 
or  four  others  like  himself — decent  men,  who 
meant  no  harm,  but  who  thought  that  as  men 
they  were  bound  to  show  their  political  opinions, 
jjcrhaps  at  the  exjiense  of  a  little  martyrdom — 
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and  was  carried  into  a  temporary  stronghold, 
which  had  been  provided  for  the  necessities  of 
the  police,  under  the  clock-tower. 

"  Keep  me,  at  your  peril !"  said  Bunce,  indig- 
nantly. 

"We  means  it,"  said  the  sergeant  who  had 
him  in  custody. 

"I've  done  no  ha'porth  to  break  the  law," 
said  Bunce. 

"  You  was  breaking  the  law  when  you  was 
upsetting  my  men,  as  I  saw  you,"  said  the  ser- 
geant. 

"I've  upset  nobody,"  said  Bunce. 

"Very  well,"  rejoined  the  sergeant;  "you 
can  say  it  all  before  the  magistrate  to-morrow." 

"And  am  I  to  be  locked  up  all  night?"  said 
Bunce. 

"I'm  afraid  you  will,"  replied  the  sergeant. 

Bunce,  who  was  not  by  nature  a  very  talka- 
tive man,  said  no  more  ;  but  he  swore  in  his 
heart  that  there  should  be  vengeance.  Between 
eleven  and  twelve  he  was  taken  to  the  regular 
police  station,  and  from  thence  he  was  enabled 
to  send  word  to  his  wife. 

"Bunce  has  been  taken,"  said  she,  with  some- 
thing of  the  tragic  queen,  and  something  also  of 
the  injured  wife  in  the  tone  of  her  voice,  as  soon 
as  Phineas  let  himself  in  with  the  latch-key  be- 
tween twelve  and  one.  And  then,  mingled  with, 
and  at  last  dominant  over,  those  severer  tones, 
came  the  voice  of  the  loving  woman  whose  be- 
loved one  was  in  trouble.  "  I  knew  how  it'd  be. 
Mr.  Finn.  Didn't  I  ?  And  what  must  we  do  ? 
I  don't  suppose  he'd  had  a  bit  to  eat  from  the 
moment  he  went  out ;  and  as  for  a  drop  of  beer, 
he  never  thinks  of  it,  except  what  I  puts  down 
for  him  at  his  meals.  Them  nasty  police  always 
take  the  best.     That's  why  I  was  so  afeard." 

Phineas  said  all  that  he  could  to  comfort  her, 
and  promised  to  go  to  the  police-office  early  in 
the  morning  and  look  after  Bunce.  No  serious 
evil  would,  he  thought,  probably  come  of  it ;  but 
still  Bunce  had  been  wrong  to  go. 

"But  you  might  have  been  took  yourself," 
argued  Mrs.  Bunce,  "just  as  well  as  he." 
Then  Phineas  explained  that  he  had  gone  forth 
in  the  execution  of  a  public  duty.  "  You  might 
have  been  took,  all  the  same,"  said  Mrs.  Bunce, 
"  for  I'm  sure  Bunce  didn't  do  nothing  amiss." 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 
"the   first   speech." 

On  the  following  morning,  which  was  Satur- 
day, Piiineas  was  early    at  the  police-office  at 
Westminister  looking  after  the  interests  of  his 
landlord ;    but   there   had   been  a   considerable 
number  of  men  taken  up  during  the  row,  and 
our  friend  could  hardly  procure  that  attention 
for  Mr.  Bunce's  case  to  which  he  thought  the  de- 
cency of  his   client  and  his  own  position  as  a 
member  of  Parliament  were  entitled.     The  men 
who  had  been  taken  up  were  taken  in  batches 
i    before  the  magistrates ;  but  as  the  soldiers  in  the 
park  had  been  maltreated,  and  a  considerable  in- 
jury had  been   done  in  the   neighborhood  of 
,    Downing    Street,   there    was   a  good    deal   of 
\  strong  feeling  against  the  mob,  and  the  magis- 
'  trates  were  disposed  to  be  severe.      If  decent 
men  chose  to  go  out  among  such  companions, 
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and  thereby  get  into  trouble,  decent  men  must 
take  the  consequences.  During  the  Saturday 
and  Sunday  a  very  strong  feeling  grew  up 
against  Mr.  TurnbuU.  Tlie  story  of  the  car- 
riage was  told,  and  he  was  declared  to  be  a  tur- 
bulent demagogue,  only  desirous  of  getting  pop- 
ularity. And  together  with  this  feeling  there 
arose  a  general  verdict  of  "  Ser\'e  them  right " 
against  all  who  had  come  in  contact  with  the 
police  in  the  great  TurnbuU  row ;  and  thus  it 
came  to  pass  that  Mr.  Bunce  had  not  been  liber- 
ated up  to  the  Monday  morning.  On  the  Sun- 
day Mrs.  Bunce  was  in  hysterics,  and  declared 
her  conviction  that  Mr.  Bunce  would  be  impris- 
oned for  life.  Poor  Phineas  had  an  unquiet 
time  with  her  on  the  morning  of  that  day.  In 
every  ecstasy  of  her  grief  she  threw  herself  into 
his  arms,  either  metaphorically  or  materially, 
according  to  the  excess  of  her  agony  at  the  mo- 
ment, and  expressed  repeatedly  an  assured  con- 
viction that  all  her  children  would  die  of  stai-va- 
tion,  and  that  she  herself  would  be  picked  up 
under  the  arches  of  one  of  the  bridges.  Phin- 
eas, who  was  soft-hearted,  did  what  he  could  to 
comfort  her,  and  allowed  himself  to  be  worked 
up  to  strong  parliamentary  anger  against  the 
magistrates  and  police.  "When  they  think 
that  they  have  public  opinion  on  their  side,  there 
is  nothing  in  the  way  of  arbitrary  excess  which 
is  too  great  for  them."  This  he  said  to  Barring- 
ton  Erie,  who  angered  him  and  increased  the 
warmth  of  his  feeling  by  declaring  that  a  little 
close  confinement  would  be  good  for  the  Bunces 
of  the  day.  "  If  we  don't  keep  the  mob  down, 
the  mob  will  keep  us  down,"  said  the  Whig  pri- 
vate secretary.  Phineas  had  no  opportunity  of 
answering  this,  but  declared  to  himself  that  Bar- 
rington  Erie  was  no  more  a  Liberal  at  heart 
than  was  Mr.  Daubeny.  "  He  was  born  on  that 
side  of  the  question,  and  has  been  receiving 
Whig  wages  all  his  life.  That  is  the  history  of 
his  politics !" 

On  Sunday  afternoon  Phineas  went  to  Lord 
Brentford's  in  Portman  Square,  intending  to  say 
a  word  or  two  about  Lord  Chiltern,  and  mean- 
ing also  to  induce,  if  possible,  the  Cabinet  Minis- 
ter to  take  part  with  him  against  the  magistrates 
— having  a  hope  also,  in  which  he  was  not  disap- 
pointed, that  he  might  find  Lady  Laura  Kenne- 
dy with  her  father.  He  had  come  to  understand 
that  Lady  Laura  was  not  to  be  visited  at  her 
own  house  on  Sundays.  So  much  indeed  she 
had  told  him  in  so  many  words.  But  he  had 
come  to  understand  also,  without  any  plain  telling, 
that  she  rebelled  in  heart  against  this  Sabbath 
tyranny  —  and  that  she  would  escape  from  it 
when  escape  was  possible.  She  had  now  come 
to  talk  to  her  father  about  her  brother,  and  had 
brought  Violet  Effingham  with  her.  They  had 
walked  together  across  the  park  after  church, 
and  intended  to  walk  back  again.  Mr.  Kenne- 
dy did  not  like  to  have  any  carriage  out  on  a  Sun- 
day, and  to  this  arrangement  his  wife  made  no 
objection. 

Phineas  had  received  a  letter  from  the  Stam- 
ford surgeon,  and  was  able  to  report  favorably  of 
Lord  Chiltern.  "The  man  says  that  he  had 
better  not  be  moved  for  a  month,"  said  Phineas. 
"But  that  means  nothing.  They  always  say 
that." 

"  Will  it  not  be  best  for  him  to  remain  where 
he  is  ?"  said  tlie  earl. 
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"  He  has  not  a  soul  to  speak  to,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"  I  wisli  I  were  witli  Iiim,"  said  his  sister. 

"Tliat  is,  of  course,  out  of  the  question,"  said 
the  earl.  "They  know  him  at  that  inn,  and  it 
really  seems  to  me  best  that  he  should  stay  tliere. 
I  do  not  think  he  would  be  so  much  at  his  ease 
he:"e. " 

"  It  must  be  dreadful  for  a  man  to  be  con- 
fined to  his  room  without  a  creature  near  him,  ex- 
cept the  servants,"  said  Violet.  The  earl  frown- 
ed, but  said  nothing  farther.  They  all  perceived 
that  as  soon  as  he  had  learned  that  there  was 
no  real  danger  as  to  his  son's  life,  he  was  de- 
termined that  this  accident  should  not  work 
him  up  to  any  show  of  tenderness.  "I  do  so 
hope  he  will  come  up  to  London,"  continued 
Violet,  who  was  not  afraid  of  the  earl,  and  was 
determined  not  to  be  jmt  down. 

"  You  don't  know  what  you  are  talking  about, 
my*  dear,"  said  Lord  Brentford. 

After  this  Phineas  found  it  very  difficult  to 
extract  any  sympathy  from  the  earl  on  behalf  of 
the  men  who  had  been  locked  up.  He  was 
moody  and  cross,  and  could  not  be  induced  to 
talk  on  the  great  subject  of  the  day.  Violet  Ef- 
fingham declared  that  she  did  not  care  how 
many  Bunces  were  locked  up  ;  nor  for  how  long 
— adding,  however,  a  wish  that  Mr.  Turnbull 
himself  had  been  among  the  number  of  the  pris- 
oners. Lady  Laura  was  somewhat  softer  than 
this,  and  consented  to  express  pity  in  the  case  of 
Mr.  Bunce  himself;  but  Phineas  perceived  that 
the  pity  was  awarded  to  him  and  not  to  the  suf- 
ferer. The  feeling  against  Mr.  Turnbull  was  at 
the  present  moment  so  strong  among  all  the  uj)- 
per  classes,  that  Mr.  Bunce  and  his  brethren 
might  have  been  kept  in  durance  for  a  week 
without  commiseration  from  them. 

"It  is  very  hard  certainly  on  a  man  like  Mr 
Bunce,"  said  LadyTjaura. 

"Why  did  not  Mr.  Bunce  stay  at  home  and 
mind  his  business  ?"  said  the  earl. 

Phineas   spent    the   remainder   of   that   day 
alone,  and   came  to  a  resolution   that  on   the 
coming  occasion  he  certainly  would  speak  in  the 
House.     The  debate  would  be  resumed  on  the 
Monday,  and  he  would  rise  to  his  legs  on  the 
very  first  moment  that  it  became  possible  for  him 
to  do  so.     And  he  would  do  nothing  toward  j 
preparing   a    speech ;    nothing   whatever.     On 
this   occasion  he  would  trust  entirely  to   such 
words  as  might  come  to  him  at  tlie  moment ;  { 
ay,  and  to  such  thoughts.     He  had  before  bur- ! 
dened  his  memory  with  preparations,  and  the 
very  weight  of  the  burden  had  been  too  much 
for  his  mind.     He  had  feared  to  trust  himself 
to  speak,  because  he  had  felt  that  he  was  not 
capable  of  performing  the  double  labor  of  saying 
his  lesson  by  heart,  and  of  facing  the  House  for  , 
the  first  time.     Tliere  should  be  nothing  now 
for  him  to  remember.     His  tlioughts  were  full  ' 
of  his  subject.     He  would  support  Mr.  Mildmay's 
bill  witli  all  his  eioqueme,  but  he  would  implore 
Mr.  Mildmay,  and  tlie  Home  Secretary,  and  the 
Government  generally,  to  abstain  from  animos- 
ity against   the   populace   of  London,   because 
they  desired  one  sjiecial  boon  which  Mr.  Mild-  ; 
may  did  not  think  that  it  was  his  duty  to  give 
tliem.     He  hoped  that  ideas  and  words  would 
come  to  him.     Ideas  and  words  had  been  free 
enough  with  him  in  the  old  davs  of  the  l)\iblin 


debating  society.     If  they  failed  him  now,  he 
must  give  the  thing  up,  and  go  back  to  Mr.  Low. 

On  the  Monday  morning  Phineas  was  for  two 
hours  at  the  police-court  in  Westminster,  and 
at  about  one  on  that  day  Mr.  Bunce  was  liber- 
ated. When  he  was  brought  up  before  the 
magistrate,  Mr.  Bunce  spoke  his  mind  very  free- 
ly as  to  the  usage  he  hacl  received,  and  declared 
his  intention  of  bringing  an  action  against  the 
sergeant  who  had  detained  him.  The  magis- 
trate, of  course,  took  the  part  of  the  police,  and 
declared  that,  fj-om  the  evidence  of  two  men 
who  were  examined,  Bunce  had  certainly  used 
such  violence  in  the  crowd  as  had  justified  his 
arrest. 

"  I  used  no  violence,"  said  Bunce. 

"According  to  your  own  showing,  you  en- 
deavored to  make  your  way  up  to  Mr.  TurnbuH's 
carriage,"  said  the  magistrate. 

"  I  was  close  to  the  carriage  before  the  police 
even  saw  me,"  said  Bunce. 

"But  you  tried  to  force  your  way  round  to 
the  door." 

"  I  used  no  force  till  a  man  had  me  by  the 
collar  to  push  me  back  ;  and  I  wasn't  violent, 
not  then.  I  told  him  I  was  doing  what  I  had  a 
right  to  do — and  it  was  that  as  made  him  hang 
on  to  me." 

"You  were  not  doing  what  you  had  a  right 
to  do.  You  were  assisting  to  create  a  riot," 
said  the  magistrate,  with  that  indignation  which 
a  London  magistrate  should  always  know  how 
to  afi\.'ct. 

Phineas,  however,  was  allowed  to  give  evi- 
dence as  to  his  landlord's  character,  and  then 
Bunce  was  liberated.  But  before  he  went  he 
again  swore  tliat  that  should  not  be  the  last  of 
it,  and  he  told  the  magistrate  that  he  had  been 
ill-used.  When  liberated,  he  was  joined  by  a 
dozen  sympathizing  friends,  who  escorted  him 
home,  and  among  them  were,  one  or  two  litera- 
ry gentlemen,  employed  on  those  excellent  pen- 
ny papers,  the  People's  Banner  and  the  Ballot- 
box.  It  was  their  intention  that  Mr.  Bunce's 
case  should  not  be  allowed  to  sleej).  One  of 
these  gentlemen  made  a  distinct  offer  to  Phineas 
Finn  of  unbounded  jiojiularity  during  life  and  of 
immortality  afterward,  if  he,  as  a  member  of 
Parliament,  wonld  take  up  Bunce's  case  with 
vigor.  Phineas,  not  quite  understanding  the 
nature  of  the  offer,  and  not  as  yet  knowing  the 
profession  of  the  gentleman,  gave  some  general 
rejjly. 

"You  come  out  strong,  Mr.  Finn,  and  we'll 
see  that  you  are  properly  rejiorted.  I'm  on  the 
Banner,  sir,  and  I'll  answer  for  that." 

Phineas,  who  had  been  somewhat  eager  in  ex- 
pressing his  sympathy  with  Bunce,  and  had  not 
given  very  close  attention  to  the  gentleman  who 
was  addressing  him,  was  still  in  the  dark.  The 
nature  of  tlie  Banner,  which  the  gentleman  was 
on,  did  not  at  once  come  home  to  him. 

"Something  ought  to  be  done,  certainly," 
said  Phineas. 

"We  shall  take  it  up  strong,"  said  the  gentle- 
man, "  and  we  shall  be  happy  to  have  you  among 
ns.  You'll  find,  Mr.  Finn,  that  in  public  life 
there's  nothing  like  having  a  horgan  to  back 
you.  What  is  the  most  you  can  do  in  the  'Ousc  ? 
Nothing,  if  you're  not  reported.  You're  speak- 
ing to  the  country  ;  ain't  you  ?  And  you  can't 
do  that  without  a  horgan,  ]\Ir.  Finn.     You  come 
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among  us  on  the  Banner,  Mr.  Finn.  You  can't 
do  better." 

Then  Phineas  understood  the  nature  of  the 
offer  made  to  him.  As  they  parted,  the  literary 
gentleman  gave  our  hero  his  card.  "Mr.  Qiiin- 
tus  Slide."  So  much  was  printed.  Then,  on 
the  corner  of  the  card  was  written,  '■'■Banner 
Office,  137  Fetter  Lane."  Mr.  Quintus  Slide 
was  a  young  man,  under  thirty,  not  remarkable 
for  clean  linen,  and  who  always  talked  of  the 
'"Ouse."  But  he  was  a  well-known  and  not 
undistinguished  member  of  a  powerful  class  of 
men.  He  had  been  a  reporter,  and  as  such 
knew  the  "'Ouse"  well,  and  was  a  writer  for 
the  press.  And,  though  he  talked  of  "'Ouses" 
and  "horgans,"  he  wrote  good  English  with 
great  rapidity,  and  was  possessed  of  that  special 
sort  of  political  fervor  which  shows  itself  in  a 
man's  work  rather  than  in  his  conduct.  It  was 
Mr.  Slide's  taste  to  be  an  advanced  reformer, 
and  in  all  his  operations  on  behalf  of  the  Peo- 
ple's  Banner  he  was  a  reformer  very  much  ad- 
vanced. No  man  could  do  an  article  on  the 
people's  indefeasible  rights  with  more  pro- 
nounced vigor  than  Mr.  Slide.  But  it  had  nev- 
er occui-red  to  him  as  yet  that  he  ought  to  care 
for  any  thing  else  than  the  fight — than  the  ad- 
vantage of  having  a  good  subject  on  which  to 
write  slashing  articles.  Mr.  SHde  was  an  ener- 
getic but  not  a  thoughtful  man ;  but  in  his 
thoughts  on  politics,  as  far  as  they  went  with 
him,  he  regarded  the  wrongs  of  the  people  as 
being  of  infinitely  greater  value  than  their  rights. 
It  was  not  that  he  was  insincere  in  all  that  he 
was  daily  saying — but  simply  that  he  never 
thouglit  about  it.  Very  early  in  life  he  had 
fallen  among  "people's  friends,"  and  an  open- 
ing on  the  Liberal  press  had  come  in  his  way. 
To  be  a  "  people's  friend  "  suited  the  turn  of  his 
ambition,  and  he  was  a  "people's  friend."  It 
was  his  business  to  abuse  Government,  and  to 
express  on  all  occasions  an  opinion  that  as  a 
matter  of  course  the  ruling  powers  were  the 
"people's  enemies."  Had  the  ruling  powers 
ceased  to  be  the  "people's  enemies,"  Mr.  Slide's 
ground  would  have  been  taken  from  under  his 
feet.  But  such  a  catastrophe  was  out  of  the 
question.  That  excellent  old  arrangement  that 
had  gone  on  since  demagogues  were  first  invent- 
ed was  in  full  vigor.  There  were  the  ruling 
powers  and  there  were  the  people — devils  on  one 
side  and  angels  on  the  other — and  as  long  as  a 
people's  friend  had  a  pen  in  his  hand  all  was 
right. 

Fhineas,  when  he  left  the  indignant  Bunce  to 
go  among  his  friends,  walked  totlie  House  think- 
ing a  good  deal  of  what  Mr.  Slide  had  said  to 
him.  The  potted  peas  Committee  was  again  on, 
and  he  had  intended  to  be  in  the  committee- 
room  by  twelve  punctually  ;  but  he  had  been 
unable  to  leave  Mr.  Bunce  in  the  lurch,  and  it 
was  now  past  one.  Indeed,  he  had,  from  one 
unfortunate  circumstance  after  another,  failed 
hitherto  in  giving  to  the  potted  peas  that  reso- 
lute attention  which  the  subject  demanded.  On 
the  present  occasion  his  mind  was  full  of  Mr. 
Quintus  Slide  and  the  People's  Banner.  After 
all,  was  there  not  something  in  Mr.  Slide's  [iroj)- 
osition  ?  He,  Phineas,  had  come  into  Parlia- 
ment as  it  were  under  the  wing  of  a  Government 
pack,  and  his  friendships,  which  had  been  very 
successful,  had  been  made  with  Ministers,  and 


with  the  friends  of  Ministers.  He  had  made  up 
his  mind  to  be  Whig  Ministerial,  and  to  look  for 
his  profession  in  that  line.  He  liad  been  spe- 
cially fortified  in  this  resolution  by  his  dislike  to 
the  ballot — which  dislike  had  been  the  result 
of  Mr.  Monk's  teaching.  Had  Mr.  Turnbull 
become  his  friend  instead,  it  may  well  be  that  he 
would  have  liked  the  ballot.  On  such  subjects 
men  must  think  long,  and  be  sure  that  they 
have  thought  in  earnest,  before  they  are  justified 
in  saying  that  their  opinions  are  the  results  of 
their  own  thoughts.  But  now  he  began  to  re- 
flect how  far  this  ministerial  profession  would 
suit  him.  Would  it  be  much  to  be  a  Lord  of 
the  Treasury,  subject  to  the  dominion  of  Mr. 
Ratler?  Such  lordship  and  such  subjection 
would  be  the  result  of  success.  He  told  himself 
that  he  was  at  heart  a  true  Liberal.  Would  it 
not  be  better  for  him  to  abandon  the  idea  of  of- 
fice trammels,  and  go  among  them  on  the  Peo- 
ple's Banner  ?  A  glow  of  enthusiasm  came  over 
him  as  he  thought  of  it.  But  what  would  Vio- 
let Effingham  say  to  the  Peojile's  Banner  and 
Mr.  Quintus  Slide  ?  And  he  would  have  liked 
the  Banner  better  had  not  Mr.  Slide  talked 
about  the  'Ouse. 

From  the  committee-room,  in  which,  alas !  he 
took  no  active  part  in  reference  to  the  potted 
peas,  he  went  down  to  the  House,  and  was  pres- 
ent when  the  debate  was  resumed.  Not  un- 
naturally, one  speaker  after  another  made  some 
allusion  to  the  row  in  the  streets,  and  the  work 
which  had  fallen  to  the  lot  of  the  magistrates. 
Mr.  Turnbull  had  declared  that  he  would  vote 
against  the  second  reading  of  Mr.  Mildmay's  bill, 
and  had  exj)lained  that  he  would  do  so  because 
he  could  consent  to  no  Reform  Bill  which  did 
not  include  the  ballot  as  one  of  its  measures. 
The  debate  fashioned  itself  after  this  speech  of 
Mr.  Turnbull's,  and  turned  again  very  much 
upon  the  ballot — although  it  had  been  thought 
that  the  late  debate  had  settled  that  question. 
One  or  two  of  Mr.  Turnbull's  followers  declared 
that  they  also  would  vote  against  the  bill — of 
course,  as  not  going  far  enough  ;  and  one  or  two 
gentlemen  from  the  Conservative  benches  ex- 
tended a  spoken  welcome  to  these  new  col- 
leagues. Then  Mr.  Palliser  got  up  and  address- 
ed the  House  for  an  hour,  struggling  hard  to 
bring  back  the  real  subject,  and  to  make  the 
House  understand  that  the  ballot,  whether  good 
or  bad,  had  been  knocked  on  the  head,  and  that 
members  had  no  right  at  the  present  moment  to 
consider  any  thing  but  the  expediency  or  inex- 
pediency of  so  much  Reform  as  Mr.  Mildmay 
presented  to  them  in  the  present  bill. 

Phineas  was  determined  to  speak,  and  to  speak 
on  this  evening  if  he  could  catch  the  Speaker's 
eye.  Again  the  scene  before  him  was  going 
round  before  him ;  again  things  became  dim, 
and  again  lie  felt  his  blood  heating  hard  at  his 
heart.  But  things  were  not  so  bad  with  him  as 
they  had  been  before,  because  he  had  nothing  to 
remember.  He  hardly  knew,  indeed,  what  he 
intended  to  say.  He  had  an  idea  that  he  was 
desirous  of  joining  in  earnest  support  of  the  meas- 
ure, with  a  vehement  protest  against  the  injus- 
tice which  had  been  done  to  the  people  in  gener- 
al, and  to  Mr.  Bunce  in  particular.  He  had 
firmly  resolved  thnt  no  fear  of  losing  favo'-  with 
the  Government  should  induce  him  to  hold  his 
tongue  as  to  the  Biincean  cruelties.      Sooner 
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than  do  so  lie  would  certainly  "  go  among  them  " 
at  the  Banner  office. 

He  started  up,  wildly,  when  Mr.  Palliser  had 
completed  his  speech ;  but  the  Speaker's  eye, 
not  unnaturally,  had  traveled  to  the  other  side 
of  the  House,  and  there  was  a  Tory  of  the  old 
school  upon  his  legs — Mr.  Western,  the  member 
for  East  Barsetshire,  one  of  the  gallant  few  who 
dared  to  vote  against  Sir  Robert  Peel's  bill  for 
repealing  the  Corn  Laws  in  18-16.  Mr.  Western 
spoke  with  a  slow,  ponderous,  unimpressive,  but 
very  audible  voice,  for  some  twenty  minutes,  dis- 
daining to  make  reference  to  Mr.  TurnbuU  and 
his  politics,  but  jileading  against  any  Reform, 
with  all  the  old  arguments.  Phineas  did  not 
hear  a  word  that  he  said ;  did  not  attempt  to 
hear.  He  was  keen  in  his  resolution  to  make 
another  attempt  at  the  Speaker's  eye,  and  at  the 
present  moment  was  thinking  of  that,  and  of  that 
only.  He  did  not  even  give  himself  a  moment's 
reflection  as  to  what  his  own  speech  should  be. 
He  would  dash  at  it  and  take  his  chance,  re- 
solved that  at  least  he  would  not  fail  in  courage. 
Twice  he  was  on  his  legs  before  Mr.  Western  had 
finished  his  slow  harangue,  and  twice  he  was 
compelled  to  reseat  himself,  thinking  that  he  had 
subjected  himself  to  ridicule.  At  last  the  mem- 
ber for  East  Barset  sat  down,  and  Phineas  was 
conscious  that  he  had  lost  a  moment  or  two  in 
presenting  himself  again  to  the  Speaker. 

He  held  his  ground,  however,  though  he  saw 
that  he  had  various  rivals  for  the  right  of  speech. 
He  held  his  ground,  and  was  instantly  aware  that 
he  had  gained  his  point.  There  was  a  slight 
])ause,  and  as  some  other  urgent  member  did  not 
reseat  himself,  Phineas  heard  the  president  of 
that  august  assembly  call  upon  himself  to  address 
the  House.  The  thing  was  now  to  be  done. 
There  he  was  with  the  House  of  Commons  at  his 
feet — a  crowded  House,  bound  to  be  his  auditors 
as  long  as  he  should  think  fit  to  address  them, 
and  reporters  by  tens  and  twenties  in  the  gallery 
ready  and  eager  to  let  the  country  know  what 
the  young  member  for  Loughshane  would  say  in 
this  his  maiden  speech. 

Phineas  Finn  had  sundiT  gifts,  a  powerful  and 
pleasant  voice,  which  he  had  learned  to  modulate, 
a  handsome  presence,  and  a  certain  natural 
mixture  of  modesty  and  self-reliance,  which 
would  certainly  protect  him  from  the  faults  of 
arrogance  and  pomposity,  and  which  perhaps 
might  carry  him  through  the  perils  of  his  new 
position.  And  he  had  also  the  great  advantage 
of  friends  in  the  House  who  were  anxious  that 
he  should  do  well.  But  he  had  not  that,  gift  of 
slow  blood  whic,h  on  the  former  occasion  would 
have  enabled  him  to  remember  his  prepared 
speech,  and  which  would  now  have  placed  all  his 
own  resources  within  his  own  reach.  He  began 
with  the  expression  of  an  opinion  that  every 
true  reformer  ought  to  accept  Mr.  Miklniay's  bill, 
even  if  it  were  accepted  only  as  an  installment — 
but  before  he  had  got  through  these  sentences, 
he  became  j)ainfully  conscious  that  he  was  repeat- 
ing his  own  words. 

He  was  cheered  almost  from  the  outset,  and 
yet  he  knew  as  he  went  on  that  he  was  failing. 
He  had  certain  arguments  at  his  fingers'  ends — 
points  with  which  he  was,  in  truth,  so  familiar 
that  he  need  hardly  have  troulilod  himself  to  ar- 
range them  for  special  use — and  he  forgot  even 
these.     He  found  that  he  was  going  on  with  one 


platitude  after  another  as  to  the  benefit  of  Re^ 
form,  in  a  manner  that  would  have  shamed  him 
six  or  seven  years  ago  at  a  debating  club.  He 
pressed  on,  fearing  that  words  would  fail  him 
altogether  if  he  paused ;  but  he  did  in  truth 
speak  very  much  too  fast,  knocking  his  words 
together  so  that  no  reporter  could  properly  catch 
them.  But  he  had  nothing  to  say  for  the  bill 
except  what  hundreds  had  said  before,  and 
hundreds  would  say  again.  Still  he  was  cheer- 
ed, and  still  he  went  on  ;  and  as  he  became 
more  and  more  conscious  of  his  failure  there  grew 
upon  him  the  idea,  the  dangerous  hope,  that  he 
might  still  save  himself  from  ignominy  hy  the 
eloquence  of  his  invective  against  the  police. 

He  tried  it,  and  succeeded  thoroughly  in 
making  the  House  understand  that  he  was  very 
angry — but  he  succeeded  in  nothing  else.  He 
could  not  catch  the  words  to  express  the  thoughts 
of  his  mind.  He  could  not  explain  his  idea 
that  the  people  out  of  the  House  had  as  much 
right  to  express  their  opinion  in  favor  of  the 
ballot  as  members  in  the  House  had  to  express 
theirs  against  it ;  and  that  animosity  had  been 
shown  to  the  people  by  the  authorities  because 
they  had  so  expressed  their  opinion.  Then  he 
attempted  to  tell  the  story  of  Mr.  Bunce  in  a 
light  and  airy  way,  fiiiled,  and  sat  down  in  the 
middle  of  it.  Again  he  was  cheered  by  all 
around  him — cheered  as  a  new  member  is  usual- 
ly cheered — and  in  the  midst  of  the  cheer  would 
have  blown  out  his  brains  had  there  been  a  pistol 
there  ready  for  such  an  operation. 

That  hour  with  him  was  very  bad.  He  did 
not  know  how  to  get  up  and  go  away,  or  how  to 
keep  his  place.  For  some  time  he  sat  with  his 
hat  oflf,  forgetful  of  his  privilege  of  wearing  it ; 
and  then  put  it  on  hurriedly,  as  though  the  fact 
of  his  not  wearing  it  must  have  been  obsen-ed 
by  every  body.  At  last,  at  about  two,  the  de- 
bate was  adjourned,  and  then  as  he  was  slowly 
leaving  the  House,  thinking  how  he  might  creep 
away  without  companionship,  Mr.  Monk  took 
him  by  the  arm. 

"  Are  you  going  to  walk  ?"  said  Mr.  iMonk. 

"  Yes,"  said  Phineas  ;   "  I  shall  walk." 

"  Then  we  may  go  together  as  far  as  Pall  Mall. 
Come  along."  Phi-neas  had  no  means  of  es- 
cape, and  left  the  House,  hanging  on  Mr.  Monk's 
arm,  without  a  word.  Nor  did  Mr.  Monk  speak 
till  they  were  out  in  Palace  Yard.  "It  was  not 
much  amiss,"  said  Mr.  Monk;  "but  you'll  do 
better  than  that  yet." 

"Mr.  Monk,"  said  Phineas,  "I  have  made  an 
ass  of  myself  so  thoroughly,  that  there  will  at  any 
rate  be  this  good  result,  that  I  shall  never  make 
an  ass  of  myself  again  after  the  same  fashion." 

"Ah  ! — I  thought  you  had  some  such  feeling 
as  that,  and  therefore  I  was  determined  to  speak 
to  you.  You  may  be  sure,  Finn,  that  I  do  not 
care  to  flatter  you,  and  I  think  you  ought  to 
know  that,  as  far  as  I  am  able,  I  will  tell  you 
the  truth.  Your  speech,  which  was  certainly 
nothing  great,  was  about  on  a  par  with  other 
maiden  speeches  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
You  have  done  yourself  neither  good  nor  harm. 
Nor  was  I  desirable  that  you  should.  My  ad- 
vice to  you  now  is,  never  to  avoid  speaking  on 
any  subject  that  interests  you,  but  never  to  speak 
for  above  three  minutes  till  you  find  yourself 
as  much  at  home  on  your  legs  as  you  are  when 
sitting.     But  do  not  suppose  that  you  have  made 
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an  ass  of  yourself — that  is,  in  any  special  degree. 
Now,  good-night." 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

PHINEAS    DISCDS8ED. 

Lady  Laura  Kennedy  heard  two  accounts 
of  her  friend's  speech — and  botli  from  men  who 
had  been  present.  Her  husband  was  in  his 
place,  in  accordance  with  his  constant  practice, 
and  Lord  Brentford  had  been  seated,  perhaps 
unfortunately,  in  the  Peers'  gallery. 

"And  you  think  it  was  a  failure?"  Lady 
Laura  said  to  her  husband. 

"It  certainly  was  not  a  success.  There  was 
nothing  particular  about  it.  There  was  a  good 
deal  of  it  you  could  hardly  hear." 

After  that  she  got  the  morning  newspapers, 
and  turned  with  great  interest  to  the  report. 
Phineas  Finn  had  been,  as  it  were,  adopted  by 
her  as  her  own  political  offspring — or  at  any 
rate  as  her  political  godchild.  She  had  made  \ 
promises  on  his  behalf  to  various  personages  of  i 
high  political  standing — to  her  father,  to  Mr.  : 
Monk,  to  the  Duke  of  St.  Bungay,  and  even  to 
Mr.  Mildmay  himself.  She  had  thoroughly  in- 
tended that  Phineas  Finn  should  be  a  political 
success  from  the  first ;  and,  since  her  marriage, 
she  had,  I  think,  been  more  intent  upon  it  than 
before.  Perhaps  there  was  a  feeling  on  her 
part  that  having  wronged  him  in  one  way,  she 
would  repay  him  in  another.  She  had  become 
so  eager  for  his  success — for  awhile  scorning  to 
conceal  her  feeling — that  her  husband  had  un- 
consciously begun  to  entertain  a  dislike  to  her 
eagerness.  We  know  how  quickly  women  ar- 
rive at  an  understanding  of  the  feelings  of  those 
with  whom  they  live ;  and  now,  on  that  very 
occasion.  Lady  Laura  perceived  that  her  hus- 
band did  not  take  in  good  part  her  anxiety  on 
behalf  of  her  friend.  She  saw  that  it  was  so  as 
she  turned  over  the  newspaper  looking  for  the 
report  of  the  speech.  It  was  given  in  six  lines, 
and  at  the  end  of  it  there  was  an  intimation — 
expressed  in  the  shape  of  advice — that  the  young 
orator  had  better  speak  more  slowly  if  he  wished 
to  be  efficacious  either  with  the  House  or  with 
the  country. 

"  He  seems  to  have  been  cheered  a  good  deal," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"All  members  are  cheered  at  their  first 
speech,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"  I've  no  doubt  he'll  do  well  yet,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy.  Then  he 
turned  to  his  newspaper,  and  did  not  take  his 
eyes  off  it  as  long  as  his  wife  remained  with  him. 

Later  in  the  day  Lady  Laura  saw  her  father, 
and  Miss  Effingham  was  with  her  at  the  time. 
Lord  Brentford  said  something  which  indicated 
that  he  had  heard  the  debate  on  the  previous 
evening,  and  Lady  Laura  instantly  began  to  ask 
him  about  Phineas. 

"  The  less  said  the  better,"  was  the  earl's  reply. 

"Do  you  mean  that  it  was  so  bad  as  that?" 
asked  Lady  Laura. 

"  It  was  not  very  bad  at  first — though  indeed 
nobody  could  saj'  it  was  very  good.  But  he  got 
himself  into  a  mess  about  the  jiolice  and  the 
magistrates  before  he  had  done,  and  nothing  but 
the  kindly  feeling  always  shown  to  a  first  effort 


saved  him  from  being  coughed  down."  Lady 
Laura  had  not  a  word  more  to  say  about  Phineas 
to  her  father  ;  but,  woman-like,  she  resolved  that 
she  would  not  abandon  him.  How  many  first 
failures  in  the  world  have  been  the  precursors 
of  ultimate  success!  "Mildmay  will  lose  his 
bill,"  said  the  earl,  sorrowfully.  "There  does 
not  seem  to  be  a  doubt  about  that." 

"And  what  will  you  all  do?"  asked  Lady 
Laura. 

"  We  must  go  to  the  country,  I  suppose,"  said 
the  earl. 

"  What  is  the  use  ?  You  can't  have  a  more 
Liberal  house  than  you  have  now  "  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"We  may  have  one  less  Liberal — or  rather 
less  Radical — with  fewer  men  to  support  Mr. 
Turnbull.  I  do  not  see  what  else  we  can  do. 
They  say  that  there  are  no  less  than  twenty- 
seven  men  on  our  side  of  the  House  who  will 
either  vote  with  Turnbull  against  us,  or  will  de- 
cline to  vote  at  all  " 

"Every  one  of  them  ought  to  lose  his  seat," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"  But  what  can  we  do  ?  How  is  the  Queen's 
Government  to  be  carried  on  ?"  We  all  know 
the  sad  earnestness  which  impressed  itself  on 
the  earl's  brow  as  he  asked  these  momentous 
questions.  "  I  don't  suppose  that  Mr.  Turnbull 
can  form  a  Ministry." 

"With  Mr.  Daubeny  as  whipper-in,  perhaps 
he  might,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"And  will  Mr.  Finn  lose  his  seat?"  asked 
Violet  Effingham. 

"  Most  probably,"  said  the  earl.  "  He  only 
got  it  by  an  accident." 

"  You  must  find  him  a  seat  somewhere  in  En- 
gland," said  Violet. 

"That  might  be  difficult,"  said  the  earl, 
who  then  left  the  room. 

The  two  women  remained  together  for  some 
quarter  of  an  hour  before  they  spoke  again. 
Then  Lady  Laura  said  something  about  her 
brother.  "If  there  be  a  dissolution,  I  hope 
Oswald  will  stand  for  Loughton."  Loughton 
was  a  borough  close  to  Saulsby,  in  which,  as  re- 
garded its  political  interests.  Lord  Brentford  was 
supposed  to  have  considerable  influence.  To  this 
Violet  said  nothing.  "  It  is  quite  time,"  contin- 
ued Lady  Laura,  "  that  old  Mr.  Standish  should 
give  way.  He  has  had  the  seat  for  twenty-five 
years,  and  has  never  done  any  thing,  and  he  sel- 
dom goes  to  the  House  now." 

"  He  is  not  your  uncle,  is  he  ?" 

"  No ;  he  is  papa's  cousin  ;  but  he  is  ever  so 
much  older  than  papa ;  nearly  eighty,  I  be- 
lieve. " 

"Would  not  that  be  just  the  place  for  Mr. 
Finn  ?"  said  Violet. 

Then  Lady  Laura  became  very  serious. 
' '  Oswald  would  of  course  have  a  better  right  to 
it  than  any  body  else." 

"But  would  Lord  Chiltern  go  into  Parlia- 
ment? I  have  heard  him  declare  that  he  would 
not." 

"  If  we  could  get  papa  to  ask  him,  I  think  he 
would  change  his  mind,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

There  was  again  silence  for  a  few  moments, 
after  which  Violet  returned  to  the  original  sub- 
ject of  her  conversation.  "It  would  be  a  thou- 
sand pities  that  Mr.  Finn  should  be  turned  out 
into  the  cold.     Don't  you  think  so  ?" 
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"  I,  for  one,  should  be  very  sorry." 

"  So  should  I — and  the  more  so  from  what 
Lord  Brentford  says  about  his  not  speakinp;  well 
last  night.  I  don't  think  that  it  is  very  much  of 
an  accomplishment  for  a  gentleman  to  speak 
well.  IMr.  TurnbuU,  I  suppose,  speaks  well ; 
and  they  say  that  that  horrid  man,  Mr.  Bonteen, 
can  talk  by  the  hour  together.  I  don't  think 
tliat  it  shows  a  man  to  be  clever  at  all.  But  I 
believe  Mr.  Finn  would  do  it,  if  he  set  his  mind 
to  it,  and  I  shall  think  it  a  great  shame  if  they 
turn  him  out." 

"  It  would  depend  very  much,  I  suppose,  on 
Lord  Tulla." 

"I  don't  know  any  thing  about  Lord  Tulla," 
said  Viokt ;  "  but  I'm  quite  sure  that  he  miglit 
have  Loughton,  if  we  manage  it  properly.  Of 
course  Lord  Chiltern  should  have  it  if  he  wants 
it,  but  I  don't  think  he  will  stand  in  Mr.  Finn's 
way." 

"  I'm  afraid  it's  out  of  the  question,"  said 
Lady  Laura,  gravely.  "Papa  tiiinks  so  much 
about  the  borough."  The  reader  will  remem- 
ber tiiat  both  Lord  Brentford  and  his  daughter 
were  thorough  reformers  !  The  use  of  a  little 
borough  of  liis  own,  however,  is  a  convenience  to 
a  great  peer. 

"  Those  difficult  things  have  always  to  be 
talked  of  for  a  long  while,  and  then  they  become 
easy,"  said  Violet.  "  I  believe  if  you  were  to 
}iropose  to  Mr.  Kennedy  to  give  all  his  property 
to  the  Church  Missionaries  and  emigrate  to 
New  Zealand,  he'd  begin  to  consider  it  seriously 
after  b  time." 

"  I  shall  not  try,  at  any  rate." 

"  Because  you  don't  want  to  go  to  New  Zea- 
land ;  but  you  might  try  about  Loughton  for 
poor  Mr.  Finn." 

"  Violet,"  said  Lady  Laura,  after  a  moment's 
pause — and  she  spoke  sharply — '■'  Violet,  I  be- 
lieve you  are  in  love  with  Mr.  Finn." 

"  That's  just  like  you,  Laura." 

"  I  never  made  such  an  accusation  against 
you  before,  or  against  any  body  else  that  I  can 
remember.  But  I  do  begin  to  believe  that  you 
are  in  love  with  Mr.  Finn." 

"Why  shouldn't  I  be  in  love  with  him,  if  I 
like?" 

■'  I  said  nothing  about  that ;  only  he  has 
not  got  a  penny." 

'•  But  I  have,  my  dear." 

"  And  I  doubt  whether  you  have  any  reason 
for  supposing  that  he  is  in  love  with  you." 

"That  would  be  my  affair,  my  dear." 

"Then  you  are  in  love  with  him?" 

"Tliat  is  my  affair  also." 

Lady  Laura  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "Of 
course  it  is ;  and  if  you  tell  me  to  hold  my 
tongue,  of  c(jurse  I  will  do  so.  If  you  ask  me 
whether  I  think  it  a  good  match,  of  course  I 
must  say  I  do  not." 

"  I  dcin't  tell  you  to  hold  your  tongue,  and  I 
don't  ask  you  what  you  think  about  the  match. 
You  are  quite  welcome  to  talk  as  much  about 
me  as  you  please ;  but  as  to  Mr.  Phineas  Finn, 
you  have  no  business  to  think  any  thing."  1 

"I  shouldn't  talk  to  any  body  l)ut  yourself."    ! 

"I  am  growing  to  he  quite  indifferent  as  to 
what  ))('i)ple  say.  Lady  Baldock  asked  me  the 
other  day  whether  I  was  going  to  throw  myself 
away  on  Mr.  Laurence  Fitzgibbon."  j 

"No!"  I 


"Indeed  she  did." 

"  And  what  did  you  answer?" 

"  I  told  her  that  it  was  not  quite  settled  ;  but 
that  as  I  had  only  spoken  to  him  once  during 
the  last  two  years,  and  then  for  not  more  than 
half  a  minute,  and  as  I  wasn't  sure  whether  I 
knew  him  by  sight,  and  as  I  had  reason  to  sup- 
pose he  didn't  know  my  name,  there  might,  per- 
haps, be  a  delay  of  a  week  or  two  before  the 
thing  came  off.  Then  she  flounced  out  of  the 
room." 

"But  what  made  her  ask  about  Mr.  Fitzgib- 
bon ?" 

"  Somebody  had  been  hoaxing  her.  I  am 
beginning  to  think  that  Augusta  does  it  for  her 
private  amusement.  If  so,  I  shall  think  more 
highly  of  my  dear  cousin  than  I  have  hitherto 
done.  But,  Laura,  as  you  have  made  a  simi- 
lar accusation  against  me,  and  as  I  can  not  get 
out  of  it  with  you  as  I  do  with  my  aunt,  I 
must  ask  you  to  hear  my  protestation.  I  am 
not  in  love  with  Mr.  Phineas  Finn.  Heaven 
help  me ;  as  far  as  I  can  tell,  I  am  not  in  love 
with  any  one,  and  never  shall  be."  Lady  Laura 
looked  pleased.  "Do  you  know,"  continued 
Violet,  "that  I  think  I  could  be  in  love  with 
Mr.  Phineas  Finn,  if  I  could  be  in  love  with 
any  body."  Then  Lady  Laura  looked  dis- 
pleased. "In  the  first  place,  he  is  a  gentle- 
man," continued  Violet.  "Then  he  is  a  man 
of  spirit.  And  then  he  has  not  too  much  spirit 
— not  that  kind  of  spirit  which  makes  some  men 
think  that  they  are  the  finest  things  going. 
His  manners  are  yierfect — not  Chesterfieldian, 
and  yet  never  offensive.  He  never  browbeats 
any  one,  and  never  toadies  any  one.  He  knows 
how  to  live  easily  with  men  of  all  ranks,  with- 
out any  appearance  of  claiming  a  special  status 
for  himself.  If  he  were  made  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury  to-morrow,  I  believe  he  would  set- 
tle down  into  the  jdace  of  the  first  subject  in 
the  land  without  arrogance,  and  without  false 
shame." 

"  You  are  his  eulogist  with  a  vengeance." 

"  I  am  his  eulogist ;  but  I  am  not  in  lore 
with  him.  If  he  were  to  ask  me  to  be  his  wife 
to-morrow,  I  should  be  distressed,  and  should  re- 
fuse him.  If  he  were  to  marry  my  dearest  fiiend 
in  the  world,  I  should  toll  him  to  kiss  me  and 
be  my  brother.  As  to  Mr.  Phineas  Finn — those 
are  my  sentimx?nts." 

"  What  you  say  is  vcrv  odd." 

"Why  odd?" 

"  Simply  because  mine  are  the  same." 

"  Are  they  the  same?  I  once  thought,  Lau- 
ra, that  you  did  love  him ;  that  you  meant  to 
be  his  wife." 

Lady  Laura  sat  for  awhile  without  making 
any  re]ily  to  this.  She  sat  with  her  elbow  on 
the  table  and  with  her  face  leaning  on  her  hand, 
thinking  how  far  it  would  tend  to  her  comfort 
if  she  siioke  in  true  confidence.  Violet  during 
tlie  time  never  took  her  eyes  from  her  friend's 
face,  but  remained  silent  as  though  waiting  for 
an  answer.  She  had  been  very  explicit  as  to 
her  feelings.  Would  Laura  Kennedy  be  equally 
explicit  ?  She  was  too  clever  to  forget  that  such 
plainness  of  speech  would  be,  must  be  more 
difficult  to  Lady  Laura  than  to  herself.  Lady 
Laura  was  a  married  woman  ;  l)ut  she  felt  that 
her  friend  would  have  been  wrong  to  search  for 
secrets,  unless  she  were  ready  to  tell  her  own. 
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It  was  probably  some  such  feeling  which  made 
Lady  Laura  speak  at  last. 

"  So  I  did,  nearly — "  said  Lady  Laura ;  "  very 
nearly.  You  told  me  just  now  that  you  had 
money,  and  could  therefore  do  as  you  pleased. 
I  had  no  money,  and  could  not  do  as  I  pleased." 

"  And  you  told  me  also  that  I  had  no  reason 
for  thinking  that  he  cared  for  me." 

"Did  I?  Well — I  suppose  you  have  no 
reason.     He  did  care  for  me.     He  did  love  me." 

"  He  told  you  so?" 

"Yes — he  told  me  so." 

''And  how  did  you  answer  him?" 

"  I  had  that  very  morning  become  engaged  to 
Mr.  Kennedy.     That  was  my  answer." 

"  And  what  did  he  say  when  you  told  him  ?'' 

"  I  do  not  know.  I  can  not  remember.  But 
he  behaved  very  well." 

"  And  now — if  he  were  to  love  me,  you  would 
grudge  me  his  love?" 

"Not  for  that  reason — not  if  I  know  myself. 
Oh  no !  I  would  not  be  so  selfish  as  that." 

"For  what  reason  then ?" 

"  Because  I  look  upon  it  as  written  in  heaven 
that  you  are  to  be  Oswald's  wife." 

"  Heaven's  writings  then  are  false,"  said  Vio- 
let, getting  up  and  walking  away. 

In  the  mean  time  Phineas  was  very  wretched 
at  home.  When  he  reached  his  lodgings  after 
leaving  the  House — after  his  short  conversation 
with  Mr.  Monk  —  he  tried  to  comfort  himself 
with  what  that  gentleman  had  said  to  him. 
For  awhile,  while  he  was  walking,  there  had 
been  some  comfort  in  Mr.  Monk's  words.  Mr. 
Monk  had  much  experience,  and  doubtless  knew 
what  he  was  saying  —  and  there  might  yet  be 
hope.  But  all  this  hope  faded  away  when 
Phineas  was  in  his  own  rooms.  There  came 
upon  him,  as  he  looked  round  them,  an  idea  that 
he  had  no  business  to  be  in  Parliament,  that  he 
was  an  impostor,  that  he  was  going  about  the 
world  under  false  pretenses,  and  that  he  would 
never  set  himself  aright,  even  unto  himself,  till 
he  had  gone  through  some  terrible  act  of  humil- 
iation. He  had  been  a  cheat  even  to  Mr.  Quin- 
tus  Slide  of  the  Banner,  in  accepting  an  invita- 
tion to  come  among  them.  He  had  been  n 
cheat  to  Lady  Laura,  in  that  he  had  induced 
her  to  think  that  he  was  fit  to  live  with  her. 
He  was  a  cheat  to  Violet  Effingham,  in  assum- 
ing that  he  was  capable  of  making  himself  agree- 
able to  her.  He  was  a  cheat  to  Lord  Chiltern 
when  riding  his  horses,  and  pretending  ro  be  a 
proper  associate  for  a  man  of  fortune.  Why — 
what  was  his  income?  What  his  birth?  What 
his  proper  position  ?  And  now  he  had  got  the 
reward  which  all  cheats  deserve.  Then  he 
went  to  bed,  and  as  he  lay  there  he  thought  of 
Mary  Flood  Jones.  Had  he  plighted  his  troth 
to  Mary,  and  then  have  woi'ked  like  a  slave 
under  Mr.  Low's  auspices,  he  would  not  have 
been  a  clieat. 

It  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  hardly  been 
asleep  when  the  girl  came  into  his  room  in  the 
morning.  "  Sir,"  said  she,  "  there's  that  gentle- 
man there." 

"What  gentleman  ?" 
"The  old  gentleman." 

Then  Phineas  knew  that  Mr.  Clarkson  was  in 
his  sitting-room,  and  that  he  would  not  leave  it 
till  he  had  seen  the  owner  of  the  room.  Nay, 
Phineas    was  pretty    sure    that    Mr.    Clarkson 


would  come  into  the  bedroom,  if  he  were  kept 
long  waiting.  "  Damn  the  old  gentleman,"  said 
Phineas  in  his  wrath  ;  and  the  maid-servant 
heard  him  say  so. 

In  about  twenty  minutes  he  went  out  into  the 
sitting-room,  with  his  slippers  on  and  in  his 
dressing-gown.  Suflfering  under  the  circum- 
stances of  such  an  emergency,  how  is  any  man 
to  go  through  the  work  of  dressing  and  washing 
with  proper  exactness  ?  As  to  the  prayers  which 
he  said  on  that  morning,  1  think  that  no  question 
should  be  asked.  He  came  out  with  a  black 
cloud  on  his  brow,  and  with  his  mind  half  made 
up  to  kick  ]\Ir.  Clarkson  out  of  the  room.  Mr. 
Clarkson,  when  he  saw  him,  moved  his  chin 
round  within  his  white  cravat,  as  was  a  custom 
with  him,  and  put  liis  thumb  and  forefinger  on 
his  lips,  and  then  shook  his  head. 

"  Very  bad,  Mr.  Finn  ;  very  bad  indeed  ;  very 
bad,  ain't  it?" 

"  You  coming  here  in  this  way  at  all  times  in 
the  day  is  very  bad,"  said  Phineas. 

"  And  where  would  you  have  me  go  ?  Would 
you  like  to  see  me  down  in  the  lobby  of  the 
House  ?' 

"  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Mr.  Clarkson,  I  don't 
want  to  see  you  anywhere." 

"Ah,  yes;  I  dare  say!  And  that's  what 
you  call  honest,  being  a  Parliament  gent!  You 
"had  my  money,  and  then  you  tell  me  you  don't 
want  to  see  me  any  more!" 

"  I  have  not  had  your  money,"  said  Phineas. 

"  But  let  me  tell  you,"  continued  Mr.  Clarkson, 
"  that  I  want  to  see  you — and  sh.ill  go  on  see- 
ing you  till  the  money  is  paid." 

"  I've  not  had  any  of  your  money,"  said 
Phineas. 

Mr.  Clarkson  again  twitched  his  chin  about 
on  the  top  of  his  cravat  and  smiled.  "Mr. 
Finn,"  said  he,  showing  the  bill,  "is  that  your 
name  ?" 

"  Yes,  it  is." 

"Then  I  want  my  money." 

'■  I  have  no  money  to  give  you." 

"  Do  be  punctual,  now.  Why  ain't  yon  punc- 
tual ?  I'd  do  any  thing  for  you  if  you  were 
punctual.  I  would,  indeed."  Mr.  Clarkson,  as 
he  said  this,  sat  down  in  the  chair  which  had 
been  placed  for  our  hero's  breakfast,  and  cutting 
a  slice  off"  the  loaf,  began  to  butter  it  with  great 
composure. 

"Mr.  Clarkson,"  said  Phineas,  "I  can  not 
ask  you  to  breakfast  here.     I  am  engaged." 

"  I'll  just  take  a  bit  of  bread  and  butter  all 
the  same,"  said  Clarkson.  "  Where  do  you  get 
your  butter?  Now  I  could  tell  you  a  woman 
who'd  give  it  you  cheaper  and  a  deal  better 
than  this.  This  is  all  lard.  Shall  I  send  her 
to  you?" 

"No,''  said  Phineas.  There  was  no  tea 
ready,  and  therefore  ^Ir.  Clarkson  emptied  the 
milk  into  a  cup  and  drank  it.  "After  this," 
said  Phineas,  "I  must  beg,  Jlr.  Clarkson,  that 
you  will  never  come  to  my  room  any  more.  I 
shall  not  be  at  home  to  you." 

"The  lobby  of  the  House  is  the  same  thing 
to  me,"  said  ]Mr.  Clarkson,  "They  know  me 
there  well.  I  wish  you'd  be  punctual,  and  then 
we'd  be  the  best  of  friends."  After  that  Mr. 
Clarkson,  having  finished  his  bread  and  butter, 
took  his  leave. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE  SECOND  KEADING  IS  CARRIED. 

The  debate  on  the  bill  was  prolonged  during 
the  whole  of  that  week.  Lord  Brentford,  who 
loved  his  seat  in  the  Cabinet  aiid  the  glory  of 
being  a  Minister,  better  even  than  he  loved  his- 
twrough,  had  taken  a  gloomy  estimate  when  he 
spoke  of  twenty-seven  defaulters,  and  of  the  bill 
as  certainly  lost.  Men  who  were  better  able 
tiian  he  to  make  estimates  —  the  Bon  teens  and 
Fitzgibbons  on  each  side  of  the  House,  and 
above  all,  the  Ratlers  and  Robys — produced  lists 
from  day  to  day  which  varied  now  by  three 
names  in  one  direction,  then  by  two  in  another, 
and  which  fluctuated  at  last  by  units  only.  They 
all  concurred  in  declaring  that  it  would  be  a 
very  near  division.  A  great  eifort  was  made  to 
close  the  debate  on  the  Friday,  but  it  failed,  and 
the  full  tide  of  speech  was  carried  on  till  the 
following  Monday.  On  that  morning  Phineas 
heard  Mr.  Ratler  declare  at  the  club  that,  as  far 
as  his  judgment  went,  the  division  at  that  mo- 
ment was  a  fair  subject  for  a  bet.  "  There  are 
two  men  doubtful  in  the  House,"  said  Mr.  Rat- 
Jer,  "  and  if  one  votes  on  one  side  and  one  on 
the  other,  or'if  neither  vote  at  all,  it  will  be  a 
tie."  Mr.  Roby,  however,  the  Whip  on  the  other 
side,  was  quite  sure  that  one  at  least  of  these 
gentlemen  would  go  into  his  lobby,  and  that  the 
other  would  not  go  into  Mr.  Ratler's  lobby.  I 
am  inclined  to  think  tliat  the  town  was  general- 
ly inclined  to  put  more  confidence  in  the  accura- 
cy of  Mr.  Roby  than  in  that  of  Mr.  Ratler ;  and 
among  betting  men  there  certainly  was  a  point 
given  by  those  who  backed  the  Conservatives. 
The  odds,  however,  were  lost,  for  on  the  division 
the  numbers  in  the  two  lobbies  were  equal,  and 
the  Speaker  gave  his  casting  vote  in  favor  of  the 
Government.  The  bill  was  read  a  second  time, 
and  was  lost,  as  a  matter  of  course,  in  reference 
to  any  subsequent  action.  Mr.  Roby  declared 
that  even  Mr.  Mildmay  could  not  £o  on  with 
nothing  but  the  Speaker's  vote  to  support  him. 
Mr.  Mildmay  had  no  doubt  felt  that  he  could 
not  go  on  with  his  bill  from  the  moment  in 
which  Mr.  Turnbull  had  declared  his  opposition  ; 
but  he  could  not  with  propriety  withdraw  it  in 
deference  to  Mr.  Turnbull's  opinion. 

During  the  week  Phineas  had  had  his  hands 
sufficiently  full.  Twice  he  had  gone  to  the  pot- 
ted peas  inquiry ;  but  he  had  been  at  the  office 
of  the  People  s  Banner  more  often  than  that. 
Bunce  had  been  very  resolute  in  his  determina- 
tion to  bring  an  action  against  the  police  for 
false  imprisonment,  even  though  he  spent  every 
shilling  of  his  savings  in  doing  so.  And  wh^i 
his  wife,  in  the  presence  of  Phineas,  begged  that 
by-gones  might  be  by-gones,  reminding  him  that 
spilled  milk  could  not  be  recovered,  he  called  her  a 
mean-spirited  woman.  Then  Mrs.  Bunce  wept 
a  flood  of  tears,  and  told  her  favorite  lodger  that 
for  her  all  comfort  in  this  world  was  over. 
"  Drat  the  reformers,  I  say.  And  I  wish  there 
was  no  Parliament;  so  I  do.  What's  the  use 
of  all  the  voting,  when  it  means  nothing  but 
dry  bread  and  cross  words  ?"  Phineas  by  no 
means  encouraged  his  landlord  in  his  litigious 
spirit,  advising  him  rather  to  keep  his  money  in 
his  pocket,  and  leave  tlie  fighting  of  the  battle  to 
the  columns  of  the  Pxinncr  —  which  would  fight 
it,  at   any   rate,  with    economy.     But  Bunce, 


though  he  delighted  in  the  Banner,  and  showed 
an  unfortunate  readiness  to  sit  at  the  feet  of  Mr. 
Quintus  Slide,  would  have  his  action  at  law  ;  in 
which  resolution  Mr.  Slide  did,  I  fear,  encourage 
him  behind  the  back  of  his  better  friend,  Phineas 
Finn. 

Phineas  went  with  Bunce  to  Mr.  Low's 
chambers — for  Mr.  Low  had  in  some  way  be- 
come acquainted  with  the  law-stationer's  jour- 
neyman— and  there  some  very  good  advice  was 
given.  "  Have  you  asked  yourself  what  is  your 
object,  Mr.  Bunce  ?"  said  Mr.  Low.  IMr.  Bunce 
declared  that  he  had  asked  himself  that  ques- 
tion, and  had  answered  it.  His  object  was  re- 
dress. "  In  the  shape  of  compensation  to  your- 
self," suggested  Mr.  Low.  No;  Mr.  Bunce 
would  not  admit  that  he  personally  required  any 
compensation.  The  redress  wanted  was  punish- 
ment to  the  man.  "  Is  it  for  vengeance  ?"  ask- 
ed Mr.  Low.  No ;  it  was  not  for  vengeance, 
Mr.  Bunce  declared.  "It  ought  not  to  bo," 
continued  Mr.  Low;  "because,  though  yon 
think  that  the  man  exceeded  in  his  duty,  you 
must  feel  that  he  was  doing  so  through  no  per- 
sonal ill-will  to  yourself." 

"What  I  want  is,  to  have  the  fellows  kept  in 
their  proper  places,"  said  Mr.  Bunce. 

"  Exactly  ;  and  therefore  these  things,  when 
they  occur,  are  mentioned  in  the  press  and  in 
Parliament,  and  the  attention  of  a  Secretary  of 
State  is  called  to  them.  Thank  God,  we  don't 
have  very  much  of  that  kind  of  thing  in 
England." 

"  May  be  we  shall  have  more  if  we  don't  look 
to  it,"  said  Bunce  stoutly. 

"  We  always  are  looking  to  it,"  said  Mr. 
Low — looking  to  it  very  carefully.  But  I  don't 
think  any  thing  is  to  be'  done  in  that  way  by  in- 
dictment against  a  single  man,  who.se  conduct 
has  been  already  approved  by  the  magistrates. 
If  you  want  notoriety,  Mr.  Bunce,  and  don't 
mind  what  yoir  pay  for  it ;  or  have  got  any  body 
else  to  pay  for  it ;  then  indeed — " 

"  There  ain't  nobody  to  pay  for  it,"  said 
Bunce,  waxing  angry. 

"Then  I  certainly  should  not  pay  for  it  my- 
self if  I  were  you,"  said  Mr.  Low. 

But  Bunce  was  not  to  be  counseled  out  of 
his  intention.  When  he  was  out  in  the  square 
with  Phineas  he  expressed  great  anger  against 
Mr.  Low.  "He  don't  know  what  jiatriotism 
means,"  said  the  law  scrivener.  "  And  then  he 
talks  to  me  about  notoriety  !  It  has  always  been 
the  same  way  with  'em.  If  a  man  shows  a 
spark  of  public  feeling,  it's  all  hambition.  I  don't 
want  no  notoriety.  1  wants  to  earn  my  bread 
peaceably,  and  to  be  let  alone  when  I'm  about 
my  own  business.  I  pays  rates  for  the  police 
to  look  after  rogues,  not  to  haul  folks  about  and 
lock  'em  up  for  days  and  nights,  who  is  a-doing 
what  they  has  a  legal  right  to  do."  After  that, 
Bunce  went  to  his  attorney,  to  the  great  detri- 
ment of  the  business  at  tlic  stationer's  shop,  and 
Pliineas  visited  tlie  office  of  the  Peo/ik's  Banner. 
There  he  wrote  a  leading  article  about  Bunce's 
case,  for  which  he  was  in  due  time  to  be  paid  a 
guinea.  After  all,  the  J^eojih's  Banner  might 
do  more  for  him  in  this  way  than  ever  would  be 
done  by  Parliament.  Mr.  Slide,  however,  and 
another  gentleman  at  the  Banner  office,  much 
older  than  Mr.  Slide,  who  announced  himself  as 
the  actual  editor,  were  anxious   that  Pliineas 
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should  rid  himself  of  his  heterodox  political 
resolutions  about  the  ballot.  It  was  not  that 
they  cared  much  about  his  own  opinions  ;  and 
when  Phineas  attempted  to  argue  with  the  edit- 
or on  the  merits  of  the  ballot,  the  editor  put  him 
down  very  shortly.  "We  go  in  for  it,  Mr. 
Finn,"  he  said.  If  Mr.  Finn  would  go  in  for  it 
too,  the  editor  seemed  to  think  that  Mr.  Finn 
might  make  himself  very  useful  at  the  Banner 
office.  Phineas  stoutly  maintained  that  this 
was  impossible,  and  was  therefore  driven  to  con- 
fine his  articles  in  the  service  of  the  people  to 
those  open  subjects  on  which  his  oinnions  agreed 
with  those  of  the  People's  Banner.  This  was 
his  second  article,  and  the  editor  seemed  to 
think  that,  backward  as  he  was  about  the  ballot, 
he  was  too  useful  an  aid  to  be  thrown  aside. 
A  member  of  Parliament  is  not  now  all  that  he 
was  once,  but  still  there  is  a  prestige  in  the  let- 
ters affixed  to  his  name  which  makes  him  loom 
larger  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  than  other  men. 
Get  into  Parliament,  if  it  be  but  for  the  borough 
of  Loughshane,  and  the  People's  Banners  all 
round  will  be  glad  of  your  assistance,  as  will 
also  companies  limited  and  unlimited  to  a  very 
marvelous  extent.  Pliineas  wrote  his  article 
and  promised  to  look  in  again,  and  so  they  went 
on.  Mr.  Quintus  Slide  continued  to  assure  him 
that  a  "horgan"  was  indispensable  to  him,  and 
Phineas  began  to  accommodate  his  ears  to  the 
sound  which  had  at  first  been  so  disagreeable. 
He  found  that  his  acquaintance,  Mr.  Slide,  had 
ideas  of  his  own  as  to  getting  into  the  'Ouse  at 
some  future  time.  "  I  always  look  upon  the 
'Ouse  as  my  oyster,  and  'ere's  my  sword,"  said 
Mr.  Slide,  brandishing  an  old  quill  pen.  "And 
I  feel  that  if  once  there  I  could  get  along.  I 
do  indeed.  What  is  it  a  man  wants  ?  It's  only 
pluck,  that  he  shouldn't  funk  because  a  'undred 
other  men  are  looking  at  him."  Then  Phineas 
asked  him  whether  he  had  any  idea  of  a  con- 
stituency, to  which  Mr.  Slide  replied  that  he 
had  no  absolutely  formed  intention.  Many 
boroughs,  however,  would  doubtless  be  set  free 
from  aristocratic  influence  by  the  redistribution 
of  seats  which  must  take  place,  as  Mr.  Slide  de- 
clared, at  any  rate  in  the  next  session.  Then 
he  named  the  borough  of  Loughton  ;  and  Phin- 
eas Finn,  thinking  of  Saulsby,  thinking  of  the 
earl,  thinking  of  Lady  Laura,  and  thinking  of 
Violet,  walked  away  disgusted.  Would  it  not 
be  better  that  the  quiet  town,  clustering  close 
round  the  walls  of  Saulsby,  should  remain  as  it 
was,  than  that  it  should  be  polluted  by  the  pres- 
ence of  Mr.  Quintus  Slide  ? 

On  the  last  day  of  the  debate,  at  a  few  mo- 
ments before  four  o'clock,  Phineas  encountered 
another  terrible  misfortune.  He  had  been  at 
the  potted  peas  since  twelve,  and  had  on  this 
occasion  targed  two  or  three  commissariat  of- 
ficers very  tightly  with  questions  respecting 
cabbages  and  potatoes,  and  had  asked  whether 
the  officers  on  board  a  certain  ship  did  not  al- 
ways eat  preserved  asparagus  while  the  men 
had  not  even  a  bean.  I  fear  that  he  had  been 
put  up  to  this  business  by  Mr.  Quintus  Slide, 
and  that  he  made  himself  nasty.  There  was, 
however,  so  much  nastiness  of  the  kind  going, 
that  his  little  effort  made  no  great  difference. 
The  Conservative  membors  of  the  Committee, 
on  whose  side  of  the  House  the  inquiry  had 
originated,  did  not  scruple  to  lay  all  manner  of 


charges  to  officers  whom,  were  they  themselves 
in  power,  they  would  be  bound  to  support  and 
would  support  with  all  their  energies.  About 
a  quarter  before  four  the  members  of  the  Com- 
mittee had  dismissed  their  last  witness  for  the 
day,  being  desirious  of  not  losing  their  chance 
of  seats  on  so  important  an  occasion,  and  hur- 
ried down  into  the  lobby,  so  that  they  might  en- 
ter the  House  before  prayers.  Phineas  here 
was  buttoned-holed  by  Barrington  Erie,  who 
said  something  to  him  as  to  the  approaching 
division.  They  were  standing  in  front  of  the 
door  of  the  House,  almost  in  the  middle  of  the 
lobby,  with  a  crowd  of  members  round  them, 
on  a  spot  which,  as  frequenters  know,  is  hallow- 
ed ground,  and  must  not  be  trodden  by 
strangers.  He  was  in  the  act  of  answering  Erie, 
when  he  was  touched  on  the  arm,  and  on  turn- 
ing round,  saw  Mr.  Clarkson.  "About  that 
little  bill,  Mr.  Finn,"  said  the  horrible  man, 
turning  his  chin  round  over  his  M'hite  cravat. 
"They  always  tell  me  at  your  lodgings  that  yoti 
ain't  at  home."  By  this  time  a  policeman  was 
explaining  to  Mr.  Clarkson  with  gentle  violence 
that  he  must  not  stand  there,  that  he  must  go 
aside  into  one  of  the  corners.  "I  know  all 
that,"  said  Mr.  Clarkson,  retreating.  "Of 
course  I  do.  But  what  is  a  man  to  do  when  a 
gent  won't  see  him  at  home  ?"  Mr.  Clarkson 
stood  aside  in  his  corner  quietly,  giving  the  po- 
liceman no  occasion  for  farther  action  against 
him ;  but  in  retreating  he  spoke  loud,  and 
there  was  a  lull  of  voices  around,  and  twenty 
members  at  least  haid  heard  what  had  been  said. 
Phineas  Finn  no  doubt  had  his  prinlege,  but 
Mr.  Clarkson  was  determined  that  the  privi- 
lege should  avail  him  as  little  as  possible. 

It  was  very  hard.  The  real  off"ender,  the 
Lord  of  the  Treasury,  the  peer's  son,  with  a 
thousand  a  year  paid  by  the  country,  was  not 
treated  with  this  cruel  persecution.  Phineas 
had  in  truth  never  taken  a  farthing  from  any 
one  but  his  father  ;  and  though  doubtless  he 
owed  something  at  this  moment,  he  had  no  cred- 
itor of  his  own  that  was  even  angry  with  him. 
As  the  world  goes  he  was  a  clear  man,  but  for 
this  debt  of  his  friend  Fitzgibbon.  He  left 
Barrington  Erie  in  the  lobby,  and  hurried  into 
the  House,  blushing  up  to  the  eyes.  He  looked 
for  Fitzgibbon  in  his  place,  but  the  Lord  of  the 
Treasury  was  not  as  yet  there.  Doubtless  he 
would  be  there  for  the  division,  and  Phineas  re- 
solved that  he  would  speak  a  bit  of  his  mind  be- 
fore he  let  his  friend  out  of  his  sight. 

There  were  some  great  speeches  made  on  that 
evening.  Mr.  Gresham  delivered  an  oration 
of  which  men  said  that  it  would  be  known  in 
England  as  long  as  there  were  any  words  re- 
maining of  English  eloquence.  In  it  he  taunt- 
ed Mr.  Turnbull  with  being  a  recreant  to  the 
people,  of  whom  he  called  himself  so  often  the 
champion.  But  Mr.  Turnbull  was  not  in  the 
least  moved.  Mr.  Gresham  knew  well  enough 
that  Mr.  Turnbull  was  not  to  be  moved  by  any 
words ;  but  the  words  were  not  the  less  telling 
to  the  House  and  to  the  country.  Men,  who 
heard  it,  said  that  Mr.  Gresham  "forgot  himself 
in  that  speech,  forgot  his  party,  forgot  Iiis  strat- 
egy, forgot  his  long-drawn  schemes,  even  his 
love  of  applause,  and  thought  only  of  his  cause. 
Mr.  Daubeny  replied  to  him  with  equal  genius, 
and  with  equal  skill,  if  not  with  equal  heart. 
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Mr.  Grcsham  had  asked  for  the  approbation  of 
all  present  and  of  all  future  reformers.  Mr.  Dau- 
beny  denied  him  both,  the  one  because  he  would 
not' succeed,  and  the  other  because  he  would 
not  have  deserved  success.  Then  Mr.  Mild- 
may  made  his  rej)ly,  getting  uii  at  about  three 
o'clock,  aiid  uttered  a  prayer — a  futile  prayer — 
that  tliis  his  last  work  on  behalf  of  his  country- 
men might  be  successful.  His- bill  was  read  a 
second  time,  as  I  have  said  before,  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  casting  vote  of  the  Speaker,  but  a 
majority  such  as  that  was  tantamount  to  a  de- 
feat. 

There  was,  of  course,  on  that  night  no  decla- 
ration as  to  what  the  Ministers  would  do.  With- 
out a  meeting  of  the  Cabinet,  and  without  some 
farther  consideration,  though  each  might  know 
that  the  bill  would  be  withdrawn,  they  could  not 
say  in  what  way  they  would  act.  But  late  as  was 
the  hour,  there  were  many  words  on  the  subject 
before  members  were  in  their  beds.  Mi-.  Turn- 
bull  and  Mr.  Monk  left  the  house  together,  and 
perhaps  no  two  gentlemen  in  it  had  in  former 
sessions  been  more  in  the  habit  of  walking  home 
arm  in  arm  and  discussing  what  each  had  heard 
and  what  each  had  said  in  that  assembly.  Lat- 
terly these  two  men  had  gone  strangely  asunder 
in  their  paths — ver}'  strangely  for  men  who  had 
for  years  walked  so  closely  together.  And  this 
separation  had  been  marked  by  violent  words 
spoken  against  each  other — by  violent  words, 
at  least,  spoken  against  him  in  office  by  the  one 
v,'ho  had  never  contaminated  his  hands  by  the 
Queen's  shilling.  And  yet,  on  such  an  occasion 
as  this,  they  were  able  to  walk  away  from  the 
house  arm  in  arm,  and  did  not  fly  at  each  oth- 
er's throat  by  the  way. 

"  Singular  enough,  is  it  not,"  said  Mr.  Turn- 
bull,  "  that  the  thing  should  have  been  so 
close  ?" 

"Very  odd,"  said  Mr.  Monk;  "but  men 
have  said  that  it  would  be  so  all  the  week." 

"  Gresham  was  very  fine,"  said  Mr.  Turn- 
bull. 

"  Very  fine,  indeed.  I  never  have  heard  any 
thing  like  it  before." 

"Daubeny  was  very  powerful  too,"  said  Mr. 
Turnbull. 

"  Yes — no  doubt.  The  occasion  was  great, 
and  he  answered  to  the  spur.  But  Gresham's 
was  the  speech  of  the  debate." 

"Well — yes  ;  perhaps  it  was,"  said  Mr.  Turn- 
bull,  who  was  thinking  of  his  own  flight  the  oth- 
er night,  and  who  among  his  special  friends  had 
been  much  praised  for  what  lie  had  then  done. 
But  of  course  he  made  no  allusion  to  his  own 
doings,  or  to  those  of  Mr.  Monk.  In  this  way 
they  conversed  for  some  twenty  minutes,  till  they 
parted ;  but  neither  of  them  interrogated  the 
other  as  to  what  either  might  be  called  upon  to 
do  in  consequence  of  the  division  wjiich  had  just 
been  effected.  They  might  still  be  intimate 
friends,  but  the  days  of  confidence  between  them 
were  passed. 

Phineas  had  seen  Laurence  Fitzgihhon  enter 
the  House,  which  ho  did  quite  late  in  tlie  night, 
so  as  to  be  in  time  for  the  division.  No  doubt 
he  had  dined  in  the  House,  and  had  been  all  the 
evening  in  the  library,  or  in  the  smoking-room 
When  .Mr.  Mildniay  w!\s  on  liis  legs  making  his 
reply,  Fit/.cil)bon  had  sauntered  in,  not  choosing 
to  wait  till  he  might  be  rung  up  by  the  bell  at 


the  last  moment.  Phineas  was  near  him  as  they 
passed  by  the  tellers,  near  him  in  the  lobby,  and 
near  him  again  as  they  all  passed  back  into  the 
House.  But  at  the  last  moment  he  thouglit  that 
he  would  miss  his  prey.  In  the  crowd  as  they 
left  the  House  he  failed  to  get  his  hand  upon  his 
friend's  shoulder.  But  he  hurried  down  the 
members'  passage,  and  just  at  the  gate  leading 
out  into  Westminster  Hall  he  overtook  Fitzgib- 
bon  walking  arm  in  arm  witii  Barrington  Erie.  , 
"Laurence,"  he  said,  taking  hold  of  his  coun- 
tryman with  a  decided  grasp,  "  I  want  to  speak 
to  you  for  a  moment,  if  you  ])lease." 

"  Speak  away,"  said  Laurence.  Then  Phine- 
as, looking  up  into  his  face,  knew  very  well  that 
he  had  been — what  the  world  calls,  dining. 

Phineas  remembered  at  the  moment  that  Bar- 
rington Erie  had  been  close  to  him  when  the 
odious  money-lender  had  touched  his  arm  and 
made  his  inquiry  about  that  "little  bill."  He 
much  wished  to  make  Erie  understand  that  the 
debt  was  not  his  own,  that  he  was  not  in  the 
hands  of  usurers  in  reference  to  his  own  concerns. 
But  there  was  a  feeling  within  him  tliat  he 
still,  even  still,  owed  something  to  his  friendship 
to  Fitzgibbon.  "Just  give  me  your  arm,  and 
come  on  with  me  for  a  minute,"  said  Phineas. 
"  Erie  will  excuse  us." 

"Oh,  blazes!"  said  Laurence,  "what  is  it 
you're  after  ?  I  ain't  good  at  private  confer- 
ences at  three  in  the  morning.  We're  all  out, 
and  isn't  that  enough  for  ye?" 

"  I  have  been  dreadfully  annoyed  to-night," 
said  Phineas,  "  and  I  wished  to  speak  to  you 
about  it." 

"  Bcdad,  Finn,  my  boy,  and  there  are  a  good 
many  of  us  are  annoyed — eh,  Barrington  ?" 

Pliineas  perceived  clearly  that  though  Fitzgib- 
bon had  been  dining,  there  was  as  much  of  cun- 
ning in  all  this  as  of  wine,  and  he  was  deter- 
mined not  to  submit  to  such  unlimited  ill-usage. 
"  My  annoyance  comes  from  your  friend,  Mr. 
Clarkson,  who  had  the  impudence  to  address  me 
in  the  lobby  of  the  House." 

"And  serve  you  right,  too,  Finn,  my  boy. 
Why  the  devil  did  you  sport  your  oak  to  him  ? 
He  has  told  me  all  about  it.  There  ain't  such  a 
patient  little  fellow  as  Clarkson  anywhere,  if 
you'll  only  let  him  have  his  own  way.  He'll 
look  in,  as  he  calls  it,  three  times  a  week  for  a 
whole  season,  and  do  nothing  farther.  Of  course 
he  don't  like  to  be  locked  out." 

"  Is  that  the  gentleman  with  whom  the  police 
interfered  in  the  lobby  ?"  Erie  inquired. 

"A  confounded  bill-discounter  to  whom  our 
friend  here  has  introduced  me,  for  his  own  jtur- 
poses,"  said  Phineas. 

"A  very  gentleman-like  fellow,"  said  Lau- 
rence. "Barrington  knows  him,  I  dare  say. 
Look  here,  Finn,  my  boy,  take  my  advice.  Ask 
him  to  breakfast,  and  let  him  understand  that 
the  house  will  always  be  open  to  him."  After 
this  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  and  Barrington  Erie 
got  into  a  cab  together,  and  were  driven  away. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 

A     CAniNET    MEETING. 

And  now  will  the  Muses  assist  me  while  I  sing 
an  altogether  new  song?     On  the  Tuesday  the 
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Cabinet  met  at  the  First  Lord's  official  residence 
in  Downing  Street,  and  I  will  attempt  to  describe 
what,  according  to  the  bewildered  brain  of  a 
poor  fictionist,  was  said  or  might  have  been  said, 
what  was  done  or  might  have  been  done,  on  so 
august  an  occasion. 

The  poor  fictionist  very  frequently  finds  him- 
self to  have  been  wrong  in  his  description  of 
things  in  general,  and  is  told  so  roughly  by  the 
critics,  and  tenderly  by  the  friends  of  his  bosom. 
He  is  moved  to  tell  of  things  of  which  he  omits  to 
learn  the  nature  before  he  tells  of  them,  as  should 
be  done  by  a  strictly  honest  fictionist.  He  catch- 
es salmon  in  October  ;  or  shoots  his  partridges  in 
March.  His  dahlias  bloom  in  June,  and  his 
birds  sing  in  the  autumn.  He  opeTis  the  opera- 
houses  before  Easter,  and  makes  Parliament  sit 
on  a  Wednesday  evening.  And  then  those  ter- 
rible meshes  of  the  Law  !  How  is  a  fictionist, 
in  these  excited  days,  to  create  the  needed  biting 
interest  without  legal  difficulties  ;  and  how  again 
is  he  to  steer  his  little  bark  clear  of  so  many 
rocks,  when  the  rocks  and  the  shoals  have  been 
purposely  arranged  to  make  the  taking  of  a  pilot 
on  board  a  necessity  ?  As  to  those  law  meshes,  a 
benevolent  pilot  will,  indeed,  now  and  again  give 
a  poor  fictionist  a  helping  hand,  not  used,  how- 
ever, generally,  with  much  discretion.  But  from 
whom  is  any  assistance  to  come  in  the  august 
matter  of  a  Cabinet  assembly?  There  can  be 
no  such  assistance.  No  man  can  tell  aught  but 
they  who  will  tell  nothing.  But  then,  again, 
there  is  this  safety,  that  let  tlio  story  be  ever  so 
mistold,  let  the  fiction  be  ever  so  far  removed 
from  the  truth,  no  critic  short  of  a  Cabinet  Min- 
ister himself  can  convict  the  narrator  of  error. 

It  was  a  large  dingy  room,  covered  with  a  Tur- 
key carpet,  and  containing  a  dark  polished  ma- 
hogany dinnei"-table,  on  very  heavy  carved  legs, 
which  an  old  messenger  was  preparing  at  two 
o'clock  in  the  day  for  the  use  of  Her  Majesty's  Min- 
isters. The  table  would  have  been  large  enough 
for  fourteen  guests,  and  along  the  side  farther 
from  the  fire  there  were  placed  some  six  heavy 
chairs,  good  comfortable  chairs,  stufi^ed  at  the 
back  as  well  as  the  seat,  but  on  the  side  nearer 
to  the  fire  the  chairs  were  placed  irregularly  ;  and 
there  were  four  arm-chairs,  two  on  one  side  and 
two  on  the  otlier.  There  were  four  windows  to 
the  room,  which  looked  on  to  St.  James's  Park, 
and  the  curtains  of  the  windows  were  dark  and 
heavy,  as  became  the  gravity  of  the  purposes  to 
which  that  chamber  was  a])propriated.  In  old 
days  it  had  been  the  dining-room  of  one  Prime 
Minister  after  another.  To  Pitt  it  had  been  the 
abode  of  his  own  familiar  prandial  Penates,  and 
Lord  Liverpool  had  been  dull  there  among  his 
dull  friends  for  long  year  after  year.  The  Min- 
isters of  the  present  day  find  it  more  convenient 
to  live  in  private  homes,  and,  indeed,  not  unfre- 
quently  carry  their  Cabinets  with  them.  But, 
under  Mr.  Mildmay's  rule,  the  meetings  were 
generally  held  in  the  old  room  at  the  official  res- 
idence. Thrice  did  the  aged  messenger  move 
each  arm-chair,  now  a  little  this  way  and  now  a 
little  that,  and  then  look  at  them  as  though 
something  of  the  tendency  of  the  coming  meet- 
ing might  depend  on  the  comfort  of  its  leading 
members.  If  Mr.  Mildmay  should  find  himself 
to  be  quite  comfortable,  so  that  he  could  hear 
what  was  said  without  a  struggle  to  his  ear,  and 
see  his  colleagues'  faces  clearly,  and  feel  the  fire 


without  burning  his  shins,  it  might  be  possible 
that  he  would  not  insist  upon  resigning.  If  this 
were  so,  how  important  was  the  work  now  con- 
fided to  the  hands  of  that  aged  messenger ! 
When  his  anxious  eyes  had  glanced  round  the 
room  some  half  a  dozen  times,  when  he  had 
touched  each  curtain,  laid  his  hand  ui)on  every 
chair,  and  dusted  certain  papers  which  lay  upou 
a  side-table,  and  which  had  been  lying  there  for 
two  years,  and  at  which  no  one  ever  looked  or 
would  look,  he  gently  crept  away  and  ensconced 
himself  in  an  easy-chair  not  far  from  the  door 
of  the  chamber.  For  it  might  be  necessary  to 
stop  the  attempt  of  a  rash  intruder  on  those  se- 
cret counsels. 

Very  shortly  there  was  heard  the  ring  of  va- 
rious voices  in  the  passages — the  voices  of  men 
speaking  pleasantly,  the  voices  of  men  with 
whom  it  seemed,  from  their  tone,  that  things 
were  doing  well  in  the  world.  And  then  a  clus- 
ter of  four  or  five  gentlemen  entered  the  room. 
At  first  sight  they  seemed  to  be  as  ordinary  gen- 
tlemen as  you  shall  meet  anywhere  about  Pall 
Mall  on  an  afternoon.  There  was  nothing  about 
their  outward  appearance  of  theaugust  wiggery  of 
state  craft,  nothing  of  the  ponderous  dignity  of 
ministerial  position.  That  little  man  in  the 
square-cut  coat — we  may  almost  call  it  a  shoot- 
ing-coat— swinging  an  umbrella  and  wearing  no 
gloves,  is  no  less  a  person  than  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor— Lord  Weazeling — who  made  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds  as  Attorney-General,  and  is 
supposed  to  be  the  best  lawyer  of  his  age.  He 
is  fift>%  but  he  looks  to  be  hardly  over  forty,  and 
one  might  take  him  to  be,  from  his  appearance, 
perha])s  a  clerk  in  the  War  Office,  well-to-do, 
and  ])opular  among  his  brother-clerks.  Imme- 
diately with  him  is  Sir  Harry  Coldfoot,  also  a 
lawyer  by  profession,  though  he  has  never  prac- 
ticed. He  has  been  in  the  House  for  nearly  thirty 
years,  and  is  now  at  the  Home  Office.  He  is  a 
stout,  healthy,  grey-haired  gentleman,  who  cer- 
tainly does  not  wear  the  cares  of  office  on  his 
face.  Perhaps,  however,  no  Minister  gets  more 
bullied  than  he  by  the  press,  and  men  say  that 
he  will  be  very  willing  to  give  up  to  some  polit- 
ical enemy  the  control  of  the  police,  and  the 
onerous  duty  of  judging  in  all  criminal  appeals. 
Behind  these  come  our  friend  Mr.  Monk,  young 
Lord  Cantrip  from  the  Colonies  next  door,  than 
whom  no  smarter  young  peer  now  does  honor  - 
to  our  hereditary  legislature,  and  Sir  Marma- 
duke  Morecombe,  the  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy 
of  Lancaster.  Why  Sir  Marniaduke  has  always 
been  placed  in  Mr.  Mildmay's  Cabinets  nobody 
ever  knew.  As  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy  he  has 
nothing  to  do — and  were  there  any  thing,  he 
would  not  do  it.  He  rarely  speaks  in  the  House, 
and  then  does  not  speak  well.  He  is  a  hand- 
some man,  or  would  be  but  for  an  assumption 
of  grandeur  in  the  carriage  of  his  eyes,  giving 
to  his  face  a  character  of  pomposity  which  he 
himself  well  deserves.  He  was  in  the  Guards 
when  young,  and  has  been  in  Parliament  since 
he  ceased  to  be  young.  It  must  be  supposed  that 
Mr.  Mildmay  has  found  something  in  him,  for 
he  has  been  included  in  three  successive  Liberal 
Cabinets.  He  has  probably  the  virtue  of  being 
true  to  Mr.  Mildmay,  and  of  being  duly  submis- 
sive to  one  whom  he  recognizes  as  his  superior. 

Within  two  minutes  afterward  the  duke  fol- 
lowed, with  Plantagenet  Palliser.     The   duke, 
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as  all  the  world  knows,  was  the  Duke  of  St. 
Bungay,  the  very  front  and  head  of  the  aristo- 
cratic "old  Whigs  of  the  country — a  man  who 
has  been  thrice  spoken  of  as  Prime  Minister,  and 
who  really  might  have  filled  the  office  had  he 
not  known  himself  to  be  unfit  for  it.  The  duke 
has  been  consulted  as  to  the  making  of  Cabinets 
for  the  last  five-and-thirty  years,  and  is  even 
now  not  an  old  man  in  appearance;  a  fussy, 
popular,  clever,  conscientious  man,  whose  diges- 
tion lias  been  too  good  to  make  politics  a  burden 
to  him,  but  who  lias  thought  seriously  about  his 
country,  and  is  one  who  will  be  sure  to  leave 
memoirs  behind  him.  He  was  born  in  the 
semi-purple  of  ministerial  influences,  and  men 
say  of  him  that  he  is  honester  than  his  uncle, 
who  was  Canning's  friend,  but  not  so  great  a 
man  as  his  grandfather,  with  whom  Fox  once 
quarreled,  and  whom  Burke  loved.  Plantagenet 
Palliser,  himself  the  heir  to  a  dukedom,  was  the 
young  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequei",  of  whom 
some  statesmen  thought  much  as  the  rising  star 
of  the  age.  If  industry,  rectitude  of  purpose, 
and  a  certain  clearness  of  intellect  may  prevail, 
Planty  Pall,  as  he  is  familiarly  called,  may  be- 
come a  great  Minister. 

Then  came  Viscount  Thrift  by  himself — the 
First  Lord  of  the  Admiralty,  with  the  whole 
weight  of  a  new  iron-clad  fleet  upon  his  shoul- 
ders. He  has  undertaken  the  Herculean  task  of 
cleansing  the  dock-yards — and  with  it  the  lesser 
work  of  keeping  afloat  a  navy  that  may  be  es- 
teemed by  his  countrymen  to  be  the  best  in  the 
world.  And  he  thinks  that  he  will  do  both,  if 
only  Mr.  Mildmay  will  not  resign  ;  an  industri- 
ous, honest,  self-denying  nobleman,  who  works 
without  ceasing  from  morn  to  night,  and  who 
hopes  to  rise  in  time  to  high  things — to  the  trans- 
lating of  Homer,  perhaps,  and  the  wearing  of  the 
Garter. 

Close  behind  them  there  was  a  ruck  of  Minis- 
ters, with  the  much  honored  grey-haired  old 
Premier  in  the  midst  of  them.  There  was  Mr. 
Gresham,  the  Foreign  Minister,  said  to  be  the 
greatest  orator  in  Europe,  on  whose  shoulders  it 
was  thought  that  the  mantle  of  Mr.  Mildmay 
/  would  fall — to  be  worn,  however,  quite  otherwise 
V  than  Mr.  Mildmay  had  worn  it.  For  Mr.  Gresli- 
am  is  a  man  with  no  feelings  for  the  past,  void 
of  historical  associations,  hardly  with  memo- 
ries— living  altogether  for  the  future,  which  he  is 
anxious  to  fashion  anew  out  of  the  vigor  of  his 
own  brain.  Whereas,  with  Mr.  Mildmay,  even 
his  love  of  Reform  is  an  inherited  passion  for  an 
old  world  Liberalism.  And  there  was  Vv-ith  them 
Mr.  Legge  Wilson,  the  brother  of  a  peer.  Secre- 
tary at  AVar,  agreat  scholar  and  a  polished  gentle- 
man, very  proud  of  his  position  as  a  Cabinet 
Minister,  but  conscious  that  he  has  hardly  earn- 
ed it  by  political  work.  And  Lord  Plinlimmon 
is  with  tliem,  the  Comptroller  of  India — of  all 
working  hn-ds  the  most  jaunty,  the  most  pleas- 
ant, and  the  most  pojjular,  very  good  at  taking 
chairs  at  dinners,  and  making  becoming  speeches 
at  the  shortest  notice,  a  man  apparently  very 
free  and  open  in  liis  ways  of  life — but  cautious 
enough  in  truth  as  to  every  step,  knowing  well 
how  hard  it  is  to  ciinih  and  how  easy  to  fall. 
Mr.  Mildmay  entered  the  room  leaning  on  Lord 
Plinlimmon's  arm,  and  when  he  made  his  way 
up  among  the  arm-chairs  upon  the  rug  before 
the  fire,  the  others  clustered  around  him  with 


cheering  looks  and  kindly  questions.  Then  came 
the  Privy  Seal,  our  old  friend  Lord  Brentford, 
last,  and  I  would  say  least,  but  that  the  words  of 
no  councilor  could  go  for  less  in  such  as  assem- 
blage than  will  those  of  Sir  Marmaduke  More- 
combe,  the  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy  of  Lancaster. 
Mr.  Mildmay  was  soon  seated  in  one  of  the 
arm-chairs,  while  Lord  Plinlimmon  leaned 
against  the  table  close  at  his  elbow.  Mr.  Gresh- 
am stood  upright  at  the  corner  of  the  chimney- 
piece  farthest  from  Mr.  Mildmay,  and  Mr.  Pal- 
liser at  that  nearest  to  him.  The  duke  took 
the  arm-chair  close  at  Mr.  Mildmay's  left 
hand.  Lord  Plinlimmon  was,  as  I  have  said, 
leaning  against  the  table,  but  the  Lord  Chan- 
cellor, who  was  next  to  him,  sat  upon  it.  Vis- 
count Thrift  and  Mr.  Monk  occupied  chairs  on 
the  farther  side  of  the  table,  near  to  Mr.  Mild- 
may's  end,  and  Mr.  Legge  Wilson  jilaced  him- 
self at  the  head  of  the  table,  thus  joining  them 
as  it  were  into  a  body.  The  Home  Secretary 
stood  before  the  Lord  Chancellor,  screening  him 
from  the  fire,  and  the  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy, 
after  waiting  for  a  few  minutes  as  though  in 
doubt,  took  one  of  the  vacant  arm-chairs.  The 
young  Lord  from  the  Colonies  stood  a  little  be- 
hind the  shoulders  of  his  great  friend  from  the 
Foreign  Office ;  and  the  Privy  Seal,  after  mov- 
ing about  for  awhile  uneasily,  took  a  chair  be- 
hind the  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy.  One  arm- 
chair was  thus  left  vacant,  but  there  was  no 
other  comer. 

"It  is  not  so  bad  as  I  thought  it  would  be," 
said  the  duke,  speaking  aloud,  but  nevertheless 
addressing  himself  specially  to  his  chief. 

"It  was  bad  enough,"  said  Mr.  Mildmay, 
laughing. 

"Bad  enough  indeed,"  said  Sir  Marmaduke 
Morecombe,  without  any  laughter. 

"  And  such  a  good  bill  lost,"  said  Lord  Plin- 
limmon. "The  worst  of  these  failures  is,  that 
the  same  identical  bill  can  never  be  brought  in 
again." 

"  So  that  if  the  lost  bill  was  best,  the  bill  that 
will  not  be  lost  can  only  be  second  best,"  said 
the  Lord  Chancellor. 

"  I  certainly  did  think  that  after  the  debate  be- 
fore  Easter  we  should  not  have  come  to  ship- 
wreck about  the  ballot,"  said  Mr.  Mildmay. 

"It  was  brewing  for  us  all  along,"  said  Mr. 
Gresham,  who  then  with  a  gesture  of  liis  hand 
and  a  pressure  of  his  lips  withheld  words  which 
he  was  nearly  uttering,  and  which  would  not, 
probably,  have  been  complimentary  to  Mr. 
Turnbu'll.  As  it  was,  he  turned  half  round  and 
said  something  to  Lord  Cantrip  which  was  not 
audible  to  any  one  else  in  the  room.  It  was 
worthy  of  note,  however,  that  Mr.  Turnbull's 
name  was  not  once  mentioned  aloud  at  that 
meeting. 

"I  am  afraid  it  was  brewing  all  along,"  said 
Sir  Marmaduke  Morecombe  gravely. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,  we  must  take  it  as  we  get 
it,"  said  Mr.  Mildmay,  still  smiling.  "And 
now  we  must  consider  what  we  shall  do  at  once." 
Then  he  paused  as  though  expecting  that  coun- 
sel would  come  to  him  first  from  one  colleague 
and  then  from  another.  But  no  such  counsel 
came,  and  ])robahly  ]Mr.  Mildmay  did  not  in  the 
least  expect  that  it  would  come. 

"We  can  not  stay  where  we  are,  of  course," 
said  the  duke.     The  duke  was  privileged  to  say 
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as  much  as  that.  But  though  every  man  in  the 
room  knew  that  it  must  be  so,  no  one  but  the 
duke  would  have  said  it,  before  Mr.  Mildmay 
had  spoken  plainly  himself. 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Mildmay;  "I  suppose  that 
we  can  hardly  stay  where  we  are.  Probably 
none  of  us  wish  it,  gentlemen."  Then  he  look- 
ed round  upon  his  colleagues,  and  there  came  a 
sort  of  an  assent,  though  there  were  no  spoken 
words.  The  sound  from  SirMarmaduke  More- 
combe  was  louder  than  that  from  the  others; 
but  yet  from  him  it  was  no  more  than  an  attest- 
ing grunt.  "We  have  two  things  to  consider," 
continued  Mr.  Mildmay— and  though  he  spoke 
in  a  very  low  voice,  every  word  was  heard  by  all 
present— "two  things  chiefly,  that  is;  the  work 
of  the  country  and  the  Queen's  comfort.  I  pro- 
pose to  see  her  Majesty  this  afternoon  at  five — 
that  is,  in  something  less  than  two  hours'  time, 
and  I  hope  to  be  able  to  tell  the  House  by  seven 
what  has  taken  place  between  her  Majesty  and 
me.  My  friend,  his  Grace,  will  do  as  much  in 
the  House  of  Lords.  If  you  agree  with  me,  gen- 
tlemen, I  will  explain  to  the  Queen  that  it  is  not 
for  the  welfare  of  the  country  that  we  should  re- 
tain our  places,  and  I  will  place  your  resignations 
and  my  own  in  her  Majesty's  hands." 

You  will   advise  her  Majesty  to   send  for 
Lord  de  Terrier,"  said  Mr.  Gresham. 

Certainly ;    there  will  be  no  other  course 
open  to  me." 

"  Or  to  her,"  said  Mr.  Gresham.  To  this  re- 
mark from  the  rising  Minister  of  the  day,  no  word 
of  reply  was  made ;  but  of  those  present  in  the 
room  three  or  four  of  the  most  experienced  serv- 
ants of  the  Crown  felt  that  Mr.  Gresham  had 
been  imprudent.  The  duke,  who  had  ever  been 
afraid  of  Mr.  Gresham,  told  Mr.  Palliser  after- 
ward that  such  an  observation  should  not  have 
been  made  ;  and  Sir  Henry  Coldfoot  pondered 
upon  it  uneasily,  and  Sir  Marmaduke  Morecombe 
asked  Mr.  Mildmay  what  he  thought  about  it. 
"  Times  change  so  much,  and  with  the  times  the 
feelings  of  men, "  said  Mr.  Mildmay.  But  I  doubt 
whether  Sir  Marmaduke  quite  understood  him. 

There  was  silence  in  the  room  for  a  moment 
or  two  after  Mr.  Gresham  had  spoken,  and  then 
Mr.  Mildmay  again  addressed  his  friends.  "  Of 
course  it  may  be  possible  that  My  Lord  de  Ter- 
rier may  foresee  difficulties,  or  may  find  difficul- 
ties which  will  oblige  him,  either  at  once,  or  aft- 
er an  attempt  has  been  made,  to  decline  the  task 
which  her  Majesty  will  probably  commit  to  him. 
All  of  us,  no  doiibt,  know  that  the  arrangement 
of  a  Government  is  not  the  most  easy  task  in  the 
world  ;  and  that  it  is  not  made  the  more  easy  by 
an  absence  of  a  majority  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons." 

"He  would  dissolve,  I  presume,"  said  the 
duke. 

"  I  should  say  so,"  continued  Mr.  Mildmay. 
"  But  it  may  not  improbably  come  to  pass  that 
her  Majesty  will  feel  herself  obliged  to  send  again 
for  some  one  or  two  of  us,  that  we  may  tender  to 
her  Majesty  the  advice  which  we  owe  to  her ; 
for  me,  for  instance,  or  for  my  friend  the  duke. 
In  such  a  matter  she  would  be  much  guided 
probably  by  what  Lord  de  Terrier  might  have 
suggested  to  her.  Should  this  be  so,  and  should 
I  be  consulted,  my  present  feeling  is  that  we 
should  resume  our  offices  so  that  the  necessary 
business  of  the  session  should  be  completed,  and 


that  we  should  then  dissolve  Parliament,  and 
thus  ascertain  the  opinion  of  the  country.  In 
such  case,  however,  we  should  of  course  meet 
again." 

"I  quite  think  that  the  course  proposed  by 
Mr.  Mildmay  will  be  the  best,"  said  the  duke, 
who  had  no  doubt  already  discussed  the  matter 
with  his  friend  the  Prime  Minister  in  private. 
No  one  else  said  a  word  either  of  argument  or 
disagreement,  and  the  Cabinet  Council  was  bro- 
ken up.  The  old  messenger,  who  had  been  asleep 
in  his  chair,  stood  up  and  bowed  as  the  Ministers 
walked  by  him,  and  then  went  in  and  re-arranged 
the  chairs. 

"  He  has  as  much  idea  of  giving  upas  you  or 
I  have,"  said  Lord  Cantrip  to  his  friend  Mr. 
Gresham,  as  they  walked  arm  in  arm  together 
from  the  Treasury  Chambers  across  St.  James's 
Park  toward  the  clubs. 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  he  is  not  right,"  said  Mr. 
Gresham. 

"  Doyou  mean  for  himself  or  for  the  country  ?" 
asked  Lord  Cantrip. 

"For  his  future  fame.  They  who  have 
abdicated  and  have  clung  to  their  abdica- 
tion have  always  lost  by  it.  Cincinnatus  was 
brought  back  again,  and  Charles  V.  is  felt  to  have 
been  foolish.  The  peaches  of  retired  Ministers 
of  which  we  hear  so  often  have  generally  been 
cultivated  in  a  constrained  seclusion ;  or  at 
least  the  world  so  believes."  They  were  talking 
probably  of  Mr.  Mildmay,  as  to  whom  some  of 
his  colleagues  had  thought  it  probable,  knowing 
that  he  would  now  resign,  that  he  would  have 
to-day  declared  his  intention  of  laying  aside  for- 
ever the  cares  of  office. 

Mr.  Monk  walked  home  alone,  and  as  he  went 
there  was  something  of  a  feeling  of  disappoint- 
ment at  heart,  which  made  him  ask  himself 
whether  Mr.  TurnbuU  might  not  have  been  right 
in  rebuking  him  for  joining  the  Government. 
But  this,  I  think,  was  in  no  way  due  to  Mr, 
Mild  may's  resignation,  but  rather  to  a  conviction 
on  Mr.  Monk's  part  that  he  had  contributed  but 
little  to  his  country's  welfare  by  sitting  in  Mr, 
Mildmay's  Cabinet. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 
MR.  Kennedy's  luck. 
After  the  holding  of  that  Cabinet  Council  of 
which  the  author  has  dared  to  attempt  a  slight 
sketch  in  the  last  chapter,  there  were  various 
visits  made  to  the  Queen,  first  by  Mr.  Mildmay, 
and  then  by  Lord  de  Terrier,  afterward  by  Mr. 
Mildmay  and  the  duke  together,  and  then  again 
by  Lord  de  Terrier ;  and  there  were  various  ex- 
planations made  to  Parliament  in  each  House, 
and  rivals  were  very  courteous  to  each  other, 
promising  assistance ;  and  at  the  end  of  it  the 
old  men  held  their  seats.  The  only  change  made 
was  effected  by  the  retirement  of  Sir  Marmaduke 
Morecombe,  who  was  raised  to  the  peerage,  and 
by  the  selection  of — Mr.  Kennedy  to  fill  his  place 
in  the  Cabinet.  Mr.  Kennedy  during  the  late 
debate  had  made  one  of  those  speeches,  few  and 
far  between,  by  which  he  had  created  for  himself 
a  Parliamentary  reputation ;  but;  nevertheless, 
all  men  expressed  their  great  surprise,  and  no 
one  could  quite  understand  why  Mr.  Kennedy 
had  been  made  a  Cabinet  Minister, 
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"It  is  impossible  to  say  whether  he  is  pleased 
or  not,"  said  Lady  Laura,  speaking  of  him  to 
Phineas.     "I  am  ])leased,  of  course." 

"His  ambition  must  be  gratified,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"  It  would  be,  if  he  had  any,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"  I  do  not  believe  in  a  man  lacking  ambi- 
tion." 

"It  is  hard  to  say.  There  are  men  who  by 
no  means  wear  their  hearts  upon  their  sleeves, 
and  my  husband  is  one  of  them.  He  told  me 
that  it  would  he  unbecoming  in  him  to  refuse, 
and  that  was  all  he  said  to  me  about  it." 

The  old  men  held  their  seats,  but  they  did  so 
as  it  were  only  npon  farther  trial.  Mr.  Mildmay 
took  the  course  which  he  had  indicated  to  his 
colleagues  at  the  Cabinet  meeting.  Before  all 
the  explanations  and  jonrneyings  were  com- 
pleted, April  was  over,  and  tlie  much-needed 
Whitsuntide  holidays  were  coming  on.  But  lit- 
tle of  the  routine  work  of  the  session  had  been 
done ;  and,  as  Mr.  Mildmay  told  the  House  more 
than  once,  the  country  would  suffer  were  the 
Queen  to  dissolve  Parliament  at  this  period  of 
the  year.  The  old  Ministers  would  go  on  with 
the  business  of  the  country.  Lord  de  Terrier 
M'ith  his  followers  having  declined  to  take  affairs 
into  their  hands ;  and  at  the  close  of  the  ses- 
sion, which  should  be  made  as  short  as  possible, 
'  writs  should  be  issued  for  new  elections.  This 
was  Mr.  Mildmay's  programme,  and  it  was  one 
of  which  no  one  dared  to  complain  very  loudly. 

Mr.  Turnbull,  indeed,  did  speak  a  word  of  cau- 
tion. He  told  Mr.  Mildmay  that  he  had  lost  his 
liill,  good  in  other  respects,  because  he  had  re- 
fused to  introduce  the  ballot  into  his  measure. 
Let  him  promise  to  be  wiser  for  the  future,  and 
to  obey  tlie  manifested  wishes  of  the  country,  and 
then  all  would  be  well  with  him.  In  answer  to 
this,  Mr.  Mildmay  declared  that  to  the  best  of 
his  power  of  reading  the  country,  his  countrymen 
had  manifested  no  such  wish  ;  and  that  if  they 
did  so,  if  by  the  fresh  election  it  should  be  shown 
that  the  ballot  was  in  truth  desired,  he  would  at 
once  leave  the  execution  of  their  wishes  to  abler 
and  younger  hands.  Mv.  Turnbull  expressed 
liimself  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  Minister's  an- 
swers, and  said  that  the  corning  election  would 
show  whetlier  he  or  Mr.  Mildmay  were  right. 

Many  men,  and  among  them  some  of  his  col- 
leagues, thought  that  Mr.  Mildmay  had  been 
imprudent.  "No  man  ought  ever  to  pledge 
himself  to  any  thing,"  said  Sir  Henry  Coldfoot 
to  the  duke ;  "  that  is,  to  any  thing  unneces- 
sary." The  duke,  who  was  very  true  to  Mr. 
Mildmay,  made  no  re])ly  to  this,  but  even  he 
thought  that  his  old  friend  had  been  betrayed 
into  a  promise  too  raj>idly.  But  the  pledge  was 
given,  and  some  people  already  began  to  make 
much  of  it.  There  appeared  leader  after  leader 
in  the  Peojde's  Banner  urging  the  constituencies 
to  take  advantage  of  the  Prime  Minister's  words, 
and  to  sliow  clearly  at  the  hustings  that  they  de- 
sh'ed  the  ballot.  "  You  had  better  come  over  to 
us,  Mr.  Finn  ;  you  had  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Slide. 
"Now's  the  time  to  do  it,  and  show  yourself  a 
y)eop]e's  friend.  You'll  have  to  do  it  sooner  or 
later — wliether  or  no.  Come  to  us,  and  we'll  be 
your  horgan." 

But  in  tliose  days  Phineas  was  something  less 
in  love  with  Mr.  Quintus  Slide   than   he  had 


been  at  the  time  of  the  great  debate,  for  he  was 
becoming  more  and  more  closely  connected  with 
people  who  in  their  ways  of  living  and  modes  of 
expression  were  very  'unlike  Mr.  Slide.  This 
advice  was  given  to  him  about  the  end  of  May, 
and  at  that  time  Lord  Chiltern  was  living  with 
him  in  the  lodgings  in  Great  Marlborough 
Street.  Miss  Pouncefoot  had  temporarily  va- 
cated her  rooms  on  the  first  floor,  and  the'  lord 
with  the  broken  bones  had  condescended  to  oc- 
cupy them.  "I  don't  know  that  I  like  having 
a  lord,"  Bunce  had  said  to  his  wife.  "It'll 
soon  come  to  you  not  liking  any  body  decent 
anywhere,"  Mrs.  Bunce  had  replied;  "but  I 
shan't  ask  any  questions  about  it.  When  you're 
wasting  so  much  time  and  money  at  your  dirtv 
law  proceedings,  it's  well  that  sonjebody  should 
earn  something  at  home." 

There  had  been  many  discussions  about  the 
bringing  of  Lord  Chiltern  up  to  London,  in  all 
of  which  Phineas  hail  been  concerned.  Lord 
Brentford  had  thought  that  his  son  had  better 
remain  down  at  the  Willingford  Bull;  and 
although  he  said  that  the  rooms  were  at  his 
son's  disposal  should  Lord  Chiltern  choose  to 
come  to  London,  still  he  said  it  in  such  a  way 
that  Phineas,  who  went  down  to  Willingford^ 
could  not  tell  his  friend  that  he  would  be  made 
welcome  in  Portman  Square.  "I  think  I  shall 
leave  those  diggings  altogether,"  Lord  Chiltern 
said  to  him.  "  My  father  annoys  me  by  every 
thing  he  says  and  does,  and  I  annoy  hrm  by  say- 
ing and  doing  nothing."  Then  there  came  an 
invitation  to  him  from  Lady  Laura  and  Mr. 
Kennedy.  Would  he  come  to  Grosvenor  Place  ? 
Lady  Laura  pressed  this  very  much,  though  in 
truth  Mr.  Kennedy  had  hardly  done  more  than 
give  a  cold  assent.  But  Lord  Chiltern  would 
not  hear  of  it.  "There  is  some  reason  for  my 
going  to  my  father's  house,"  said  he,  "though 
he  and  I  are  not  the  best  friends  in  the  world  ; 
but  there  can  be  no  reason  for  my  going  to  the 
house  of  a  man  I  dislike  so  much  as  I  do 
Robert  Kennedy."  The  matter  was  settled  in 
the  manner  told  above.  Miss  Pouncefoot's  rooms 
I  were  prepared  for  him  at  Mr.  Bunco's  house,  and 
I  Phineas  Finn  went  down  to  Willingford  and 
'  brought  him  up.  "I've  sold  Bonebreaker,"  he 
!  said,  "to  a  young  f.llow  whose  neck  will  cer- 
tainly be  the  sacrifice  if  he  attempts  to  ride  him. 
I'd  have  given  him  to  you,  Phineas,  only  you 
j  wouldn't  have  known  what  to  do  with  him." 

Lord  Chiltern  when  he  came  up  to  London 

'  was  still  in  bandages,  though,  as  thesurgeon  said, 

his  bones  seemed  to  have  been  made  to  be  broken 

I  and  set  again  ;  and  his  bandages  of  course  were 

a  sufficient  excuse  for  his  visiting   the  house 

I  neither  of  his  father  nor  his  brother-in-law.     But 

Lady  Laura  went  to  him  frequently,  and  thus 

became  acquainted  with  our  hero's  home  and 

I  with  Mrs.   Bunce.     And  there  were  messages 

taken  from  Violet  to  the  man  in  bandages,  some 

'  of  which  lost  nothing  in  the  carrying.     Once 

I  Lady  Laura  tried  to  make  Violet  think  that  it 

j  would  be  right,  or  rather  not  wrong,  that  they 

two    should    go    together    to    Lord    Chiltern's 

;  rooms. 

"And  would  you  have  me  tell  my  aunt,  or 
would  you  have  me  not  tell  her  ?"  Violet  ask- 
ed. 

"I  would  have  you  do  just  as  you  pleased," 
Ladv  Laura  answered. 
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"So  I  shall,"  Violet  replied,  "but  I  will  do 
nothing  that  I  should  be  ashamed  to  telfany  one. 
Your  broiher  professes  to  be  in  love  with  nie." 

"  He  is  ill  love  with  you,"  said  Lady  Laura. 
"Even  you  do  not  pretend  to  doubt  his  faith." 

"Very  well.  In  those  circumstances  a  girl 
should  not  go  to  a  man's  rooms  unless  she  means 
to  consider  herself  as  engaged  to  him,  even  with 
his  sister;  not  though  he  had  broken  every 
bone  in  his  skin.  I  know  what  I  may  do,  Laura, 
and  I  know  what  I  mayn't ;  and  I  won't  be  led 
either  by  you  or  by  my  aunt." 

"  May  I  give  him  your  love  ?" 

"  No ;  because  you'll  give  it  in  a  wrong 
spirit.  He  knows  well  enough  that  I  wish  him 
well ;  but  you  may  tell  him  that  from  me,  if 
you  please.  He  has  from  me  all  those  wishes 
which  one  friend  owes  to  another." 

But  there  were  other  messages  sent  from  Vio- 
let through  Phineas  Finn  which  she  worded 
witli  more  show  of  affection,  perhaps  as  much 
for  the  discomfort  of  Phineas  as  for  the  consola- 
tion of  Lord  Chiltern.  "  Tell  him  to  take  care 
of  himself,"  said  Violet,  "and  bid  him  not  to 
have  any  more  of  those  wild  brutes  that  are  not 
fit  for  any  Christian  to  ride.  Tell  him  that  I 
say  so.  It's  a  great  thing  to  be  brave ;  but 
what's  the  use  of  being  foolhardy  ?" 

The  session  wac  to  be  closed  at  the  end  of 
June,  to  the  great  dismay  of  London  tradesmen 
and  of  young  ladies  who  had  not  been  entirely 
successful  in  the  early  season.  But  before  the 
old  Parliament  was  closed,  and  the  writs  for  the 
new  election  were  dispatched,  there  occurred  an 
incident  which  was  of  very  much  importance  to 
Phineas  Finn.  Near  the  end  of  June,  when  the 
remaining  days  of  the  session  were  numbered 
by  three  or  four,  he  had  been  dining  at  Lord 
Brentford's  house  in  Portman  Square  in  com- 
pany with  Mr.  Kennedy.  But  Lady  Laura  had 
not  been  there.  At  this  time  he  saw  Lord 
Brentford  not  unfrequently,  and  there  was  al- 
ways a  word  said  about  Lord  Chiltern.  The 
father  would  ask  liow  the  son  occupied  himself, 
and  Phineas  would  hope  —  though  jiiiherto  he 
had  hoped  in  vain — that  he  would  induce  tlie 
earl  to  come  and  see  Lord  Cliiltern.  Lord 
Brentford  could  never  be  brought  to  that ;  but 
it  was  sufficiently  evident  that  he  would  have 
done  so,  had  he  not  been  afraid  to  descend  so 
far  from  the  attitude  of  his  paternal  wrath.  On 
this  evening,  at  about  eleven,  Mr.  Kennedy  and 
Phineas  left  the  House  together,  and  walked 
from  the  square  through  Orchard  Street  into 
Oxford  Street.  Here  their  ways  parted,  but 
Phineas  crossed  the  road  with  Mr.  Kennedy,  as 
he  was  making  some  reply  to  a  second  invitation 
to  Loughlinter.  Pliineas,  considering  what  had 
i)een  said  before  on  the  subject,  thought  that  the 
invitation  came  late,  and  that  it  was  not  warmly 
worded.  He  had,  therefore,  declined  it,  and  was 
in  the  act  of  declining  it,  when  he  crossed  the 
road  with  Mr.  Kennedy.  In  walking  down 
Orchard  Street  from  the  square  he  had  seen  two 
men  standing  in  the  shadow  a  few  yards  up  a 
mews  or  small  alley  that  was  there,  but  had 
thought  nothing  of  them.  It  was  just  that  pe- 
riod of  the  year  when  there  is  hardly  any  of  the 
darkness  of  night;  but  at  this  moment  there 
were  symptoms  of  coming  rain,  and  heavy  drops 
began  to  fall ;  and  there  were  big  clouds  coming 
and  going  before  the  young  moon.    Mr.  Kennedy 


had  said  that  he  would  get  a  cab,  but  he  had 
seen  none  as  he  crossed  O.xford  Street,  and  had 
put  up  his  umbrella  as  he  made  his  way  toward 
Park  Street.  Phineas  as  he  left  him  distinctly 
perceived  the  same  two  figures  onthe  other  side  of 
Oxford  Street,  and  then  turning  into  the  shadow 
of  a  butcher's  porch,  he  saw  them  cross  the  street 
in  tlie  wake  of  Mr.  Kennedy.  It  was  now  raining 
in  earnest,  and  the  few  passengers  who  were  out 
were  scudding  away  quickly,  this  way  and  that. 

It  hardly  occurred  to  Phineas  to  think  that 
any  danger  was  inmiinent  to  Mr.  Kennedy  from 
the  men,  but  it  did  occur  to  him  that  he  might 
as  well  take  some  notice  of  the  matter.  Phineas  ' 
knew  that  Mr.  Kennedy  would  make  his  way 
down  Park  Street,  that  being  his  usual  route 
from  Portman  Square  toward  his  own  home, 
and  knew  also  that  he  himself  could  again  come 
across  Mr.  Kennedy's  track  by  going  down  North 
Audley  Street  to  the  corner  of  Grosvenor  Square, 
and  thence  by  Brook  Street  into  Park  Street. 
Without  much  thought,  therefore,  he  went  out 
of  his  own  course  down  to  the  corner  of  the 
square,  hurryinghis  steps  till  he  was  running,  and 
then  ran  along  Brook  Street,  thinking  as  he 
went  of  some  special  word  that  he  might  say  to 
Mr.  Kennedy  as  an  excuse,  should  he  again 
come  across  his  late  companion.  He  reached 
tlie  corner  of  Park  Street  before  that  gentleman 
could  have  been  there,  unless  he  also  had  run ; 
but  just  in  time  to  see  him  as  he  was  coming  on, 
— and  also  to  see  in  the  dark  glimmering  of  the 
slight  uncertain  moonlight  that  the  two  men 
were  behind  him.  He  retreated  a  step  backward 
in  the  corner,  resolving  that  when  Mr.  Kennedy 
came  up  they  two  would  go  on  together ;  for 
now  it  was  clear  that  Mr.  Kennedy  was  followed. 
But  Mr.  Kennedy  did  not  reach  the  corner. 
When  he  was  within  two  doors  of  it,  one  of  the 
men  had  followed  him  up  quickly,  and  had 
thrown  something  round  his  throat  from  behind 
him.  Phineas  understood  well  now  that  his  friend 
was  in  the  act  of  being  garrotted,  and  that  his  in- 
stant assistance  was  needed.  He  rushed  forward, 
and  as  the  second  ruffian  had  been  close  upon 
the  footsteps  of  the  first,  there  was  almost  instan- 
taneously a  concourse  of  the  four  men.  But  there 
was  no  fight.  The  man  who  had  nearly  succeeded 
in  putting  Mr.  Kennedy  on  his  back,  made  no  at- 
tempt to  seize  his  prey,  when  he  found  that  so  un- 
welcome an  addition  had  joined  the  party,  but  in- 
stantly turned  to  fly.  His  companion  was  turning 
also,  l)Ut  Phineas  was  tooquick  for  him,  and  having 
seized  on  his  collar,  held  him  with  all  his  power. 
"  Dash  it  all,"  said  the  man,  "  didn't  yer  see  as 
how  I  was  a-hurrying  up  to  help  the  gen'leman 
myself?"  Phineas,  however,  hadn't  seen  this, 
and  held  on  gallantly,  and  in  a  couple  of  minutes 
the  first  ruffian  was  back  again  upou  the  spot  in 
the  custody  of  a  policeman.  "You've  done  it 
uncommon  neat,  sir,"  said  the  policeman,  com- 
plimenting Phineas  upon  his  performance.  "  If 
the  gen'leman  ain't  none  the  worse  for  it,  it'll 
have  been  a  very  pretty  evening's  amusement." 
Mr.  Kennedy  was  now  leaning  against  the  rail- 
ings, and  hitherto  had  been  unable  to  declare 
whether  he  was  really  injured  or  not,  and  it  was 
not  till  a  second  policeman  came  up  that  the 
hero  of  the  night  was  at  liberty  to  attend  close- 
ly to  his  friend. 

Mr.  Kennedy,  when  he  was  able  to  speak,  de- 
clared that  for  a  minute  or  two  he  had  thought 
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that  his  neck  had  been  broken  ;  and  he  was  not 
quite  convinced,  till  he  found  himself  in  his  own 
house,  that  nothing  more  serious  hud  really  hap- 
pened to  him  than  certain  bruises  round  his 
throat.  The  policeman  was  for  awhile  anxious 
that  at  any  rate  Phineas  should  go  with  him  to 
the  police  office ;  but  at  last  consented  to  take 
the  addresses  of  the  two  gentlemen.  When  he 
found  that  ilr.  Kennedy  was  a  member  of  Par- 
liament, and  that  he  was  designated  as  Right 
Honorable,  his  respect  for  the  garrotter  became 
more  great,  and  he  began  to  feel  that  the  night 
was  indeed  a  night  of  great  importance.  He 
expressed  unbounded  admiration  at  Mr.  Finn's 
success  in  his  own  line,  and  made  repeated 
promises  that  the  men  should  be  forthcoming  on 
the  morrow.  Could  a  cab  be  got  ?  Of  course 
a  cab  could  be  got.  A  cab  was  got,  and  with- 
in a  quarter  of  an  hour  of  the  making  of  the  at- 
tack, the  two  members  of  Parliament  were  on 
their  way  to  Grosvenor  Place. 

There  was  hardly  a  word  spoken  in  the  cab, 
for  Mr.  Kennedy  was  in  pain.  When,  however, 
they  reached  the  door  in  Grosvenor  Place,  Phin- 
eas wanted  to  go,  and  leave  his  friend  with  the 
servants,  but  this  the  Cabinet  Minister  would 
not  allow.  "  Of  course  you  must  see  my  wife," 
he  said.  So  they  went  up  stairs  into  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  then  upon  the  stairs,  by  the  lights 
of  the  house,  Phineas  could  perceive  tliat  his 
companion's  face  was  bruised  and  black  with 
dirt,  and  that  his  cravat  was  gone. 

"I  have  been  garrotted,"  said  the  Cabinet 
Minister  to  his  wife. 

"What?" 

"  Sim]jly  that;  or  should  have  been,  if  he 
had  not  been  there.  How  he  came  there,  God 
only  knows." 

The  wife's  anxiety,  and  then  her  gratitude, 
need  hardly  be  described,  nor  the  astonishment 
of  the  husband,  which  by  no  means  decreased 
on  reflection,  at  the  opportune  re-appearance  in 
the  nick  of  time  of  the  man  whom  three  minutes 
before  the  attack  he  had  left  in  the  act  of  going 
in  the  opposite  direction. 

"  I  had  seen  the  men,  and  thought  it  best  to 
run  round  by  the  corner  of  Grosvenor  Square," 
said  Phineas. 

"  May  God  bless  you,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"Amen,"  said  the  Cabinet  Minister. 

"I  think  he  was  born  to  be  my  friend,"  said 
Lady  Laura. 

The  Cabinet  Minister  said  nothing  more  that 
night.  He  was  never  given  to  much  talking,  and 
the  little  accident  which  had  just  occurred  to 
him  did  not  tend  to  make  words  easy  to  him. 
But  he  pressed  our  hero's  hand,  and  Lady  Lau- 
ra said  that  or  course  Phineas  would  come  to 
them  on  the  morrow,  Phineas  remarked  that 
his  first  business  must  be  to  go  to  the  police  office, 
but  he  promised  that  he  would  come  down  to 
Grosvenor  Place  immediately  afterward.  Then 
Lady  Laura  also  pressed  his  hand,  and  look- 
ed— ;  she  looked,  I  think,  as  though  she  thought 
that  Phineas  would  only  have  done  right  liad  he 
repeated  the  offense  which  he  had  committed 
under  the  water-fall  of  Loughlinter. 

"  Garrotted  ?"  said  Lord  Chiltern,  when  Phin- 
eas told  him  the  story  before  they  went  to  bed 
that  night.  He  had  been  smoking,  sipping 
brandy  and  water,  and  waiting  for  Finn's  return. 
"Robert  Kennedy  garrotted !" 


"The  fellow  was  in  the  act  of  doing  it." 

"  And  you  sto])ped  him  ?"  » 

"Yes;  I  got  there  just  in  time.  Wasn't  it 
lucky?" 

' '  You  ought  to  be  garrotted  yourself.  I  should 
have  lent  the  man  a  hand  had  I  been  there." 

"How  can  you  say  any  thing  so  horrible? 
But  you  are  drinking  too  much,  old  fellow,  and 
I  shall  lock  the  bottle  up." 

"If  there  were  no  one  in  London  drank  more 
than  I  do,  the  wine  merchants  would  have  a 
bad  time  of  it.  And  so  the  new  Cabinet  Minis- 
ter has  been  garrotted  in  the  street.  Of  course 
I'm  sorry  for  poor  Laura's  sake." 

"Luckily  he's  not  much  the  worse  for  it; 
only  a  little  bruised." 

"I  wonder  whether  it's  on  the  cards  he  should 
be  improved  by  it ;  worse,  except  in  the  way  of 
being  strangled,  he  could  not  be.  However,  as 
he's  mj'  brother-in-law,  I'm  obliged  to  you  for 
rescuing  him.  Come,  I'll  go  to  bed.  I  must 
say,  if  he  was  to  be  garrotted  I  should  like  to 
have  been  there  to  see  it."  That  was  the  man- 
ner in  which  Lord  Chiltern  received  the  tidings 
of  the  terrible  accident  which  had  occurred  to 
his  near  relative. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

FINN    FOK     LOUGHTON. 

Bt  three  o'clock  in  the  day  after  the  little  ac- 
cident which  was  told  in  the  last  chapter,  all  the 
world  knew  that  Mr.  Kennedy,  the  new  Cabi- 
net Minister,  had  been  garrotted,  or  half-garrot- 
ted, and  that  that  child  of  fortune,  Phineas  Finn, 
had  dropped  upon  the  scene  out  of  heaven  at  the 
exact  moment  of  time,  had  taken  the  two  garrot- 
ters prisoners,  and  saved  the  Cabinet  Minister's 
neck  and  valuables — if  not  his  life.  "Bedad," 
said  Laurence  Fitzgibbon,  when  he  came  to 
hear  this,  "  that  fellow'll  marry  an  heiress,  and 
be  Secretary  for  Oireland  yet."  A  good  deal 
was  said  about  it  to  Phineas  at  the  clubs,  but  a 
word  or  two  that  was  said  to  him  by  Violet  Ef- 
fingham was  worth  all  the  rest.  "Why,  what 
a  Paladin  you  are  !  But  you  succor  men  in 
distress  instead  of  maidens."  "  That's  my  bad 
luck,"  said  Phineas.  "  The  other  will  come  no 
doubt  in  time,"  Violet  replied,  "and  then  you'll 
get  your  reward."  He  knew  that  such  words 
from  a  girl  mean  nothing — especially  from  such 
a  girl  as  Violet  Effingham  ;  but  nevertheless 
they  were  very  pleasant  to  him. 

"  Of  course  you  will  come  to  us  at  Loughlin- 
ter  when  Parliament  is  up?"  Lady  Laura  said 
the  same  day. 

"I  don't  know  really.  You  see  I  must  go 
over  to  Ireland  about  my  re-election." 

"  What  has  that  to  do  with  it  ?  You  are  only 
making  out  excuses.  We  go  down  on  the  first 
of  July,  and  the  English  election  won't  begin  till 
the  middle  of  the  month.  It  will  be  August  be- 
fore the  men  of  Loughshane  are  ready  for  you." 

"To  tell  you  the  truth.  Lady  Laura,"  said 
Phineas,  "Idoubt  whether  the  men  of  Lough- 
shane—or  rather  the  man  of  Loughshane,  will 
have  any  thing  more  to  say  to  me." 

"  What  man  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Lord  Tulla.  He  was  in  a  passion  with  his 
brother  before,  and  I  got  the  advantage  of  it. 
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Since  that  he  has  paid  his  brother's  debts  for  the 
fifteenth  time,  and  of  course  is  ready  to  fight  any 
battle  for  the  forgiven  prodigal.  Things  are  not 
as  thev  were,  and  my  father  tells  me  that  he 
thinks' I  shall  be  beaten." 

"That  is  bad  news." 

"It  is  what  I  have  a  right  to  expect." 

Every  word  of  information  that  had  come  to 
Phineas  about  Loughshane  since  Mr.  Mildmay 
had  decided  upon  a  dissolution,  had  gone  toward 
making  him  feel  at  first  that  there  was  great 
doubt  as  to  his  re-election,  and  at  last  that  there 
was  almost  a  certainty  against  him.  And  as 
these  tidings  reached  him  they  made  him  very 
unhappy.  Since  he  had  been  in  Parliament  be 
had  very  frequently  regretted  that  he  had  left  tlie 
shades  "of  the  Inns  of  Court  for  the  glare  of 
Westminster ;  and  he  had  more  than  once 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  desert  the 
glare  and  return  to  the  shade.  But  now,  when 
the  moment  came  in  which  such  desertion  seem- 
ed to  be  compulsory  on  him,  when  there  would 
be  no  longer  a  choice,  the  seat  in  Parliament 
was  dearer  to  him  than  ever.  If  he  had  gone  of 
his  own  free-will  —  so  he  told  himself — there 
would  have  been  something  of  nobility  in  such 
going.  Mr.  Low  would  have  respected  him, 
and  even  Mrs.  Low  might  have  taken  him  back 
to  the  friendship  of  her  severe  bosom.  But  he 
would  go  back  now  as  a  cur  with  his  tail  be- 
tween his  legs— ^kicked  out,  as  it  were,  from 
Parliament.  Returning  to  Lincoln's  Inn  soiled 
with  failure,  having  accomplished  nothing,  hav- 
ing broken  down  on  the  only  occasion  on  which 
he  had  dared  to  show  himself  o-n  his  legs,  not 
having  opened  a  single  useful  book  during  the 
two  years  in  which  he  had  sat  in  Parliament, 
burdened  with  Laurence  Fitzgibbon's  debt,  and 
not  quite  free  from  debt  of  his  own,  how  could 
he  start  himself  in  any  way  by  which  he  might 
even  hope  to  win  success?  He  must,  he  told 
himself,  give  up  all  thought  of  practicing  in 
London  and  betake  himself  to  Dublin.  He  could 
not  dare  to  face  his  friends  in  London  as  a 
young  briefless  barrister. 

On  this  evening,  the  evening  subsequent  to 
that  on  which  Mr.  Kennedy  had  been  attacked, 
the  House  was  sitting  in  Committee  of  Ways  and 
Means,  and  there  came  on  a  discussion  as  to  a 
certain  vote  for  the  army.  It  had  been  known 
that  there  would  be  such  discussion ;  and  ISIr. 
Monk  having  heard  from  Phineas  a  word  or 
two  now  and  agaiii  about  the  potted  peas,  had 
recommended  him  to  be  ready  with  a  few  re- 
marks if  he  wished  to  support  the  Government 
in  the  matter  of  that  vote.  Phineas  did  so  wish, 
having  learned  quite  enough  in  the  committee- 
room  up  stairs  to  make  him  believe  that  a  large 
importation  of  tlie  potted  peas  from  Holstein 
would  not  be  for  the  advantage  of  the  army  or 
.  navy,  or  for  that  of  the  country  at  large.  Mr.  ]\Ionk 
had  made  his  suggestion  without  the  slightest 
allusion  to  the  former  failure — ^just  as  though 
Phineas  were  a  practiced  speaker  accustomed  to 
be  on  his  legs  three  or  four  times  a  week.  "  If 
I  find  a  chance,  I  will,"  said  Phineas,  taking 
the  advice  just  as  it  was  given. 

Soon  after  prayers,  a  word  was  said  in  the 
House  as  to  the  ill-fortune  which  had  befallen 
the  new  Cabinet  Minister.  ]\Ir.  Daubeny  had 
asked  ilr.  Mildmay  whether  violent  hands  had 
not  been  laid  in  the  dead  of  night  on  the  sacred 
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throat — the  throat  that  should  have  been  sacred — 
of  the  new  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy  of  Lancaster ; 
and  had  expressed  regret  that  the  Ministry — 
which  was,  he  feared,  in  other  respects  some- 
what infirm  —  should  now  have  been  farther 
weakened  by  this  injury  to  that  new  bulwark 
with  wliich  it  had  endeavored  to  sujiport  itself. 
The  Prime  Minister,  answering  his  old  rival  in 
the  same  strain,  said  that  the  calamity  might 
luwe  been  very  severe,  both  to  the  country  and 
to  the  Cabinet ;  but  that  fortunately  for  the 
community  at  large,  a  gallant  young  member  of 
that  House — and  he  was  proud  to  say  a  support- 
er of  the  Government — had  appeared  upon  the 
spot  at  the  nick  of  time"  "As  a  god  out  of  a 
machine,"  said  jNIr. Daubeny, interrupting  him — 
"By  no  means  as  a  god  out  of  a  machine,  "contin- 
ued Mr.  Mildmay,  "but as  a  real  help  in  a  very 
real  trouble,  and"  succeeded  not  only  in  saving 
my  right  honorable  friend,  the  Chancellor  of 
the  Duchy,  but  in  arresting  the  two  malefactors 
who  attempted  to  rob  him  in  the  street."  Then 
there  was  a  cry  of  "  Name  ;"  and  Jlr.  Slildmay  of 
course  named  the  member  for  Loughshane.  It 
so  happened  that  Phineas  was  not  in  the  House, 
but  he  heard  it  all  when  he  came  down  to 
attend  the  Committee  of  Ways  and  Means. 

Then  came  on  the  discussion  aboutprovisionsin 
the  army,  the  subject  being  mooted  by  one  of  Mr. 
Turnbuil'scloscallies.  Thegentlemanontheother 
side  of  the  House  who  had  moved  for  the  potted 
peas  Committee,  was  silent  on  the  occasion,  hav- 
ing felt  that  the  result  of  that  Committee  had 
not  been  exactly  what  he  had  expected.  The 
evidence  respecting  such  of  the  Holstein  potted 
peas  as  had  been  used  in  this  country  was  not 
very  favorable  to  them.  But,  nevertheless,  the 
rebound  from  that  Committee — the  very  fact 
that  such  a  Committee  had  been  made  to  sit — 
gave  ground  for  a  hostile  attack.  To  attack  is 
so  easy,  when  a  complete  refutation  barely  suffices 
to  save  the  Minister  attacked — does  not  suflice 
to  save  him  from  future  dim  memories  of  some- 
thing having  been  wrong — and  brings  down  uo 
disgrace  whatsoever  on  the  promoter  of  the  false 
charge.  The  promoter  of  the  false  charge  sim- 
ply expresses  his  gratification  at  finding  that  he 
had  been  misled  bj^  erroneous  information.  It 
is  not  customary  for  him  to  express  gratification 
at  the  fact  that  out  of  all  the  mud  which  he  has 
thrown,  some  will  probably  stick !  Phineas, 
when  the  time  came,  did  get  on  his  legs,  and 
spoke  perhaps  two  or  three  dozen  words.  The 
doing  so  seemed  to  come  to  him  quite  naturally. 
He  had  thought  very  little  about  it  beforehand 
— having  resolved  not  to  think  of  it.  And  in- 
deed the  occasion  was  one  of  no  great  importance. 
The  Speaker  was  not  in  the  chair,  and  the  House 
was  thin,  and  he  intended  to  make  no  speech — 
merely  to  say  something  which  he  had  to  say. 
Till  he  had  finished  he  hardly  remembered  that 
he  was  doing  that,  in  attempting  to  do  which  he 
had  before  failed  so  egfegiously.  It  was  not  till 
he  sat  down  that  he  began  to  ask  himself  wheth- 
er the  scene  was  swimming  hefore  his  eyes  as  it 
had  done  on  former  occasions ;  as  it  had  done 
even  when  he  had  so  much  as  thought  of  mak- 
ing a  speech.  Nchv  he  was  astonished  at  the 
easiness  of  the  thing,  and  as  he  left  the  House 
told  himself  that  he  had  overcome  the  difficulty 
just  when  the  victory  could  be  of  no  avail  to  him. 
Had  he  been  more  eager,  more  constant  in  his 
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purpose,  he  might  at  any  rate  have  shown  the 
world  that  he  was  fit  fur  the  place  which  he  had 
presumed  to  take  before  he  was  cast  out  of  it. 

On  the  next  morning  he  received  a  letter  from 
his  father.  Dr.  Finn  had  seen  Lord  Tulla,  hav- 
ing been  sent  for  to  relieve  his  lordship  in  a  fit 
of  the  gout,  and  had  been  informed  by  the  earl 
that  lie  meant  to  fight  the  borough  to  the  last 
man — had  he  said  to  the  last  shilling  he  would 
have  spoken  with  perhaps  more  accuracy.  "You 
see,  doctor,  your  son  has  had  it  for  two  years, 
as  you  may  say  for  nothing,  and  I  think  he 
ought  to  give  way.  He  can't  expect  that  he's 
to  go  on  there  as  though  it  were  his  own." 
And  then  his  lordship,  upon  whom  this  touch 
of  the  gout  had  come  somewhat  sharply,  ex- 
pressed himself  with  considerable  animation. 
The  old  doctor  behaved  with  much  spirit.  "I 
told  the  earl,"  he  said,  "that  I  could  not  un- 
dertake to  say  what  you  might  do ;  but  that  as 
you  had  come  forward  at  first  with  my  sanction, 
I  could  not  withdraw  it  now.  He  asked  me  if 
I  should  support  you  witli  money  ;  I  said  that  I 
should  to  a  moderate  extent.  'By  G — ,'  said 
the  earl,  '  a  moderate  extent  will  go  a  very  little 
way,  I  can  tell  you.'  Since  that  he  has  had 
Duggen  with  him ;  so,  I  suppose,  I  shall  not  see 
him  any  more.  You  can  do  as  you  please  now  ; 
but,  from  what  I  hear,  I  fear  you  will  have  no 
chance."  Then  with  much  bitterness  of  spirit 
Phineas  resolved  that  he  would  not  interfere 
with  Lord  Tulla  at  Loughshane.  He  would  go 
at  once  to  the  Refoj-m  Club  and  explain  his  rea- 
sons to  Barrington  Erie  and  others  there  w^ho 
would  be  interested. 

But  he  first  went  to  Grosvenor  Place.  Here 
he  was  shown  up  into  Mr.  Kennedy's  room. 
Mr.  Kennedy  was  up  and  seated  in  an  arm-chair 
by  an  open  window  looking  over  into  the  Queen's 
garden;  but  he  was  in  his  dressing-gown,  and 
was  to  be  regarded  as  an  invalid.  And  indeed 
as  he  could  not  turn  his  neck,  or  thought  that 
he  could  not  do  so,  he  was  not  very  fit  to  go  out 
about  his  work.  Let  us  hope  that  the  affairs  of 
the  Dnchy  of  Lancaster  did  not  suffer  materially 
by  his  absence.  We  may  take  it  for  granted 
that  with  a  man  so  sedulous  as  to  all  his  duties 
there  was  no  arrear  of  work  when  the  accident 
took  place.  lie  put  out  his  hand  to  Phineas, 
and  said  some  word  in  a  whisper — some  word  or 
two  among  which  Phineas  caught  the  sound  of 
"potted  peas" — and  then  continued  to  look  out 
of  the  window.  There  are  men  who  are  utterly 
prostrated  by  any  bodily  ailment,  and  it  seemed 
that  Mr.  Kennedy  was  one  of  them.  Phineas, 
who  was  full  of  his  own  bad  news,  had  intended 
to  tell  his  sad  story  at  once.  But  he  jierceivcd 
that  the  neck  of  the  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy 
was  too  slifi"  to  allow  of  his  taking  any  interest 
inexternal  matters,  and  so  herefrained.  "What 
docs  the  doctor  say  about  it?"  said  Phineas,  per- 
ceiving that  just  for  the  present  there  could  be 
only  one  ])Ossiblc  subject  for  remark.  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy was  beginning  to  describe  in  a  long  whis- 
])er  what  the  doctor  did  think  about  it,  when 
Lady  Laura  came  into  the  room. 

Of  course  they  began  at  first  to  talk  about  Mr. 
Kennedy.  It  would  not  have  been  kind  to  him 
not  to  have  done  so.  And  Lady  Laura  made 
much  of  the  injurv,  as  it  beliooves  a  wife  to  do  in 
such  circumstances  for  the  sake  both  of  the  suf- 
ferer and  of  the  hero.     She  declared  her  con- 


viction that  had  Phineas  been  a  moment  later 
her  husband's  neck  would  have  been  irredeem- 
ably broken. 

"I  don't  think  they  ever  do  kill  the  people," 
said  Phineas.  "At  any  rate  they  don't  mean 
to  do  so." 

"I  thought  they  did," said  Lady  Laura. 

"I  fancy  not,"  said  Phineas,  eager  in  the 
cause  of  truth. 

"I  think  this  man  was  very  clumsy,"  whis- 
pered Mr.  Kennedy. 

"Perhaps  he  was  a  beginner,"  said  Phineas, 
"  and  that  may  make  a  difterence.  If  so,  I'm 
afraid  we  have  interfered  with  his  education." 

Then,  by  degrees,  the  conversation  got  away 
to  other  things,  and  Lady  Laura  asked  him  after 
Loughshane.  "  I've  made  up  my  mind  to  give 
it  up,"  said  he,  smiling  as  he  spoke. 

"  I  was  afraid  there  was  but  a  bad  chance," 
said  Ladv  Laura,  smiling  also. 

"My  father  has  behaved  so  well !"  said  Phin- 
eas. "He  has  written  to  say  he'll  find  the 
money,  if  I  determine  to  contest  the  borough. 
I  mean  to  write  to  him  by  to-night's  post  to  de- 
cline the  oflTer.  I  have  no  right  to  spend  the 
money,  and  I  shouldn't  succeed  if  I  did  s])end 
it.  Of  course  it  makes  me  a  little  down  in  the 
mouth."     And  then  he  smiled  again. 

"I've  got  a  plan  of  my  own,"  said  L.ady 
Laura. 

"  What  plan  ?" 

"Or  rather  it  isn't  mine,  but  papa's.  Old 
Mr.  Standish  is  going  to  give  up  Loughton,  and 
papa  wants  you  to  come  and  try  your  luck 
there." 

"  Lady  Laura !" 

"It  isn't  quite  a  certainty,  you  know,  but  I 
suppose  it's  as  near  a  certainty  as  any  thing 
left."  And  this  came  from  a  strong  Radical 
Reformer ! 

"  Lady  Laura,  I  couldn't  accept  such  a  favor 
from  your  father."  Then  Mr.  Kennedy  nodded 
his  head  very  slightly  and  whispered,  "  Yes,  yes." 
"I  couldn't  think  of  it,"  said  Phineas  Finn.  "I 
have  no  right  to  such  a  fiivor." 

"That  is  a  matter  entirely  for  papa's  consid- 
eration," said  Lady  Laura,  with  an  affectation 
of  solemnity  in  her  voice.  "  I  think  it  has  al- 
ways been  felt  that  any  politician  m.ay  accept 
such  an  offer  as  that  when  it  is  made  to  him,  but 
that  no  politician  should  ask  for  it.  My  father 
feels  that  he  has  to  do  the  best  he  can  with  his 
influence  in  the  borough,  and  therefore  he  comes 
to  you." 

"  It  isn't  that,"  said  Phineas,  somewhat  rude- 
ly. 

"  Of  course  private  feelings  have  their  weight," 
said  Lady  Laura.  "It  is  not  probable  that 
papa  would  have  gone  to  a  perfect  stranger. 
And  perhaps,  Mr.  Finn,  I  may  own  that  Air. 
Kennedy  and  I  woidd  both  be  very  sorry  that 
you  should  not  be  in  the  House,  and  that  that 
feeling  on  our  part  has  had  some  weight  with 
my  father," 

"  Of  course  you'll  stand  ?"  whispered  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy, still  looking  straight  out  of  the  window, 
as  though  the  slightest  attempt  to  turn  his  neck 
woidd  be  fraught  with  danger  to  himself  and  the 
Dnchy. 

"Papa  has  desired  me  to  ask  you  to  call  upon 
him,"  said  Lady  Laura.  "I  don't sii])]iose  there 
is  very  much  to  be  said,  as  each  of  you  know  so 
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well  the  other's  way  of  thinking.  But  you  had 
better  see  him  to-day  or  to-morrow." 

Of  course  Phineas  was  persuaded  before  he 
left  Mr.  Kennedy's  room.  Indeed,  when  he 
came  to  think  of  it,  there  appeared  to  him  to  be 
no  valid  reason  why  he  should  not  sit  for  Lough- 
ton.  The  favor  was  of  a  kind  that  had  prevail- 
ed from  time  out  of  mind  in  England,  between 
the  most  respectable  of  the  great  land  magnates, 
and  young  rising  Liberal  politicians.  Burke, 
Fox,  and  Canning  had  all  been  placed  in  Par- 
liament by  simdar  influence.  Of  course  he, 
Phineas  Finn,  desired  earnestly — longed  in  his 
very  heart  of  hearts — 'to  extinguish  all  such 
Parliamentary  infli^nce,  to  root  out  forever  the 
last  vestige  of  close  boro'ngh  nominations ;  but 
while  the  thing  remained  it  was  better  that  the 
thing  should  contribute  to  the  Liberal  than  to  the 
Conservative  .strength  of  the  House — and  if  to 
the  Liberal,  how  was  this  to  be  achieved  but  by 
the  acceptaiH'G  of  such  influence  by  some  Liberal 
candidate?  And  if  it  were  right  that  it  should 
be  accepted  by  any  Liberal  candidate — then,  why 
not  by  him  ?  The  logic  of  this  argument  seem- 
ed to  him  to  be  perfect.  He  felt  something  like 
a  sting  of  reproach  as  he  told  himself  that  in 
truth  this  great  offer  was  made  to  him,  not  on 
account  of  the  excellence  of  his  politics,  but  be- 
cause he  had  been  instrumental  in  saving  Lord 
Brentford's  son-in-law  from  the  violence  of  gar- 
rotters. But  he  crashed  these  qualms  of  con- 
science as  being  overscrupulous,  and,  as  he  told 
himself,  not  practical.  You  must  take  the  world 
as  you  find  it,  with  a  struggle  to  be  something 
more  honest  than  those  around  you.  Phineas, 
as  he  preached  to  li.imself  this  sermon,  declared  to 
himself  that  they  who  attempted  more  than  this 
flew  too  high  in  the  clouds  to  be  of  service  to 
men  and  women  upon  earth. 

As  he  did  not  see  Lord  Brentford  thatday,  he 
postponed  writing  to  his  father  for  twenty-four 
hours.  On  the  tollowing  morning  he  found  the 
earl  at  home  in  Portman  Square,  having  first 
discussed  the  matter  fully  with  Lord  Chiltern. 
"  Do  not  scruple  about  me,"  said  Lord  Chil- 
tern ;  "you  are  quite  welcome  to  the  borough 
for  me." 

"But  if  I  did  not  stand,  would  you  do  so? 
There  are  so  many  reasons  which  ought  to  in- 
duce you  to  accept  a  seat  in  Parliament !" 

"  Whether  that  be  true  or  not,  Phineas,  I 
shall  not  accept  my  father's  interest  at  Lough- 
ton,  unless  it  be  oftered  to  me  in  a  way  in  which 
it  never  will  be  offered.  You  know  me  well 
enough  to  be  sure  that  I  shall  not  change  piy 
mind.  Nor  will  he.  And,  thereforCj  you  may 
go  down  to  Loughton  with  a  pure  conscience  as 
far  as  I  am  concerned." 

Phineas  had  his  interview  with  the  earl,  and 
m  ten  minutes  every  thing  was  settled.  On  his 
way  to  Portman  Square  there  had  come  across 
his  mind  the  idea  of  a  grand  effort  of  friendship. 
What  if  he  could  persuade  the  father  so  to 
conduct  himself  toward  his  son,  that  the  son 
should  consent  to  be  member  for  the  borough? 
And  he  did  say  a  word  or  two  to  this  eff'ect,  set- 
ting forth  that  Lord  Chiltern  woidd  condescend 
to  become  a  legislator,  if  only  his  father  would 
condescend  to  acknowledge  his  son's  fitness  for 
such  work  without  any  comments  on  the  son's 
past  life.  But  the  earl  simply  waived  the  sub- 
ject away  with  his  hand.     He  could  be  as  ob- 


stinate as  his  son.  Lady  Laura  had  been  the 
Mercury  between  them  on  this  subject,  and 
Lady  Laura  had  failed.  He  would  not  now  con- 
sent to  employ  another  Mercury.  Very  little — 
hardly  a  word  indeed — was  said  between  the 
earl  and  Phineas  about  politics.  Phineas  was 
to  be  the  Saulsby  candidate  at  Loughton  for  the 
next  election,  and  was  to  come  to  Saulsby  with 
the  Kennedys  from  Loughlinter — either  with 
the  Kennedys  or  somewhat  in  advance  of  them. 
"  I  do  not  say  that  there  will  be  no  opposition," 
said  the  earl,  "but  I  expect  none."  He  was 
very  courteous — nay,  he  was  kind,  feeling  doubt- 
less that  his  family  owed  a  great  debt  of  grati- 
tude to  the  young  man  with  whom  he  was  con- 
versing ;  but,  nevertheless,  there  was  not  absent 
on  his  part  a  touch  of  that  high  condescension 
which,  perhaps,  might  be  thought  to  become  the 
earl,  the  Cabinet  Minister  and  the  great  borough 
patron.  Phineas,  who  was  sensitive,  felt  this 
and  winced.  He  had  never  quite  liked  Lord 
Brentford,  and  could  not  bring  himself  to  do  so 
now  in  spite  of  the  kindness  which  the  earl  was 
showing  him. 

But  he  was  very  happy  when  he  sat  down  to 
write  to  his  father  from  the  club.  His  father 
had  told  him  that  the  money  should  be  forthcom- 
ing for  the  election  at  Loughshane,  if  he  resolved 
to  stand,  but  that  the  chance  of  success  would  be 
very  slight — indeed  that,  in  his  opinion,  there 
would  be  no  chance  of  success.  Nevertheless, 
his  fiither  had  evidently  believed,  when  writing, 
that  Phineas  would  not  abandon  his  seat  with- 
out a  useless  and  an  expensive  contest.  He 
now  thanked  his  father  with  m.any  expressions  of 
gratitude — declared  his  conviction  that  his  fa- 
ther was  right  about  Lord  Tulla,  and  then,  in  the 
most  modest  language  that  he  could  use,  went  on 
to  say  that  he  had  found  another  borough  open  to 
him  in  England.  He  was  going  to  stand  for 
Loughton,  with  the  assistance  of  Lord  Brentford, 
and  thought  that  the  election  would  probably 
not  cost  him  above  a  couple  of  hundred  pounds 
at  the  outside.  Then  he  wrote  a  very  pretty 
note  to  Lord  Tulla,  thanking  him  for  his  for- 
mer kindness,  and  telling  the  Irish  earl  that  it 
was  not  his  intention  to  interfere  with  the  bor- 
ough of  Loughshane  at  the  next  election. 

A  few  days  after  this  Phineas  was  very  much 
surprised  at  a  visit  that  was  made  to  him  at  his 
lodgings.  Mr.  Clarkson,  after  that  scene  in  the 
lobby  of  the  House,  called  again  in  Great  Marl- 
borough Street — and  was  admitted.  "You  had 
better  let  him  sit  in  your  arm-chair  for  half  an 
hour  or  so,"  Fitzgibbon  had  said  ;  and  Phineas 
almost  believed  that  it  would  be  better.  The 
man  was  a  terrible  nuisance  to  him,  and  he  was 
beginning  to  think  that  he  had  better  undert.ake 
to  pay  the  debt  by  degrees.  It  was,  he  knew, 
quite  on  the  cards  that  Mr.  Clarkson  should  have 
him  arrested  while  at  Saulsby.  Since  that  scene 
in  the  lobby  Mr.  Clarkson  had  been  with  him 
twice,  and  there  had  been  a  preliminary  conver- 
sation as  to  real  payment.  Mr.  Clarkson  wanted 
a  hundred  pounds  down,  and  another  bill  for 
two  hundred  and  twenty  at  three  months'  date. 
"Tliinkofmy  time  and  trouble  in  coming  here," 
Mr.  Clarkson  had  urged  when  Phineas  had  ob- 
jected to  these  terms.  "  Think  of  my  time  and 
trouble,  and  do  be  punctual,  Mr.  Finn."  Phin- 
eas had  offered  him  ten  pounds  a  quarter,  the 
payments  to  be  marked  on  the  back  of  the  bill, 
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a  tender  which  IMr.  Clarkson  had  not  seemed  to 
regard  as  strong  evidence  of  punctuality.  lie 
had  not  been  angry,  but  had  simply  expressed 
his  intention  of  calling  again — giving  Phineas 
to  understand  that  business  would  probably  take 
him  to  the  west  of  Ireland  in  the  autumn.  If 
only  business  might  not  take  him  down  either 
to  Loughlinter  or  to  Saulsby  !  But  the  strange 
visitor  who  came  to  Phineas  in  the  midst  of 
these  troubles  put  an  end  to  them  all. 

The  strange  visitor  was  Miss  Aspasia  Fitzgib- 
bon.  "  You'll  be  very  much  surprised  at  my  com- 
ing to  your  chambers,  no  doubt,"  she  said,  as  she 
sat  down  in  the  chair  which  Phineas  placed  for 
her.  Phineas  could  only  say  that  he  was  very 
proud  to  be  so  highly  honored,  and  that  he  hoped 
she  w;as  well.  "Pretty  well,  I  thank  you.  I 
have  just  come  about  a  little  business,  Mi-.  Finn, 
and  I  hope  you'll  excuse  me."  I 

"  I'm  quite  sure  that  there  is  no  need  for  ex- 
cuses," said  Phineas. 

"Laurence,  when  he  hears  about  it,  will  say 
that  I've  been  an  impertinent  old  fool ;  but  I 
never  care  for  what  Laurence  says,  either  this 
way  or  that.  I've  been  to  that  Mr.  Clarkson, 
Mf.  Finn,  and  I've  paid  him  the  money."  i 

"No''  said  Phineas.  [ 

"  But  I  have,  jNIr.  Finn.  I  happened  to  hear 
what  occurred  that  night  at  the  door  of  the 
House  of  Commons."  | 

"  Who  told  you.  Miss  Fitzgibbon  ?"  I 

*'  Never  mind  who  told  me.     I  heard  it.     I  ] 
knew  before  that  yo-u  had  been  foolish  enough  \ 
to  help  Laurence  about  money,  and  so  I  put  I 
two  and  two  together.     It  isn't  the  first  time  I 
have  had  to  do  with  Mr.  Clarkson.     So  I  sent  to 
him,  and  I've  bought  the  bill.     There  it  is." 
And  I\Iiss  Fitzgibbon  produced  the  document 
which  bore  the  name  of  Phineas  Finn  across  the 
front  of  it. 

"And  did  yon  pay  him  two  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  for  it?" 

"Not  quite.  I  had  a  very  hard  tussle,  and 
got  it  at  last  for  two  hundred  and  twenty 
pounds." 

"And  did  yon  do  it  yourself?" 

"All  myself.  If  I  had  employed  a  lawyer  I 
should  have  had  to  pay  two  hundred  and  forty 
pounds,  and  five  pounds  for  costs.  And  now,  Mr, 
Finn,  I  hope  you  won't  have  any  more  money  en- 
gagements with  my  brother  Laurence."  Phin- 
eas said  that  he  thought  he  might  promise  that  he 
would  have  no  more.  "  Because,  if  you  do,  I 
shan't  interfere.  If  Laurence  began  to  find  that  he 
could  get  money  out  of  me  in  that  way,  there 
would  be  no  end  to  it.  Mr.  Clarkson  would 
very  soon  be  spending  his  spare  time  in  my  draw- 
ing-room. Good-bye,  Mr.  Finn.  If  Laurence  says 
any  thing,  just  tell  him  that  he'd  better  come  to 
me."  Tlien  Phineas  was  left  looking  at  the  bill. 
It  was  certainly  a  great  relief  to  him — that  he 
should  be  thus  secured  from  the  domiciliaiy 
visits  of  ]\Ir.  Clarkson  ;  a  great  relief  to  him  to 
be  assured  that  Mr.  Clarkson  would  not  find  him 
out  down  at  Loughton  ;  but,  nevertheless,  he 
had  to  suffer  a  pang  of  shame  as  he  felt  that 
Miss  Fitzgibbon  had  become  acquainted  with  his 
poverty,  and  had  found  herself  obliged  to  satisfy 
his  pecuniary  liabilities. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

LADY  LACRA  KENNEDY'S  HEADACHE. 

Phineas  went  down  to  Loughlinter  early  in 
July,  taking  Loughton  in  his  way.  He  stayed 
there  one  night  at  the  inn,  and  was  introduced 
to  sundry  influential  inhabitants  of  the  borough 
by  Mr.  Grating,  the  ifon-monger.who  was  known 
by  those  who  knew  Loughton  to  be  a  very  strong 
supporter  of  the  earl's  interest.  Mr.  Grating 
and  about  half  a  dozen  others  of  the  tradesmen 
of  the  town  came  to  the  inn,  and  met  Phineas  in 
the  parlor.  He  told  them  he  was  a  good  sound 
Liberal  and  a  supporter  of  Mr.  Mildmay's 
Government,  of  which  their  neighbor  the  earl 
was  so  conspicuous  an  ornament.  This  was 
almost  all  that  was  said  about  the  earl  out  loud  ; 
but  each  individual  man  of  Lougliton  then  pres- 
ent took  an  opportunity  during  the  meeting  of 
whispering  into  Mr.  Finn's  ear  a  word  or  two 
to  show  that  he  also  was  admitted  to  the  secret 
councils  of  the  borough — that  he  too  could  see 
the  inside  of  the  arrangement.  "  Of  course  we 
must  support  the  e-arl,"  one  said.  "Never 
mind  what  you  hear  about  a  Tory  candidate, 
JMr.  Finn,"  whispered  a  second  ;  "the  Earl  can 
do  what  he  pleases  here."  And  it  seemed  to 
Phineas  that  it  was  thought  by  them  all  to  be 
rather  a  fine  thing  to  be  thus  held  in  the  hand 
by  an  English  nobleman.  Phineas  could  not 
bi,it  reflect  much  upon  this  as  he  lay  in  his  bed 
at  the  Loughton  inn.  The  great  jjolitical  ques- 
tion on  which  the  political  world  was  engrossed 
up  in  London  was  the  enfranchisement  of  En- 
glishmen— of  Englishmen  down  to  the  rank  of 
artisans  and  laborers  ;  and  yet  when  he  found 
himself  in  contact  with  indivimial  Englishmen, 
with  men  even  very  much  above  the  artisan  and 
the  laborer,  he  found  that  they  rather  liked  being 
bound  hand  and  foot,  and  being  kept  as  tools  in 
the  political  pocket  of  a  rich  man.  Every  one  of 
those  Loughton  tradesmen  was  proud  of  his  own 
personal  subjection  to  tlie  earl  I    ■ 

From  Loughton  he  went  to  Loughlinter,  hav- 
ing promised  to  be  back  in  the  borough  for  the 
election.  INIr.  Grating  would  propose  him,  and 
he  was  to  be  seconded  by  Sir.  Shortribs,  the 
butcher  and  grazier.  Mention  had  been  made 
of  a  Conservative  candidate,  and  !Mr.  Shortribs 
had  seemed  to  think  that  a  good  stand-up  fight 
upon  English  principles,  with  a  clear  under- 
standing, of  course,  that  victory  should  prevail  on 
the  Liberal  side,  would  be  a  good  thing  for  the 
borough.  But  the  earl's  man  of  business  saw 
Phineas  on  the  morning  of  his  departure,  and 
told  him  not  to  regard  jNIr.  Shortribs.  "  They'd 
all  like  it,"  said  the  man  of  business  ;  "  and  I 
dare  sav  they'll  have  enough  of  it  when  this  Re- 
form Bill  is  passed ;  but  at  present  no  one  will 
be  fool  enough  to  come  and  sjiend  his  money 
here.  We  have  them  all  in  hand  too  well  for 
that,  Mr.  Finn !" 

He  found  the  great  house  at  Loughlinter  near- 
ly empty.  iMr.  Kennedy's  mother  was  there, 
and  Lord  Brentford  was  there,  and  Lord  Brent- 
ford's private  secretary  and  Mr.  Kennedy's  j)ri- 
vate  secretarj'.  At  present  that  was  tlie  entire 
party.  Lady  Baldock  was  expected  there,  with 
her  daughter  and  Violet  Effingham  ;  but,  as  well 
as  Phineas  could  learn,  they  would  not  be  at 
Loughlinter  until  after  he  had  left  it.  There  had 
come  up  lately  a  rumor  that  there  would  be  an  au- 
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tumn  session,  that  the  Houses  would  sit  through 
October  and  a  part  of  November,  in  order  that 
Mr.  Mildmay  might  try  the  feeling  of  tlie  new 
Parliament.  If  this  were  to  be  so,  Thineas  had 
resolved  that,  in  the  event  of  his  election  at 
Loufjhton,  he  would  not  return  to  Ireland  till  aft- 
er this  autumn  session  should  be  over.  He  gave 
an  account  to  the  earl,  in  the  presence  of  the  earl's 
son-in-law,  of  what  had  taken  place  atLoughton, 
and  the  earl  expressed  himself  as  satisfied.  It  was 
manifestly  a  great  satisfaction  to  Lord  Brentford 
that  he  should  still  have  a  borough  in  his  pocket, 
and  the  more  so  because  there  were  so  very  few 
noblemen  left  who  had  such  property  belonging  to 
them.  He  was  very  careful  in  his  speech,  never 
saying  in  so  many  words  that  the  ])rivilege  of  re- 
turning a  member  was  his  own  ;  but  his  meaning 
was  not  the  less  clear. 

Those  were  dreary  days  at  Loughlinter. 
There  was  fishing,  if  Fhineas  chose  to  fish  ;  and 
he  was  told  that  he  could  shoot  a  deer  if  he  was 
minded  to  go  out  alone.  But  it  seemed  as 
though  it  were  the  intention  of  the  host  that  his 
guests  sliould  spend  their  time  profitably.  Mr. 
Kennedy  himself  was  shut  up  with  books  and 
papers  all  the  morning,  and  always  took  up  a 
book  after  dinner.  The  earl  also  would  read  a 
little,  and  then  would  sleep  a  good  deal.  Old 
JIis.  Kennedy  slept  also,  and  Lady  Laura  look- 
ed as  though  she  would  like  to  sleep  if  it  were 
not  that  her  husband's  eye  was  upon  lier.  As  it 
was,  she  administered  tea,  Mr.  Kennedy  not 
liking  the  practice  of  liaving  it  handed  round  by 
a  servant  when  none  were  there  but  members  of 
the  family  circle,  and  she  read  novels.  Phine- 
as  got  hold  of  a  stiff  bit  of  reading  for  himself, 
and  tried  to  utilize  his  time.  He  took  Alison  in 
hand  and  worked  his  way  gallantly  through  a 
couple  of  volumes.  But  even  he,  more  than 
once  or  twice,  found  himself  on  the  very  verge 
of  slumber.  Tiien  Jie  would  wake  up  and  try  to 
think  about  things.  Wliy  was  he,  Phineas  Finn, 
an  Irisliman  from  Killaloe,  living  in  that  great 
house  of  Loughlinter  as  though  he  were  one  of 
the  family,  striving  to  kill  the  hours,  and  feeling 
that  he  was  in  some  way  subject  to  the  dominion 
of  his  host?  Would  it  not  be  better  for  him 
to  get  up  and  go  away  ?  In  his  heart  of  hearts 
he  did  not  like  Mr.  Kennedy,  though  he  believed 
him  to  be  a  good  man.  And  of  what  service  to 
him  was  it  to  like  Lady  Laura,  now  that  Lady 
Laura  was  a  possession  in  the  hands  of  ^Ir.  Ken- 
nedy ?  Then  he  would  tell  himself  that  he  owed 
his  position  in  the  world  entirely  to  Lady  Laura, 
and  that  he  was  ungrateful  to  feel  himself  ever 
dull  in  her  society.  And,  moreover,  there  was 
something  to  be  done  in  the  world  beyond 
making  love  and  being  merry.  Mr.  Kennedy 
could  occupy  himself  with  a  blue-book  for  hours 
together  without  wincing.  So  Phineas  went  to 
work  again  with  his  Alison,  and  read  away  till 
he  nodded. 

In  those  days  he  often  wandered  up  and  down 
the  Linter  and  across  the  moor  to  the  Linn,  and 
so  down  to  the  lake.  He  would  take  a  book  with 
him,  and  would  seat  himself  down  on  spots 
which  he  loved,  and  would  pretend  to  read ; 
but  I  do  not  think  that  he  got  much  advantage 
from  his  book.  He  was  thinking  of  his  life,  and 
trying  to  calculate  whether  the  wonderful  suc- 
cess which  he  had  achieved  would  ever  be  of 
permanent  value  to  him.     Would  he  be  nearer 


to  earning  his  bread  when  he  should  be  member 
for  Loughton  than  he  had  been  when  he  was 
member  for  Loughshane  ?  Or  was  there  before 
him  any  slightest  probability  that  he  would  ever 
earn  his  bread?  And  then  he  thought  of  Vio- 
let Effingham,  and  was  angry  with  himself  for 
remembering  at  that  moment  that  Violet  Effing- 
ham was  the  mistress  of  a  large  fortune. 

Once  before  when  he  was  sitting  beside  the 
Linter  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  declare  his 
passion  to  Lady  Laura ;  and  he  had  done  so  on 
the  very  spot.  Now,  within  a  twelvemonth  of 
that  time,  he  made  up  his  mind  on  the  same  spot 
to  declare  his  passion  to  Miss  Effingham,  and  he 
thought  his  best  mode  of  carrying  his  suit  would 
be  to  secure  the  assistance  of  Lady  Laura. 
Lady  Laura,  no  doubt,  had  been  very  anxious 
that  her  brother  should  marry  Violet ;  but  Lord 
Chiltern,  as  Phineas  knew,  had  asked  for  Vio- 
let's hand  twice  in  vain ;  and,  moreover,  Chil- 
tern himself  had  declared  to  Phineas  that  he 
would  never  ask  for  it  again.  Lady  Laura,  who 
was  always  reasonable,  would  surely  perceive  that 
there  was  no  hope  of  success  for  her  brother. 
That  Chiltern  would  quarrel  with  him,  would 
quarrel  with  him  to  the  knife,  he  did  not  doubt ; 
but  he  felt  that  no  fear  of  such  a  quarrel  as  that 
should  deter  him.  He  loved  Violet  Effingham, 
and  he  must  indeed  be  pusillanimous  if,  loving 
her  as  he  did,  he  was  deterred  from  expressing 
his  love  from  any  fear  of  a  suitor  whom  she  did 
not  favor.  He  would  not  willingly  be  untrue  to 
his  friendship  for  Lady  Laura's  l)rother.  Had 
there  been  a  chance  for  Lord  Chiltern  he  would 
have  abstained  from  putting  himself  forward. 
But  what  was  the  use  of  his  abstaining,  when  by 
doing  so  he  could  in  nowise  benefit  his  friend, 
when  the  result  of  his  doing  so  would  be  that 
some  interloper  would  come  in  and  carry  off  the 
prize  ?  He  would  explain  all  this  to  Lady  Lau- 
ra, and,  if  the  prize  would  be  kind  to  him,  he 
would  disregard  the  anger  of  Lord  Chiltern, 
even  though  it  might  be  anger  to  the  knife. 

As  he  was  thinking  of  all  this  Lady  Laura 
stood  before  him  where  he  was  sitting  at  the  top 
of  the  falls.  At  this  moment  he  remembered 
well  all  the  circumstances  of  the  scene  when  he 
had  been  there  with  her  at  his  last  visit  to 
Loughlinter.  How  things  had  changed  since 
then  !  Then  he  had  loved  Lady  Laura  with  all 
his  heart,  and  he  had  now  already  brought  him- 
self to  regard  her  as  a  discreet  matron  whom  to 
love  would  be  almost  as  unreasonable  as  though 
he  were  to  entertain  a  passion  for  the  Lord 
Chancellor.  The  reader  will  understand  how 
thorough  had  been  the  cure  effected  by  Lady 
Laura's  marriage  and  the  interval  of  a  few 
months,  when  the  swain  was  already  prepared  to 
make  this  lady  the  depositary  of  his  confidence 
in  another  matter  of  love,  "You  are  often 
here,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Lady  Laura,  looking 
down  upon  him  as  he  sat  upon  the  rock. 

"Well — yes;  not  very  often;  I  come  here 
sometimes  because  the  view  down  upon  the  lake 
is  so  fine." 

"It  is  the  prettiest  spot  about  the  place.  I 
hardly  ever  get  here  now.  Indeed  this  is  only 
the  second  time  that  I  have  been  up  since  we 
have  been  at  home,  and  then  I  came  to  bring 
papa  here."  There  was  a  little  wooden  seat 
near  to  the  rock  upon  which  Phineas  had  been 
lying,  and   upon   this   Lady  Laura  sat   down. 
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Phineas,  with  his  eyes  turned  upon  the  lake,  was 
considering  how  he  miglit  introduce  the  subject 
of  his  love  for  Violet  Effingliani ;  but  he  did  not 
find  the  matter  very  easy.  lie  had  just  resolved 
to  begin  by  saying  that  Violet  would  certainly 
never  accept  Lord  Chiltern,  when  Lady  Laura 
spoke  a  word  or  two  which  stopjjed  him  altogeth- 
er. "How  well  I  remember,"  she  said,  "the 
day  when  you  and  I  were  here  last  autumn  !" 

"So  do  I.  You  told  me  then  that  you  wei"e 
going  to  marry  j\[r.  Kennedy.  How  much  has 
happened  since  tlien  !" 

"  IMuch  indeed  !  Enough  for  a  whole  life-time. 
And  yet  how  slow  the  time  has  gone  !" 

"I  do  not  think  it  has  been  slow  with  me," 
said  Piiineas. 

"  No  ;  you  have  been  active.  You  have  had 
your  hands  full  of  work.  I  am  beginning  to 
think  that  it  is  a  great  curse  to  have  been  born 
a  woman." 

"  And  yet  I  have  heard  you  say  that  a  woman 
may  do  as  much  as  a  man." 

"That  was  before  I  had  learned  ray  lesson 
properly.  I  know  better  than  tliat  now.  Oh 
dear !  I  have  no  doubt  it  is  all  for  the  best  as  it 
is,  but  I  have  a  kind  of  wish  that  I  might  be  al- 
lowed to  go  out  and  milk  the  cows." 

"  And  may  you  not  milk  theco\ys  if  you  wish 
it.  Lady  Laura?" 

"  By  no  means — not  only  not  milk  them,  but 
hardly  look  at  them.  At»any  rate,  I  must  not 
talk  about  them."  Phineas  of  course  undei'stood 
that  she  was  complaining  of  her  husband,  and 
hardly  knew  how  to  reply  to  her.  He  had  been 
sharp  enough  to  perceive  already  that  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy was  an  autocrat  in  his  own  house,  and  he 
knew  Lady  Laura  well  enough  to  be  sure  that 
such  masterdom  would  be  very  irksome  to  her. 
But  he  had  not  imagined  that  she  would  com- 
plain to  him.  "  It  was  so  different  at  Saulsby," 
Lady  Laura  continued.  "Every  thing  there 
seemed  to  be  my  own." 

"And  every  thing  here  is  your  own." 
"Yes — according  to  the  piayer-book.     And 
everything  in  truth  is  my  own — as  all  the  dain- 
ties at  the  banquet  belonged  to  Sancho  the  Gov- 
ernor." 

"You  mean,"  said  he — and  then  he  hesitated, 
"  you  mean  that  Mr.  Kennedy  stands  over  you, 
guarding  you  for  your  own  welfare,  as  the  doctor 
stood  over  Sancho  and  guarded  him  ?" 

There  was  a  pause  before  she  answered — a 
long  pause,  during  which  he  was  looking  away 
over  the  lake,  and  thinking  how  he  miglit  intro- 
duce the  subject  of  his  love.  But  long  as  was 
the  pause,  he  had  not  begun  when  Lady  Laura 
was  again  speaking.  "The  truth  is,  my  friend," 
she  said,  "that  I  have  made  a  mistake." 
"  A  mistake?" 

"  Yes,  Piiineas,  a  mistake.  I  have  blundered 
as  fools  blunder,  thinking  that  I  was  clever 
enough  to  pick  my  footsteps  aright  without  ask- 
ing counsel  from  any  one.  I  have  blundered  and 
stumbled  and  fallen,  and  now  I  am  so  bruised 
that  I  am  not  able  to  stand  upon  my  feet."  The 
word  that  struck  him  most  in  all  this  was  his 
own  Christian  name.  She  had  never  called  him 
Phineas  before.  He  was  aware  tliat  the  circle 
o£  his  acquaintance  had  fallen  into  a  way  of  mis- 
calling him  by  iiis  Christian  name,  as  one  ob- 
serves to  be  done  now  and  again  in  reference  to 
some  special  young  man.   Most  of  the  men  whom 


he  called  his  friends  called  him  Phineas.  Even 
the  earl  had  done  so  more  than  once  on  occa- 
sions in  which  the  greatness  of  his  position  iiad 
dropped  for  a  moment  out  of  his  mind.  Mrs. 
Low  had  called  him  Phineas  when  she  regarded 
him  as  her  husband's  most  cherished  pupil ;  and 
Mrs.  Bunco  had  called  him  jNIr.  Phineas.  He 
had  always  been  Phineas  to  every  body  at  Kil- 
laloe.  But  still  he  was  quite  sure  that  Lady 
Laura  had  never  so  called  him  before.  Nor 
would  she  have  done  so  now  in  her  husband's 
presence.     He  was  sure  of  that  also. 

"You  mean  that  you  are  unlia]i]iy?"  he  said, 
still  looking  away  from  her  toward  the  lake. 

"  Yes,  I  do  mean  that.  Tliough  I  do  not  know- 
why  I  sliould  come  and  tell  you  so — exccjit  that 
I  am  still  lilundering  and  stumbling,  and  have 
fallen  into  a  way  of  hurting  myself  at  every 
step." 

"You  can  tell  no  one  who  is  more  anxious 
for  your  hajipincss,"  said  Phineas. 

"That  is  a  very  pretty  sjieech,  but  what 
would  you  do  for  my  happiness?  Indeed,  what 
is  it  possible  that  you  should  do  ?  I  mean  it  as 
no  rebuke  when  I  say  that  my  happiness  or  un- 
luippiness  is  a  matter  as  to  which  you  will  soon 
become  perfectly  indifferent." 

"Why  sliould  you  say  so.  Lady  Laura?" 
"  Because  it  is  natural  that  it  should  be  so. 
You  and  j\Ir.  Kennedy  might  have  been  friends. 
Not  that  you  will  be,  because  you  are  unlike 
each  other  in  all  j-our  ways.  But  it  might  have 
been  so." 

"And  are  not  you  and  I  to  be  friends?"  he 
asked. 

"No.  In  a  very  few  months  you  will  not 
think  of  telling  me  what  are  your  desires  or 
what  your  sorrows — and  as  for  me,  it  will  be 
out  of  the  question  that  I  should  tell  mine  to 
you.     How  can  you  be  my  friend  ?" 

"If  you  were  not  quite  sure  of  my  friendship, 
Lady  Laura,  you  would  not  speak  to  me  as  you 
are  speaking  now."  Still  he  did  not  look  at 
her,  but  lay  with  his  face  supported  on  his  hands, 
and  his  eyes  turned  away  upon  the  lake.  But 
she,  where  she  was  sitting,  could  see  him,  and 
was  aided  by  her  sight  in  making  comparisons 
in  her  mind  between  the  two  men  who  had  been 
her  lovers — between  him  whom  she  had  taken 
and  him  whom  she  had  left.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  hard,  dry,  unsympatliizing,  un- 
changing virtues  of  her  husband  which  almost 
revolted  her.  He  had  not  a  fault,  but  she  had 
tried  him  at  every  jioint  and  had  been  able  to  strike 
no  spark  of  fire  from  him.  Even  by  disobeying 
she  could  produce  no  heat — only  an  access  of 
firmness.  How  would  it  have  been  with  her 
had  she  thrown  all  ideas  of  fortune  to  the  winds, 
and  linked  her  lot  to  that  of  the  young  Phcebus 
who  was  lying  at  her  feet  ?  If  she  had  ever  loved 
any  one  she  had  loved  Iiira.  And  she  had 
not  thrown  away  her  love  for  money.  So  she 
swore  to  herself  over  and  over  again,  trying  to 
console  herself  in  her  cold  unhappiness.  She 
had  married  a  rich  man  in  order  that  she  might 
be  able  to  do  something  in  the  world — and  now 
that  she  was  this  rich  man's  wife  she  f^)und  that 
she  could  do  nothing.  The  rich  man  thought 
it  1,0  be  quite  enough  for  her  to  sit  at  home  and 
look  after  his  welfare.  In  the  meantime  young 
Piioebus — her  Pha'bus  as  he  had  been  once — was 
thinking  altogether  of  some  one  else. 
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"  Phincas,"  she  said,  slowly,  "I  have  in  you 
such  perfect  confidence  tliat  I  will  tell  you  the 
truth — as  one  man  may  tell  it  to  another.  I 
wish  yoii  would  go  from  here." 

"What,  at  once  ?" 

"Not  to-day,  or  to-morrow.  Stay  here  now 
till  the  election ;  but  do  not  return.  He  will 
ask  you  to  come,  and  press  you  hard,  and  will 
be  hurt — for,  strange  to  say,  with  all  his  cold- 
ness, he  really  likes  you.  He  has  a  pleasure  in 
seeing  you  here.  But  he  must  not  have  that 
pleasure  at  the  expense  of  trouble  to  me." 

"And  why  is  it  a  trouble  to  you  ?"  he  asked. 
Men  are  such  fools — so  awkward,  so  unready, 
with  their  wits  ever  behind  the  occasion  by  a 
dozen  seconds  or  so !  As  soon  as  the  words 
were  uttered,  he  knew  that  they  should  not  have 
been  spoken. 

"Because  I  am  a  fool,"  she  said.  "Why 
else  ?     Is  not  that  enough  for  you  ?" 

"Laura — "  he  said. 

"No — no ;  I  will  have  none  of  that.  I  am  a 
fool,  but  not  such  a  fool  as  to  suppose  that  any 
cure  is  to  be  found  there." 

"Only  say  what  I  can  do  for  you,  though  it 
be  with  my  entire  life,  and  I  will  do  it." 

"You  can  do  nothing — except  to  keep  away 
from  me." 

"  Are  you  earnest  in  telling  me  that  ?"  Now 
at  last  he  had  turned  himself  round  and  was 
looking  at  her,  and. as  he  looked  he  saw  the  hat 
of  a  man  appearing  up  the  path,  and  immedi- 
ately afterward  the  face.  It  was  the  hat  and 
face  of  the  Laird  of  Loughlinter.  "  Here  is  Mr. 
Kennedy,"  said  Thineas,  in  a  tone  of  voice  not 
devoid  of  dismay  and  trouble. 

"  So  I  perceive,"  said  Lady  Laura.  But  there 
was  no  dismay  or  trouble  in  the  tone  of  her 
voice. 

In  the  countenance  of  IMr.  Kennedy,  as  he  ap- 
proached closer,  there  was  not  much  to  be 
read — only,  perhaps,  some  slight  addition  of 
gloom,  or  rather,  perhaps,  of  that  frigid  pro- 
priety of  moral  demeanor  for  which  he  had  al- 
ways been  conspicuous,  which  had  grown  upon 
him  at  his  marriage,  and  which  had  been  greatly 
increased  by  the  double  action  of  being  made  a 
Cabinet  Minister  and  being  garrotted.  "I  am 
glad  that  your  headache  is  better,"  he  said  to  his 
wife,  who  had  risen  from  her  seat  to  meet  him. 
Phineas  also  had  risen,  and  was  now  looking 
somewhat  sheepish  where  he  stood. 

"I  came  out  because  it  was  worse,"  she  said. 
"  It  irritated  me  so  that  I  could  not  stand  the 
house  any  longer." 

"  I  will  send  to  Callender  for  Dr.  Macnuth- 
rie." 

"  Pray  do  nothing  of  the  kind,  Robert.  I  do 
Hot  want  Dr.  Macnuthrie  at  all." 

"Where  there  is  illness,  medical  advice  is  al- 
ways expedient." 

"  I  am  not  ill.     A  headache  is  not  illness." 

"I  had  thought  it  was,"  said  JNIr.  Kennedy, 
very  dryly. 

'•  At  any  rate,  I  would  rather  not  have  Doctor 
Macnuthrie." 

"I  am  sure  it  can  not  do  you  any  good  to 
climb  up  here  in  the  heat  of  the  sun.  Had  you 
been  here  long,  Finn  ?" 

"All  the  morning;  here,  or  hereabouts.  I 
clambered  up  from  the  lake  and  had  a  book  in  my 
pocket." 


"  And  you  happened  to  come  across  him  by 
accident?"  Mr.  Kennedy  asked.  There  was 
something  so  simple  in  the  question  that  its  very 
simplicity  proved  that  there  was  no  suspicion. 

"Yes,  by  chance,"  said  Lady  Laura.  "But 
every  one  at  Loughlinter  always  comes  up  here. 
If  any  one  ever  were  missing  whom  I  wanted  to 
find,  this  is  where  I  should  look." 

"I  am  going  on  toward  Linter  forest  to  meet 
Blane,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy.  Blane  was  the 
gamekeeper.  "  If  you  don't  mind  the  trouble, 
Finn,  I  wish  you'd  take  Lady  Laura  down  to 
the  house.  Do  not  let  her  stay  out  in  the  heat. 
I  will  take  care  that  somebody  goes  over  to  Cal- 
lender for  Dr.  Macnuthrie."  Then  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy went  on,  and  Phineas  was  left  with  the 
charge  of  taking  Lady  Laura  back  to  the  house. 
When  Mr.  Kennedy's  hat  had  first  appeai^ed  com- 
ing up  the  walk,  Phineas  had  been  ready  to  pro- 
claim himself  prepared  for  any  devotion  in  the 
service  of  Lady  Laura.  Indeed,  he  had  begun  to 
reply  with  criminal  tenderness  to  the  indiscreet 
avowal  which  Lady  Laura  had  made  to  him.  But 
he  felt  now,  after  what  had  just  occurred  in  the 
husband's  presence,  that  any  show  of  tenderness 
— of  criminal  tenderness — was  impossible.  The 
absence  of  all  suspicion  on  the  part  of  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy had  made  Phineas  feel  that  he  was  bound 
by  all  social  laws  to  refrain  from  such  tenderness. 
Lady  Laura  began  to  descend  the  path  before  him 
without  a  word;  and  went  on,  and  on,  as  though 
she  would  have  reached  the  house  without  speak- 
ing, had  he  not  addressed  her.  "Does  your 
head  still  pain  you?"  he  asked. 

"Of  course  it  does." 

"  I  suppose  he  is  right  in  saying  that  you 
should  not  be  out  in  the  heat." 

"I  do  not  know.  It  is  not  worth  while  to 
think  about  that.  He  sends  me  in,  and  so  of 
course  I  must  go.  And  he  tells  you  to  take  me, 
and  so  of  course  you  must  take  me." 

"Would  you  wish  that  I  should  let  you  go 
alone?'' 

"  Yes,  I  would.  Only  he  will  be  sure  to  find 
it  out ;  and  you  must  not  tell  him  that  you  left 
me  at  my  request." 

"Do  you  think  that  I  am  afraid  of  him?" 
said  Phineas. 

"  Yes,  I  think  you  are.  I  know  that  I  am, 
and  that  papa  is ;  and  that  his  mother  hardly 
dares  to  call  her  soul  her  own.  I  do  not  know 
why  you  should  escape." 

"Mr.  Kennedy  is  nothing  to  me." 

"He  is  something  to  me,  and  so  I  suppose  I 
had  better  go  on.  And  now  I  shall  have  that 
horrid  man  from  the  little  town  pawing  me  and 
covering  every  thing  with  snuft",  and  bidding  me 
take  Scotch  physic — which  seems  to  increase  in 
quantity  and  nastiness  as  doses  in  England  de- 
crease. And  he  will  stand  over  me  to  see  that 
I  take  it." 

"  What,  the  doctor  from  Callender?" 

"  No,  but  Mr.  Kennedy  will.  If  he  advised 
me  to  have  a  hole  in  my  glove  mended,  he  would 
ask  me  before  he  went  to  bed  whether  it  was 
done.  He  never  forgot  any  thing  in  his  life,  and 
was  never  unmindful  of  anything.  That  I  think 
will  do,  Mr.  Finn.  You  have  brought  me  out 
from  the  trees,  and  that  may  be  taken  as  bring- 
ing me  home.  We  shall  hardly  get  scolded  if 
we  part  here.  Remember  what  I  told  you  up 
above.     And  remember  also  that  it  is  in  your 
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power  to  do  nothing  else  for  me.  Good-bye." 
So  he  turned  away  toward  the  lake,  and  let  Lady 
Laura  go  across  the  wide  lawn  to  the  house  by 
herself. 

He  had  failed  altogetlier  in  his  intention  of 
telling  his  friend  of  his  love  for  Violet,  and  had 
come  to  perceive  that  he  could  not  for  the  pi'es- 
ent  carry  out  that  intention.  After  what  had 
passed  it  would  be  impossible  for  him  to  go  to 
Lady  Laura  with  a  passionate  tale  of  his  longing 
for  Violet  Eflingham.  If  he  were  even  to  sjieak 
to  her  of  love  at  all,  it  must  be  quite  of  another 
love  than  that.  But  lie  never  would  speak  to  her 
of  love  ;  nor — as  he  felt  quite  sure — would  she 
allow  him  to  do  so.  But  what  astounded  him 
most  as  he  thought  of  the  interview  which  had 
just  passed,  was  tlie  fact  that  the  Lady  Laura 
whom  he  had  known — whom  he  had  thought  he 
had  known — should  have  become  so  subject  to 
such  a  man  as  Mr.  Kennedy,  a  man  whom  he 
had  despised  as  being  weak,  irresolute,  and  with- 
out a  purpose !  For  the  day  or  two  that  he  re- 
mained at  Loughlinter,  he  watched  the  family 
closely,  and  became  aware  tliat  Lady  Laura  had 
been  riglit  when  she  declared  tliat  her  father  was 
afraid  of  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"  I  shall  follow  yon  almost  immediately,"  said 
the  earl  confidentially  to  Pliineas,  when  the 
candidate  forthe  borough  took  liis  departure  from 
Loughlinter.  "  1  don't  like  to  be  there  just  when 
the  election  is  going  on,  but  I'll  be  at  Saulsby  to 
receive  you  the  day  afterward." 

Phineas  took  his  leave  from  ]\Ir.  Kennedy,  with 
a  warm  expression  of  friendshij)  on  the  part  of 
his  host,  and  from  Lady  Laura  with  a  mere  touch 
of  the  hand.  He  tried  to  say  a  word  ;  but  she 
■was  sullen,  or,  if  not,  she  put  on  some  mood  like 
to  sullenness,  and  said  never  a  word  to  him. 

On  the  day  after  the  departure  of  Phineas' 
Finn  for  Loughton,  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  still 
had  a  headache.  She  had  complained  of  a 
headache  ever  since  she  had  been  atLoughlinter, 
andDr.  Macnuthrie  had.been  overmorethanonce. 
"  I  wonder  what  it  is  that  ails  you,"  said  her  hus- 
band, standing  over  her  in  her  own  sitting-room 
up  stairs.  It  was  a  pretty  room,  looking  away 
to  the  mountains,  with  just  a  glimpse  of  the  lake 
to  be  caught  from  the  window,  and  it  had  been 
prepared  for  her  with  all  the  skill  and  taste  of 
an  accomplished  upholsterer.  She  had  selected 
the  room  for  herself  soon  after  her  engagement, 
and  had  thanked  her  future  husband  with  lier 
sweetest  smile  for  giving  her  the  choice.  She 
had  thanked  him  and  told  him  that  she  always 
meant  to  be  happy — so  happy  in  that  room  !  He 
was  a  man  not  much  given  to  romance,  but  he 
thought  of  this  promise  as  he  stood  over  her  and 
asked  after  her  health.  As  far  as  he  could  see 
she  had  never  been  even  comfortable  since  she 
had  been  at  Loughlinter.  A  shadow  of  the  truth 
came  across  his  mind.  Perhaps  his  wife  was 
bored.  If  so,  what  was  to  be  the  future  of  his 
life  and  of  hers  ?  He  went  up  to  London  every 
year,  and  to  Parliament,  as  a  duty;  and  then, 
during  some  period  of  the  recess,  would  have  his 
house  full  of  guests — as  another  duty.  But  his 
happiness  was  to  consist  in  such  hours  as  these 
which  seemed  to  inflict  upon  his  wife  the  penalty 
of  a  continual  headache.  A  shadow  of  the  truth 
came  upon  him.  What  if  his  wife  did  not  like 
living  quietly  at  home  as  the  mistress  of  her  hus- 
band's house  ?     What  if  a  headache  was  always 


to  be  the  result  of  a  simple  perform?  nee  of  do- 
mestic duties? 

More  than  a  shadow  of  the  truth  had  come 
upon  Lady  Laura  herself.  The  dark  cloud  cre- 
ated by  the  entire  truth  was  upon  her,  making 
every  thing  black  and  wretched  around  her.  She 
had  asked  herself  a  question  or  two,  and  had  dis- 
covered that  she  had  no  love  for  lier  husband, 
that  the  kind  of  life  which  he  intended  to  exact 
from  her  was  insu))iiortab!e  to  her,  and  that  she 
had  blundered  and  fallen  in  her  entrance  upon 
life.  She  perceived  that  her  father  had  already 
become  weary  of  Mr.  Kennedy,  and  that,  lonely 
and  sad  as  he' would  be  at  Saulsby  by  himself,  it 
was  his  intention  to  repudiate  the  idea  of  mak- 
ing a  home  at  Loughlinter.  Yes  —  she  would 
be  deserted  by  every  one,  except  of  course  by  her 
husband;  and  then —  Then  she  woiddtlirow  her- 
self  on  some  early  morning  into  the  lake,  for  life 
would  be  insujiportable. 

"I  wonder  what  it  is  that  ails  you,"  said  Mr. 
Kennedy. 

"Notiiing  serious.  One  can't  always  help 
having  a  headache,  you  know." 

"I  don't  think  you  take  enough  exercise, 
Laura.  I  would  propose  that  you  should  walk 
four  miles  every  d;iy  after  breakfast.  I  will  al- 
ways be  ready  to  accompany  you.  I  have  spoken 
to  I)r.  Jlacnuthrie — " 

"  I  hate  Dr.  jNIacnuthrie." 

"  Why  should  vou  hate  Dr.  Macnuthrie,  Lau- 
ra?" 

"  How  can  I  tell  wliy  ?  I  do.  •  Thnt  is  quite 
reason  enough  why  you  should  not  send  for  him 
to  me." 

"  You  are  unreasonable,  Laura.  One  cliooses 
a  doctor  on  account  of  his  rcfuitation  in  his 
profession,  and  that  of  Dr.  Macnuthrie  stands 
high." 

"I  do  not  want  any  doctor." 

"  But  if  you  are  ill,  my  dear — " 

"  I  am  not  ill." 

"But  you  said  you  had  a  headache.  You 
have  said  so  for  the  last  ten  days." 

"  Having  a  headache  is  not  being  ill.  I  only 
wish  you  would  not  talk  of  it,  and  then  perhajjs 
I  should  get  rid  of  it." 

"I  can  not  believe  that.  Headache  in  nine 
cases  out  of  ten  comes  from  the  stomach." 
Though  he  said  this — saying  it  because  it  was  the 
commonplace,  common-sense  sort  of  thing  to 
say,  still  at  the  very  moment  there  was  the 
shadow  of  the  truth  before  his  eyes.  What  if 
this  headache  meant  simple  dislike  to  him,  and 
to  his  modes  of  life? 

"  It  is  nothing  of  that  sort,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
impatient  at  having  her  ailment  inq'uired  into 
I  with  so  much  accuracy. 

"Then  what  is  it?     You  can  not  think  that 
I  can  be  happy  to  hear  you  comjihiiuing  of  head- 
ache every  day — making  it  an  excuse  for  abso- 
:  lute  idleness." 

"What  is  that  you  want  me  to  do?"  she  said, 
'jumping  up  from  her  seat.  "Set  me  a  task, 
"and  if  I  don't  go  mad  over  it  I'll  get  through  it. 
;  There  are  the  account-books.  Give  them  to 
I  me.  I  don't  suppose  I  can  see  the  figures,  but 
i  I'll  try  to  see  them." 

"Laura,  this  is  unkind  of  you — and  ungratc- 
'  ful." 

j      "  Of  course — it  is  every  thing  that  is  bad. 
!  What  a  pity  that  you  did  not  find  it  out  last 
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vear!  Oh  clear,  oli  dear!  what  am  I  to  do?" 
Then  slie  threw  herself  down  upon  the  sofa,  and 
put  botli  her  hands  up  to  her  temples. 

"  I  will  send  for  Dr.  Macnuthrie  at  once,"  said 
Mr.  Kennedy,  walking  toward  the  door  very 
slowlv,  and  speaking  as  slowly  as  he  walked. 

"No — do  no  such  thing, "she  said,  springing 
to  her  feet  again  and  intercepting  him  before  he 
reached  the  door.  "  If  he  comes,  I  will  not  see 
him.  I  give  you  my  word  that  I  will  not  speak 
to  iiim  if  he  comes.  You  do  not  understand," 
she  said  ;  "  you  do  not  understand  at  all." 

'•What  is  it  that  I  ought  to  understand?" 
he  asked. 

"That  a  woman  does  not  like  to  be  bother- 
ed." 

He  made  no  reply  at  once,  but  stood  tliere 
twisting  the  handle  of  the  door,  and  collecting 
his  tlioughts.  "Yes," said  he  at  last;  "I  am 
beginning  to  find  that  out — and  to  find  out  also 
what  it  is  that  bothers  a  woman,  as  you  call  it. 
I  can  see  now  what  it  is  that  makes  your  head 
ache.  It  is  not  the  stomach.  You  are  quite 
right  tliere.  It  is  the  prospect  of  a  quiet  decent 
life  to  which  would  be  attaciied  the  jierformance 
of  certain  homely  duties.  Dr.  Macnuthrie  is  a 
learned  man,  but  I  doubt  whether  he  can  do  any 
thing  for  such  a  malady." 

"  You  are  quite  right,  Robert ;  he  can  do  noth- 
ing." 

"It  is  a  malady  you  must  cure  for  yourself, 
Laura — and  which  is  to  be  cui'ed  by  persever- 
ance.    If  you  can  bring  yourself  to  try — " 

"But  I  can  not  bring  myself  to  try  at  all," 
she  said. 

"  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Laura,  that  you 
will  make  no  effort  to  do  your  duty  as  my 
wifo?" 

"  I  mean  to  tell  you  that  I  will  not  try  to 
cure  a  iieadache  by  doing  sums.  That  is  all 
that  I  mean  to  say  at  this  moment.  If  you  will 
leave  me  for  awhile,  so  that  I  may  lie  down, 
perha|)s  I  shall  be  able  to  come  to  dinner."  He 
still  hesitated,  standing  with  the  door  in  his 
hand.  "  But  if  j-ou  go  on  scolding  me,"  she 
continued,  "what  I  shall  do  is  to  go  to  bed  di- 
rectly you  go  away."  He  hesitated  for  a  mo- 
ment longer,  and  then  left  the  room  without 
another  word. 


CHAPTER  XXXIIL 

MR.      slide's     grievance. 

Our  hero  was  elected  member  for  Loughton 
without  any  trouble  to  him,  or,  as  far  as  he 
could  see,  to  any  one  else.  He  made  one  speech 
from  a  small  raised  booth  that  was  called  a  plat- 
form, and  that  was  all  that  he  was  called  upon 
to  do.  Mr.  Grating  made  a  speecli  in  propos- 
ing him,  and  Mr.  Shortribs  another  in  second- 
ing him  ;  and  these  were  all  the  speeches  that 
were  required.  The  thing  seemed  to  be  so  very 
easy  that  he  was  afterward  almost  offended  when 
he  was  told  that  the  bill  for  so  insignificant  a 
piece  of  work  came  to  £247  13s.  9d.  He  had 
seen  no  occasion  for  spending  even  the  odd  for- 
ty-seven pounds.  But  then  he  was  member  for 
Loughton  ;  and  as  he  passed  the  evening  alone 
at  the  inn,  having  dined  in  company  with 
Messrs.  Grating,  Shortribs,  and  sundry  other  in- 
fluential electors,  he  began  to  reflect  that,  after 


all,  it  was  not  so  very  great  a  thing  to  be  a  mem- 
ber of  Parliament.  It  almost  seemed  that  that 
which  had  come  to  him  so  easily  could  not  be 
of  much  value. 

On  the  following  day  he  went  to  the  castle, 
and  was  there  when  the  earl  arrived.  They 
two  were  alone  together,  and  the  earl  was  very 
kind  to  him.  "  So  you  had  no  ojiponcnt  after 
all,"'  said  the  great  man  of  Loughton,  with  a 
slight  smile. 

"Not  the  ghost  of  another  candidate." 

"  I  did  not  think  there  would  be.  They  have 
tried  it  once  or  twice  and  have  always  failed. 
There  are  only  one  or  two  in  the  place  who  like 
to  go  one  way  just  because  their  neighbors  go 
the  other.  But,  in  truth,  there  is  no  Conserva-. 
tive  feeling  in  the  place !" 

Phineas,  although  he  was  at  the  present  mo- 
ment the  member  for  Loughton  himself,  could 
not  but  enjoy  the  joke  of  this.  Could  there  be 
any  Liberal  feeling  in  such  a  place,  or  indeed 
any  political  feeling  whatsoever?  Would  not 
Messrs.  Grating  &  Shortribs  have  done  just  the 
same  had  it  happened  that  Lord  Brentford  had 
been  a  Tory  peer?  "They  all  seemed  to  be 
very  obliging,"  said  Phineas,  in  answer  to  the 
earl. 

"Yes,  they  are.  There  isn't  a  house  in  the 
town,  you  know,  let  for  longer  than  seven  years, 
and  most  of  them  merely  from  year  to  year. 
And,  do  you  know,  I  haven't  a  farmer  on  the 
property  with  a  lease — not  one  ;  and  they  don't 
want  leases.  They  know  they're  safe.  But  I 
do  like  the  people  round  me  to  be  of  the  same 
way  of  thinking  as  myself  about  politics." 

On  the  second  day,  after  dinner  —  the  last 
evening  of  Finn's  visit  to  Saulsby — the  earl  fell 
suddenly  into  confidential  conversation  about 
his  daughter  and  his  son,  and  about  Violet  Ef- 
fingham. So  sudden,  indeed,  and  so  confiden- 
tial was  the  conversation,  that  Phineas  was  al- 
most silenced  for  awhile.  A  word  or  two  had 
been  said  about  Loughlinter,  of  the  beauty  of 
the  place  and  of  the  vastness  of  the  property. 
"  I  am  almost  afraid,"  said  Lord  Brentford, 
"  that  Laura  is  not  hap]iy  there." 

"I  hope  she  is,"  said  Phineas. 

"  He  is  so  hard  and  dry,  and  what  I  call  ex- 
acting. That  is  just  the  word  for  it.  Now 
Laura  has  never  been  used  to  that.  With  me 
she  always  had  her  own  way  in  every  thing,  and 
I  always  found  her  fit  to  have  it.  I  do  not  un- 
derstand why  her  husband  should  treat  her  dif- 
ferently." 

"  Perhaps  it  is  the  temper  of  the  man." 

"Temper,  yes;  but  what  a  bad  ]n-ospect  is 
that  for  her !  And  she,  too,  has  a  temper,  and 
so  he  will  find  if  he  tries  her  too  far.  I  can  not 
stand  Loughlinter.  I  told  Laura  so  fairly.  It 
is  one  of  those  houses  in  which  a  man  can  not 
call  his  hours  his  own.  I  told  Laura  that  I 
could  not  undertake  to  remain  there  for  above 
a  day  or  two." 

"  It  is  very  sad,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Yes,  indeed ;  it  is  sad  for  her,  poor  girl ; 
and  very  sad  for  me,  too.  I  have  no  one  else 
but  Laura — literally  no  one ;  and  now  I  am  di- 
vided from  her!  It  seems  that  she  has  been 
taken  as  much  away  from  me  as  though  her 
hnsbaud  lived  in  China.  I  have  lost  them  both 
now  .'" 

"I  hope  not,  my  lord." 
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"  I  sfiy  I  have.  As  to  Chiltern,  I  can  per- 
ceive that  he  becomes  nioie  and  more  indiffer- 
ent to  me  every  day.  He  thinks  of  me  only  as 
a  man  in  liis  way,  who  must  die  some  day  and 
may  die  soon." 

"  You  wrong  him,  Lord  Brentford." 

"  I  do  not  wrong  liim  at  all.  Why  lias  he  an- 
swered every  offer  I  have  made  him  with  so  much 
insolcTice  as  to  make  it  impossible  for  me  to  put 
myself  into  farther  communion  with  him  ?" 

"He  thinks  that  you  have  wronged  him." 

"  Yes  ;  because  I  have  been  unable  to  shut  my 
eyes  to  his  mode  of  living.  I  was  to  go  on  paying 
his  debts,  and  taking  no  other  notice  whatsoever 
of  his  conduct !" 

"  I  do  not  think  he  is  in  debt  now." 

"  Because  his  sister  the  other  day  spent  every 
shilling  of  her  fortune  in  paying  them.  She  gave 
him  £40,000!  Do  you  think  she  would  have 
married  Kennedy  but  for  that?  I  don't.  I 
could  not  prevent  her.  I  had  said  that  I  would 
not  cripple  my  remaining  years  of  life  by  raising 
the  money,  and  I  could  not  go  back  from  my 
word." 

"  You  and  Chiltern  might  raise  the  money  be- 
tween you." 

"It  would  do  no  good  now.  She  has  mar- 
ried Mr.  Kennedy,  and  the  money  is  nothing  to 
her  or  to  him.  Chiltern  might  have  put  things 
right  by  marrying  Miss  Effingham  if  he  pleased. " 

"  I  think  he  did  his  best  there." 

"  No  ;  he  did  his  worst.  He  asked  her  to  be 
his  wife  as  a  man  asks  for  a  railway-ticket  or  a 
pair  of  gloves,  which  he  buys  with  a  ju'ice ; 
and  because  she  would  not  jumj)  into  his  month 
he  gave  it  up.  I  don't  believe  he  even  really 
wanted  to  marry  her.  I  suppose  he  has  some 
disreputable  connection  to  prevent  it." 

"  Nothing  of  the  kind.  He  would  marry  her 
to-morrow  if  he  could.  My  belief  is  that  JNIiss 
Effingham  is  sincere  in  refusing  him." 

"I  don't  doubt  her  sincerity." 

"  And  that  she  will  never  change." 

"  Ah,  well ;  I  don't  agree  with  you,  and  I 
dare  say  I  know  them  both  better  than  you  do. 
But  every  thing  goes  against  me.  I  had  set  my 
heart  upon  it,  and  therefore  of  course  I  shall  be 
disappointed.  What  is  he  going  to  do  this  au- 
tumn ?" 

"  He.  is  yachting  now." 

"And  who  are  with  him?" 

"I  think  the  boat  belongs  to  Captain  Cole- 
pepper." 

"  The  greatest  bhackguard  in  all  England !  A 
man  who  shoots  pigeons  and  rides  steejjle- 
chases!  And  the  worst  of  Chiltern  is  this,  tliat 
even  if  he  didn't  like  the  man,  and  if  he  were 
tired  of  this  sort  of  life,  he  would  go  on  just  the 
same  because  he  thinks  it  a  fine  thing  not  to 
give  way."  This  was  so  true  that  Phineas  did 
not  dare  to  contradict  the  statement,  and  there- 
fore said  nothing.  "I  had  some  faint  ho])e," 
continued  the  carl,  "while  Laura  could  always 
watch  liim ;  because,  in  his  way,  he  was  fond  of 
his  sister.  But  that  is  all  over  now.  She  will 
have  enough  to  do  to  watch  herself!" 

Pliineas  had  felt  that  the  earl  had  put  him 
down  rather  sharjdy  when  he  had  said  that  Vio- 
let would  never  accept  Lord  Chiltern,  and  he 
was  therefore  not  a  little  surprised  wlieu  Lord 
Brentford  sjioke  again  of  Miss  Effingham  the 
following  morning,  holding  in  his  hand  a  letter 


which  he  had  just  received  from  her.  "  They 
are  to  be  at  Loughlinter  on  the  tenth,"  he 
said,  "and  she  purposes  to  come  here  for  a 
coujjle  of  nights  on  her  way." 

"  Lady  Baldock  and  airP" 

"Well,  yes;  Lady  Baldock  and  all.  I  am 
not  very  fond  of  Lady  Baldock,  but  I  will  put 
up  with  her  for  a  couple  of  days  for  the  sake  of 
having  Violet.  She  is  more  like  a  child  of  my 
own  now  than  any  body  else.  I  shall  not  see 
her  all  the  autumn  afterward.  I  can  not  stand 
Louglilinter." 

"It  will  be  better  when  the  house  is  full." 

"You  will  be  there,  I  suppose?" 

"  Well,  no  ;  I  think  not,"  said  Phineas. 

"You  have  had  enough  of  it,  have  you?" 
Phineas  made  no  reply  to  this,  but  smiled  slight- 
ly. "By  Jove,  I  don't  wonder  at  it,"  said  the 
earl.  Phineas,  who  would  have  given  all  he 
had  in  the  world  to  be  staying  in  the  same  coun- 
try house  with  Violet  Effingham,  could  not  ex- 
plain how  it  had  come  to  pass  that  he  was  obliged 
to  absent  himself.  "  I  suppose  you  were  asked  ?" 
said  the  earl. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  was  asked.  Nothing  can  be 
kinder  than  they  are." 

"Kennedy  told  me  that  you  M'cre  coming  as 
a  matter  of  course." 

"I  explained  to  him  after  that,"  said  Pliin- 
eas,  "  that  I  should  not  return.  I  shall  go  over 
to  Ireland.  I  have  a  deal  of  liard  reading  to 
do,  and  I  can  get  through  it  there  without  in- 
terruption." 

He  went  up  from  Saulsby  to  London  on  that 
day,  and  found  himself  quite  alone  in  Mrs. 
Bunce's  lodgings.  I  mean  not  only  that  he  was 
alone  at  his  lodgings,  but  he  was  alone  at  his 
club,  and  alone  in  the  streets.  July  was  not 
quite  over,  and  yet  all  the  birds  of  passage  had 
migrated.  Mr.  Mildmay,  by  his  short  session, 
had  half  ruined  the  London  tradesmen,  and  had 
changed  the  summer  mode  of  lite  of  all  those 
who  account  tliemselves  to  be  any  body.  Phin- 
eas, as  he  sat  alone  in  his  room,  felt  himself  to 
be  nobody.  He  had  told  the  earl  that  he  was 
going  to  Ireland,  and  to  Ireland  he  must  go — 
because  he  had  nothing  else  to  do.  He  liad 
been  asked  indeed  to  join  one  or  two  ])arties  in 
their  autumn  plans.  Mr.  INIonk  had  wanted  him 
to  go  to  the  Pyrenees,  and  Lord  Chiltern  had 
suggested  that  he  should  join  the  yacht ;  but 
neither  plan  suited  him.  It  would  have  suited 
him  to  be  at  Loughlinter  with  Violet  Effingham, 
but  Loughlinter  was  a  barred  house  to  him. 
His  old  friend.  Lady  Laura,  bad  tuld  him  not 
to  come  thither,  exjilaining,  witli  sufficient  clear- 
ness, her  reasons  for  exchuling  him  from  the 
number  of  her  husband's  guests.  As  he  thought 
of  it  the  past  scenes  of  his  life  became  very  mar- 
velous to  him.  Twelve  months  since  he  would 
have  given  all  the  world  for  a  word  of  love  from 
Lady  Laura,  and  had  barely  dared  to  hope  that 
such  a  word,  at  some  future  day,  might  jiossibly 
be  spoken.  Now-  such  a  word  had  in  truth  been 
spoken,  and  it  had  come  to  be  simjily  a  trouble 
to  him.  Slie  had  owned  to  him — for,  in  truth, 
such  had  been  the  meaning  of  her  warning  to 
him— that,  though  she  had  married  another 
man,  she  had  loved  and  did  love  him.  But  in 
thinking  of  this  he  took  no  jiride  in  it.  It  was 
not  till  lie  had  thought  of  it  long  that  he  began 
to  ask  himself  whether  he  might  not  be  justified 
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in  ga'  \ng  from  what  happened  some  hope 
that  '*"^b.ct  also  might  learn  to  love  him.  He 
had  thought  so  little  of  himself  as  to  have  been 
afraid  at  first  to  press  his  suit  with  Lady  Laura. 
Might  he  not  venture  to  think  more  of  himself, 
having  learned  how  far  he  had  succeeded  ? 

But  how  was  he  to  get  at  Violet  Effingham  ? 
From  the  moment  at  which  he  had  left  Saulsby 
he  had  been  angry  with  himself  for  not  having 
asked  Lord  Brentford  to  allow  him  to  remain 
there  till  after  the  Baldock  party  should  have 
gone  on  to  Loughlinter.  The  earl,  who  was 
very  lonely  in  his  house,  would  have  consented 
at  once.  Phineas,  indeed,  was  driven  to  confess 
to  iiimself  that  success  with  Violet  would  at  once 
h.ave  put  an  end  to  all  his  friendship  with  Lord 
Brentford  ;  as  also  to  all  his  friendship  with 
Lord  Chilturn.  He  would,  in  such  case,  be  bound 
in  honor  to  vacate  his  seat  and  give  back  Lough- 
ton  to  his  offended  patron.  But  he  would  have 
given  up  much  more  than  his  seat  for  Violet  Ef- 
fingham! At  present,  however,  he  had  no 
means  of  getting  at  her  to  ask  her  the  question. 
He  could  hardly  go  to  Loughlinter  in  ojiposition 
to  the  wishes  of  Lady  Laura. 

A  little  adventure  happened  to  him  in  Lon- 
don which  somewhat  relieved  the  dullness  of  the 
days  of  the  first  week  in  August.  He  remained 
in  London  till  the  middle  of  August,  half  re- 
solving to  rush  down  to  Saulsby  when  Violet 
Effingham  should  be  there — endeavoring  to  find 
some  excuse  for  such  a  proceeding,  but  racking 
his  brains  in  vain — and  tlien  there  came  about 
his  little  adventure.  The  adventure  was  com- 
menced by  the  receipt  of  the  following  letter  : 

"  Eanner  of  the  Pcojilc  Office, 
"3d  August,  ISG — 

"Mr  DEAR  Finn: — I  must  say  I  think  you 
have  treated  me  badly,  and  without  that  sort  of 
brotherly  fairness  which  we  on  the  public  press 
expect  from  one  another.  However,  perhaps  we 
can  come  to  an  understanding,  and  if  so,  things 
may  yet  go  smoothly.  Give  me  a  turn  and  I 
am  not  at  all  adverse  to  give  you  one.  Will 
you  come  to  me  here,  or  shall  I  call  upon 
you?  Yours  always,  Q.  S." 

Phineas  was  not  only  surprised,  but  disgusted 
also,  at  the  receipt  of  this  letter.  He  could  not 
imagine  what  was  the  deed  by  which  he  had  of- 
fended Mr.  Slide.  He  thought  over  all  the  cir- 
cumstances of  his  sh'ort  connection  with  the  Peo- 
ples Banner,  but  could  remember  nothing  which 
might  have  created  offense.  But  his  disgust  was 
greater  than  his  surprise.  He  thought  that  he  had 
done  nothing  and  said  nothing  to  justify  Quintus 
Slide  in  calling  him"  dear  Finn."  He,  who  had 
Lady  Laura's  secret  in  his  keeping,  he  who  hoped 
to  be  the  possessor  of  Violet  Effingham's  affec- 
tions— he  to  be  called  "dear  Finn" by  such  a 
one  as  Quintus  Slide  !  He  soon  made  np  his 
mind  that  he  would  not  answer  the  note,  but 
would  go  at  once  to  the  Peojilc's  Banner  office  at 
the  hour  at  which  Quintus  was  always  there. 
He  certainly  would  not  write  to  "dear  Slide  ;" 
and,  until  he  had  heard  something  more  of  this 
cause  of  offense,  he  wovdd  not  make  an  enemy 
forever  by  calling  the  man  "dear  sir."  He 
went  to  the  office  of  the  People's  Banner,  and 
found  Mr.  Slide  ensconced  in  a  little  glass  cup- 
board, writing  an  article  for  the  next  day's  copy. 


"I  suppose  you're  very  busy,"  said  Phineas, 
inserting  himself  with  some  difficulty  on  to  a 
little  stool  in  the  corner  of  the  cupboard. 

"Not  so  particular  but  what  I'm  glad  to  see 
you.     You  shoot,  don't  you?" 

"Shoot!"  said  Phineas.  It  could  not  be 
possible  that  Mr.  Slide  was  intending,  after  this 
abrupt  fashion,  to  propose  a  duel  with  pistols. 

"Grouse  and  pheasants,  and  them  sort  of 
things?"  asked  Mr.  Slide. 

"  Oh,  ah ;  I  understand.  Yes,  I  shoot  some- 
times." 

"Is  it  the  12th  or  20th  for  grouse  in  Scot- 
land ?" 

"The  20th,"  said  Phineas.  "What  makes 
you  ask  that  just  now  ?" 

"I'm  doing  a  letter  about  it — advising  men 
not  to  shoot  too  many  of  the  young  birds,  and 
showing  that  they'll  have  none  next  year  if  they 
do.  I  had  a  fellow  here  just  now  who  knew  all 
about  it,  and  he  put  down  a  lot ;  but  I  forgot  to 
make  him  tell  me  the  day  of  beginning.  What's 
a  good  place  to  date  from  ?" 

Phineas  suggested  Callender  or  Stirling. 
"Stirling's   too   much    of  a   town,  isn't  it? 
Callender  sounds  better  for  game,  I  think." 

So  the  letter  which  was  to  save  the  young 
grouse  was  dated  from  Callender;  and  Mr. 
Quintus  Slide,  having  written  the  word,  threw 
down  his  pen,  came  oft"  his  stool,  and  rushed  at 
once  at  his  subject. 

"  Well,  now,  Finn,"  he  said,  "don't yon  know 
that  you've  treated  me  badly  about  Loughton  ?" 
"  Treated  you  badly  about  Loughton  ! "  Phin- 
eas, as  he  repeated  the  words,  was  quite  in  tlie 
dark  as  to  Mr.  Slide's  meaning.  Did  Mr.  Slide 
intend  to  Convey  a  reproach  because  Phineas 
had  not  personally  sent  some  tidings  of  tlie  elec- 
tion to  the  Peoples  Banner? 

"Very  badl}-,"  said  Mr.  Slide,  with  his  arms 
akimbo,  "very  badly  indeed!  Men  on  the 
press  together  do  expect  that  they're  to  be  stuck 
by,  and  not  thrown  over.  Damn  it,  I  say ; 
what's  the  good  of  brotherhood  if  it  ain't  to  be 
brotherhood  ?" 

"Upon  my  word,  I  don't  know  what  you 
mean,"  said  Phineas. 

"Didn't  I  tell  you  that  I  had  Loughton  in 
mv  heve  ?"  said  Quintus. 
""Oh— h!" 

"It's  very  well  to  say  ho,  and  look  guilty, 
but  didn't  I  tell  you  ?" 

"  I  never  heard  such  nonsense  in  my  life." 
"Nonsense?" 

"  How  on  earth  could  you  have  stood  for 
Loughton  ?  What  interest  would  you  have 
had  there  ?  You  could  not  even  have  found  an 
elector  to  pro])ose  you." 

"Now,  I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do,  Finn.  I 
think  you  have  thrown  me  over  most  shabby, 
but  I  won't  stand  about  that.  You  shall  have 
Loughton  this  session  if  you'll  promise  to  make 
way  for  me  after  the  next  election.  If  you'll 
agree  to  that,  we'll  have  a  special  leader  to  say 
how  well  Lord  What's-his-name  has  done  with 
the  borough  ;  and  we'll  be  your  horgan  through 
the  whole  session." 

"I  never  heard  such  nonsense  in  my  life. 
In  the  first  place,  Loughton  is  safe  to  be  in  the 
schedule  of  reduced  boroughs.  It  will  be 
thrown  into  the  county,  or  joined  with  ii 
group." 
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"  I'll  stand  the  cliance  of  that.  Will  you 
agree  ?" 

"Agree!  No!  It's  the  most  absurd  pro- 
posal that  was  ever  made.  You  might  as  well 
ask  me  whether  I  would  agree  that  you  should 
go  to  heaven.  Go  to  heaven  if  you  can,  I 
should  say.  I  have  not  the  slightest  objection. 
But  it's  nothing  to  me." 

"Very  well,"  said  Quintus  Slide.  "Very 
well :  Now  we  understand  each  other,  and  that's 
all  that  I  desire.  I  think  that  I  can  show  you 
what  it  is  to  come  among  gentlemen  of  the  press, 
and  then  to  throw  them  over.  Goud-morn- 
ing." 

Phineas,  quite  satisfied  at  the  result  of  the  in- 
terview as  regarded  himself,  and  by  no  means 
sorry  that  there  should  have  arisen  a  cause  of 
separation  between  l\Ir.  Quintus  Slide  and  his 
"dear  Finn,"  shook  off  a  little  dust  from  his 
foot  as  he  lufc  the  office  of  the  People's  Banner, 
and  resolved  that  in  future  he  would  attempt  to 
make  no  connection  in  that  direction.  As  he 
returned  home  he  told  himself  that  a  member  of 
Parliament  should  be  altogether  independent  of 
the  press.  On  the  second  morning  after  his 
meeting  with  his  late  friend  he  saw  the  result 
of  his  independence.  There  was  a  startling 
article,  a  tremendous  article,  showing  the  press- 
ing necessity  of  immediate  Reform,  and  proving 
the  necessity  by  an  illustration  of  the  borough- 
mongering  rottenness  of  the  present  system. 
When  such  a  patron  as  Lord  Brentford — him- 
self a  Cabinet  IMinister  with  a  sinecure — could 
by  his  mere  word  put  into  the  House  such  a  stick 
as  Phineas  Finn — a  man  who  had  struggled  to 
stand  on  his  legs  before  the  Speaker,  but  had 
wanted  both  the  courage  and  the  capacity — noth- 
ing farther  could  surely  be  wanted  to  prove  that 
the  Reform  Bill  of  1832  required  to  be  supple- 
mented by  some  more  energetic  measure. 

Phineas  laughed  as  he  read  the  article,  and 
declared  to  himself  that  the  joke  was  a  good 
joke.  But,  nevertheless,  lie  suffered.  Mr.  Quin- 
tus Slide,  when  he  was  really  anxious  to  use  his 
thong  earnestly,  could  generally  raise  a  wale. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

WAS    HE  HONEST? 

On  the  10th  of  August  Phineas  Finn  did  re- 
turn to  Loughton.  He  went  down  by  the  mail 
train  on  the  night  of  the  10th,  having  tele- 
graphed to  the  inn  for  a  bed,  and  was  up  eating 
his  breakfast  in  that  hospitable  house  at  nine 
o'clock.  The  landlord  and  landlady  with  all 
their  staff  were  at  a  loss  to  imagine  what  had 
brought  d(jwn  their  member  again  so  quickly  to 
his  borough  ;  but  the  reader,  who  will  remem- 
ber that  Lady  Baldock  with  her  daughter  and 
Violet  I-".ffingham  were  to  pass  the  11th  of  the 
month  at  Saulsby,  may  perhaps  be  able  to  make 
a  guess  on  the  subject. 

Phineas  had  been  thinking  of  making  this 
sudden  visit  to  Loughton  ever  since  he  had  been 
up  in  town,  but  he  could  suggest  to  himself  no 
reason  to  be  given  to  Lord  Brentford  for  his 
sudden  re-appearance.  The  earl  had  been  very 
kind  to  him,  but  he  had  said  nothing  which 
could  justify  his  young  friend  in  running  in  and 
out  of  Saulsby  Castle  at  jileasure,  without  in- 


vitation and  without  notice.  Phin  "  was  so 
well  aware  of  this  himself  that  often  as  he  Jiad 
half  resolved  during  the  last  ten  days  to  return 
to  Saulsby,  so  often  had  he  determined  that  he 
could  not  do  so.  He  could  think  of  no  excuse. 
Then  the  heavens  favored  him,  and  he  received 
a  letter  from  Lord  Chiltern,  in  which  there  was 
a  message  for  Lord  Brentford.  "If  you  see  my 
father,  tell  him  that  I  am  ready  at  any  moment 
to  do  what  is  necessary  for  raising  the  money 
for  Laura."  Taking  tliis  as  his  excuse,  he  re- 
turned to  Loughton. 

As  chance  arranged  it,  he  met  the  earl  stand- 
ing on  the  great  steps  before  his  own  castle 
doors.  "  What,  Finn,  is  this  you?  I  thought 
you  were  in  Ireland." 

"Not  yet,  my  lord,  as  you  see."  Then  he 
opened  his  budget  at  once,  and  blushed  at  his 
own  hypocrisy  as  he  went  on  with  his  story. 
He  had,  he  said,  felt  the  message  from  Chiltern 
to  be  so  all-important  that  he  could  not  briuf 
himself  to  go  over  to  Ireland  without  delivering 
it.  He  urged  upon  the  earl  that  he  might  learn 
from  this  how  anxious  Lord  Chiltern  ^.•as  to 
effect  a  reconciliation.  When  it  occurred  to 
him,  he  said,  that  there  might  be  a  hope  of  doing 
any  thing  toward  such  an  object,  he  could  not 
go  to  Ireland  leaving  tlie  good  work  behind 
him.  In  love  and  war  all  things  are  fair.  So 
he  declared  to  himself;  but  as  he  did  so  he  felt 
that  his  story  was  so  weak  that  it  would  hardly 
gain  for  him  an  admittance  into  the  castle.  In 
this  he  was  completely  wrong.  The  earl,  swal- 
lowing the  bait,  put  his  arm  through  that  of  the 
intruder,  and,  walking  with  him  throng!)  the 
paths  of  the  shrubbery,  at  lengtli  confessed  that 
he  would  be  glad  to  be  reconciled  to  his  son  if  it 
were  possible.  "Let  him  come  here,  and  she 
shall  be  here  also,"  said  the  earl,  speaking  of 
Violet.  To  this  Phineas  could  say  nothing  out 
loud,  but  he  told  himself  that  all  should  be  fair 
between  them.  He  would  take  no  dishonest 
advantage  of  Lord  Chiltern.  He  would  give 
Lord  Chiltern  the  whole  message  as  it  was  given 
to  him  by  Lord  Brentford.  But  should  it  so 
turn  out  that  he  himself  got  an  opportunity  of 
saying  to  Violet  all  that  he  had  come  to  say, 
and  should  it  also  turn  out — an  event  which  he 
acknowledged  to  himself  to  be  most  unlikely — 
that  Violet  did  not  reject  him,  then  how  could 
he  write  his  letter  to  Lord  Chiltern  ?  So  lie 
resolved  that  the  letter  should  be  written  before 
he  saw  Violet.  But  how  could  he  write  such  a 
letter  and  instantly  afterward  do  that  which 
would  be  false  to  the  spirit  of  a  letter  so  written  ? 
Could  he  bid  Lord  Chiltern  come  home  to  woo 
Violet  Effingham,  and  instantly  go  forth  to  woo 
her  for  himself?  He  found  that  he  could  not  do 
so,  unless  he  told  the  whole  truth  to  Lord  Chil- 
tern ?  In  no  other  way  could  he  carry  out  his 
project  and  satisfy  his  own  idea  of  what  was 
honest. 

The  earl  bade  him  send  to  the  hotel  for  his 
things.  "  The  Baldock  ]ico]ile  are  all  here,  you 
know,  but  they  go  very  early  to-morrow." 
Then  Phineas  declared  that  he  also  must  return 
to  London  very  early  on  the  morrow  ;  but  in 
the  mean  time  he  would  go  to  the  inn  and  fetch 
his  things.  The  earl  thanked  him  again  and 
again  for  his  generous  kindness  ;  and  Phineas, 
blushing  as  he  received  the  thanks,  went  back 
and  wrote  his  letter  to  Lord  Chiltern.     It  was 
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an  elaborate  letter,  written,  as  regards  the  first 
and  larger  portion  of  ir,  with  words  intended  to 
bring  the  prodigal  son  back  to  the  father's  home. 
And  every  thing  was  said  about  Miss  Effingliam 
that  could  or  should  have  been  said.  Then,  on 
the  last  j)age,  he  told  his  own  story.  "Now," 
he  said,  "  I  must  speak  of  myself:"  and  he  went 
on  to  explain  to  his  friend,  in  the  plainest  lan- 
guage that  he  could  use,  his  own  position.  "I 
have  loved  her,"  he  said,  "for  six  months,  and 
I  am  here  with  the  express  intention  of  asking 
her  to  take  me.  The  chances  are  ten  to  one 
that  she  refuses  me.  I  do  not  deprecate  your 
anger,  if  you  choose  to  be  angry.  But  I  am 
endeavoring  to  treat  you  well,  and  I  ask  you  to 
do  the  same  by  me.  I  must  convey  to  you  your 
father's  message,  and  after  doing  so  I  can  not 
address  myself  to  Miss  Effingham  without  tell- 
ing you.  I  should  feel  myself  to  be  false  were  I 
to  ilo  so.  In  the  event,  the  probable,  nay,  al- 
most certain  event  of  my  being  refused,  I  shall 
trust  you  to  keep  my  secret.  Do  not  quarrel 
with  me  if  you  can  help  it ;  but  if  you  must  I 
will  be  ready."  Then  he  posted  the  letter  and 
went  up  to  the  castle. 


when  she  was  told  that  if  she  meant  to  ride  she 
must  go  and  dress  herself,  she  went  at  once. 

But  he  thought  that  he  might  have  a  chance 
on  horseback ;  and  after  they  bad  been  out 
about  half  an  hour,  chance  did  favor  him.  For 
awhile  he  rode  behind  with  the  carriage,  calcu- 
lating that  by  his  so  doing  tlie  earl  would  be  put 
ofl'his  guard,  and  would  be  disposed  after  awhile 
to  change  places  with  him.  And  so  it  fell  out. 
At  a  certain  fall  of  ground  in  the  park,  where 
the  road  turned  round  and  crossed  a  bridge  over 
the  little  river,  the  carriage  came  up  with  the 
two  first  horses,  and  Lady  Baldork  spoke  a  word 
to  the  earl.  Tlien  Violet  pulled  up,  allowing 
the  vehicle  to  pass  the  bridge  first,  and  in  this  way 
she  and  Phineas  were  brought  together,  and  in 
this  way  they  rode  on.  But  he  was  aware  that 
he  must  greatly  increase  the  distance  between 
them  and  the  others  of  their  party  before  he 
could  dare  to  plead  his  suit,  and  even  were  that 
done  he  felt  that  he  would  not  know  how  to 
l)lead  it  on  horseback. 

They  had  gone  on  some  half-  mile  in  this 
way  when  they  reached  a  spot  on  which  a  green 
ride  led  away  from  the  main  road  through  the 


lie  had  onlj' the  one  day  for  his  action,  and  he    trees  to  the  left.       "You  remember  this  jilace, 


knew  that  Violet  was  watched  by  Lady  Bal 
dock  as  by  a  dragon.  He  was  told  that  the 
earl  was  out  with  the  young  ladies,  and  was 
shown  to  his  room.  On  going  to  the  drawing- 
room  he  found  Lady  Baldock,  with  whom  he 
had  been,  to  a  certain  dcgi-ee,  a  favorite,  and 
was  soon  deeply  engaged  in  a  conversation  as  to 
the  practicability  of  shutting  up  all  the  breweries 
and  distilleries  by  Act  of  Parliament.  But 
hmcli  relieved  him,  and  brought  the  young  ladies 
in  at  two.  Miss  Effingham  seemed  to  be  really 
glad  to  see  him,  and  even  Miss  Boreham,  Lady 
Baldock's  daughter,  was  very  gracious  to  him. 
For  the  earl  had  been  speaking  well  of  his 
young  member,  and  Phineas  had  in  a  way  grown 
into  the  good  graces  of  sober  and  discreet  peo- 
ple. After  lunch  they  were  to  ride  ;  the  earl, 
that  is,  and  Violet.  Lady  Baldock  and  her 
daughter  were  to  have  the  carriage.  "  I  can 
mount  you,  Finn,  if  you  would  like  it,"  said 
the  earl.  "  Of  course  he'll  like  it,"  said  Vio- 
let ;  "  do  you  suppose  Mr.  Finn  will  object  to 
ride  with  me  in  Saulsby  'Woods  ?  It  won't  be 
the  first  time,  will  it?"  "Violet,"  said  Lady 
Baldock,  "you  have  the  most  singular  way  of 
talking."  "I  suppose  I  have,"  said  Violet; 
"  but  I  don't  think  I  can  change  it  now.  jMr. 
Finn  knows  me  too  well  to  mind  it  much." 

It  was  past  five  before  they  were  on  horseback, 
and  up  to  that  time  Phineas  had  not  found  him- 
self alone  with  Violet  Effingham  for  a  moment. 
They  had  sat  together  after  lunch  in  the  djning- 
room  for  nearly  an  hour,  and  had  sauntered 
into  the  hall  and  knocked  about  the  billiard 
balls,  and  then  stood  together  at  the  o])en  doors 
of  a  conservatory.  But  Lady  Baldock  or  Miss 
Boreham  had  always  been  there.  Nothing  could 
be  more  pleasant  than  Miss  Effingham's  words, 
or  more  familiar  than  her  manner  to  Phineas. 
She  had  expressed  strong  deliglit  at  his  success 
in  getting  a  seat  in  Parliament,  and  had  talked 
to  him  about  the  Kennedys  as  though  they  had 
created  some  special  bond  of  union  between  her 
and  Phineas  which  ought  to  make   them  inti- 


do  you  not?"  said  Violet.  Phineas  declared 
that  he  remembered  it  well.  "  I  must  go  round 
by  the  woodman's  cottage.  Yon  won't  mind 
coming?"  Phineas  said  that  he  would  not 
mind,  and  trotted  on  to  tell  them  in  the  carriage. 
"  Where  is  she  going  ?''  asked  Lady  Baldock  ; 
and  then,  Avhcn  Phineas  explained,  she  begged 
the  earl  to  go  back  to  Violet.  The  carl,  feeling 
the  absurdity  of  this,  declared  that  Violet  knew 
her  way  very  well  herself,  and  thus  Phineas  got 
his  opportunity. 

They  rode  on  almost  without  speaking  for 
nearly  a  mile,  cantering  tlnongh  the  trees,  and 
then  they  took  another  turn  to  the  right,  and 
came  upon  the  cottage.  They  rode  to  the  door, 
and  spoke  a  word  or  two  to  the  woman  there, 
and  then  passed  on.  "I  always  come  here 
when  I  am  at  Saulsby,"  said  Violet,  "that 
I  may  teach  myself  to  think  kindly  of  Lord 
Chiltern." 

"I  understand  it  all,"  said  Phineas. 
"He  used  to  be  so  nice  ;  and  is  so  still,  I  be- 
lieve, only  that  he  has  taught  himself  to  be  so 
rough.     Will  he  ever  change,  do  you  think?" 

Phineas  knew  that  in  this  emergency  it  was 
his  especial  duty  to  be  honest.  "I  think  he 
would  be  changed  altogether  if  we  could  bring 
him  here,  so  that  he  should  live  among  his 
friends." 

"  Do  you  think  he  would  ?  "We  must  put  our 
heads  together,  and  do  it.  Don't  you  think  that 
it  is  to  be  done?" 

Phineas  replied  that  he  thought  it  was  to  be 
done.  "I'll  tell  you  the  truth  at  once.  Miss 
Effingham,"  he  said.  "  You  can  do  it  by  a  sin- 
gle word." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  she  said;  "but  I  do  not  mean 
that — without  that.  It  is  absurd,  you  know, 
that  a  father  should  make  such  a  condition  as 
that."  Phineas  said  that  he  thought  it  was  ab- 
surd ;  and  then  they  rode  on  again,  cantering 
through  the  wood.  He  had  been  bold  to  speak 
to  her  about  Lord  Chiltern  as  he  had  done,  and 
she  had  answered  just  as  he  would  have  wished 


mate.     But,  for  all  that,  she  could  not  be  got    to  be  answered.     But  how  could  he  press  his  suit 
to   separate   herself  from  Lady  Baldock  ;   a^id  !  for  himself  while  she  was  cantering  by  his  side? 
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Presently  they  came  to  rough  ground  over 
which  they  were  forced  to  walk,  and  he  w^as 
close  by  her  side.  "  IMr.  Finn,"  she  said,  "I 
wonder  whether  I  may  ask  a  question  ?" 

"Any  question,"  he  replied. 

"Is  there  any  quarrel  between  you  and  Lady 
Laura  ?" 

"None." 

"  Or  between  you  and  him?" 

"No;  none.  We  arc  greater  allies  than 
ever." 

"Then  why  arc  you  not  going  to  be  at  Lough- 
linter  ?  She  has  written  to  me  expressly  say- 
ing you  would  not  be  there." 

He  paused  a  moment  before  he  replied.  "  It 
did  not  suit,"  he  said  at  last. 

"It  is  a  secret  then  ?" 

"  Yes ;  it  is  a  secret.  You  arc  not  angry  with 
me?" 

"Angry;  no." 

"  It  is  not  a  secret  of  my  own,  or  I  should  not 
keep  it  from  you." 

"  Perhaps  I  can  guess  it,"  she  said.  "  But  I 
will  not  try.     I  will  not  even  think  of  it." 

"The  cause,  whatever  it  be,  has  been  full  of 
sorrow  to  me.  I  would  have  given  my  left  hand 
to  have  been  at  Loughlinter  this  autumn." 

"  Are  you  so  fond  of  it  ?" 

"I  should  have  been  staying  there  with  you," 
he  said.  He  paused,  and  for  a  moment  there 
was  no  word  spoken  by  either  of  them ;  but  he 
could  perceive  that  the  hand  in  which  she  held 
her  whip  was  playing  with  her  horse's  mane  with 
a  nervous  movement.  "  When  I  found  how  it 
must  be,  and  that  I  must  miss  you,  I  rushed 
down  here  that  I  might  see  you  for  a  moment. 
And  now  I  am  here  I  do  not  dare  to  speak  to 
you  of  myself."  They  were  now  beyond  the 
rocks,  and  Violet,  without  speaking  a  word, 
again  put  her  horse  into  a  trot.  He  was  by  her 
side  in  a  moment,  but  he  could  not  see  her  face. 
"  Have  you  not  a  word  to  say  to  me  ?"  he  asked. 

"  No,  no,  no,"  she  replied,  "  not  a  word  when 
you  speak  to  me  like  that.  There  is  the  car- 
riage. Come,  we  will  join  them."  Then  she 
cantered  on,  and  he  followed  her  till  they  reached 
the  earl  and  Lady  Baldock  and  Miss  Boreham. 
"I  have  done  my  devotions  now,"  said  ]\Iiss 
Effingham,  "and  am  ready  to  return  to  ordinary 
life." 

Phinoas  could  not  find  another  moment  in 
which  to  speak  to  her.  Though  he  spent  the 
evening  with  her,  and  stood  over  her  as  she  sang 
at  tiie  earl's  request,  and  pressed  her  hand  as 
she  went  to  bed,  and  was  up  to  see  her  start  in 
the  morning,  he  could  not  draw  from  her  either 
a  word  or  a  look. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

Mil.     JI  O  N  K     UPON     REFORM. 

PiiiNEAS  FixN  went  to  Ireland  immediately 
after  his  return  from  Saulshy,  having  said  noth- 
ing farther  to  Violet  Effingham,  and  having 
heard  nothing  farther  from  her  than  what  is  re- 
corded in  the  last  chapter.  lie  felt  very  keenly 
that  his  j)Osition  was  unsatisfactory,  and  brooded 
over  it  all  tiic  autumn  and  carl}'  winter  ;  but 
he  could  form  no  i)lan  for  in)[iroving  it.  A 
dozen    times   he   thought    of   writing   to    Miss 


Effingham,  and  asking  for  an  explicit  answer. 
He  could  not,  however,  bring  himself  to  write 
the  letter,  thinking  that  written  expressions  of 
love  are  always  weak  and  vaj)id,  and  deterred 
also  by  a  conviction  that  Violet,  if  driven  to  re- 
ply in  writing,  would  undoubtedly  reply  by  a 
refusal.  Fifty  times  he  rode  again  in  his  im- 
agination his  ride  in  Saulshy  Wood,  and  he  told 
himself  as  often  that  the  siren's  answer  to  him, 
her  no.  no,  no,  had  been,  of  all  possible  an- 
swers, the  most  indefinite  and  provoking.  The 
tone  of  her  voice  as  she  gallo]jed  away  from  him, 
the  bearing  of  her  countenance  when  he  rejoin- 
ed her,  her  manner  to  him  when  he  saw  her 
start  from  the  castle  in  the  morning,  all  forbade 
him  to  believe  that  his  words  to  her  had  been 
taken  as  an  offense.  She  had  replied  to  him  with 
a  direct  negative,  simply  with  the  word  "  no  ;" 
but  she  had  so  said  it  that  there  had  hardly 
been  any  sting  in  the  no  ;  and  he  had  known  at 
the  moment  that  whatever  might  be  the  result 
of  his  suit,  he  need  not  regard  Violet  Effingham 
as  his  enemy. 

But  the  doubt  made  his  sojourn  in  Ireland 
very  Avearisome  to  him.  And  there  were  other 
matters  which  tended  also  to  his  discomfort, 
though  he  was  not  left  even  at  this  period  of  his 
life  without  a  continuation  of  success  which 
seemed  to  be  very  wonderful.  And,  first,  I  will 
say  a  word  of  his  discomforts.  He  heard  not  a 
line  from  Lord  Cliiltern  in  answer  to  the  letter 
which  he  had  written  to  his  lordship.  From 
Lady  Laurahe  did  hear  frequently.  Lady  Laura 
wrote  to  him  exactly  as  though  she  had  never 
warned  him  away  from  Loughlinter,  and  as 
though  there  had  been  no  occasion  for  such 
warning.  She  sent  him  letters  filled  chiefly 
with  politics,  saying  something  also  of  the  guests 
at  Loughlinter,  something  of  the  game,  ar.d 
just  a  word  or  two  here  and  there  of  her  hus- 
band. The  letters  were  very  good  letters,  and 
he  preserved  them  carefully.  It  was  manifest 
to  him  that  they  were  intended  to  be  good  let- 
ters, and,  as  such,  to  be  preserved.  In  one  of 
these,  which  he  received  about  the  end  of  No- 
vember, she  told  him  that  lier  brother  was  again 
in  his  old  haunt,  at  the  Willingford  Bull,  and 
that  he  had  sent  to  Portman  Square  for  all 
property  of  his  own  that  had  been  left  there. 
But  there  was  no  word  in  that  letter  of  Violet 
Eflingham  ;  and  though  Lady  Laura  did  speak 
more  than  once  of  Violet,  she  alwa)"s  did  so  as 
though  Violet  were  simply  a  joint  acquaintance 
of  herself  and  her  correspondent.  There  was  no 
allusion  to  the  existence  of  any  special  regard 
on  his  part  for  Miss  Effingham.  He  had  thought 
that  Violet  might  jjrobably  tell  her  friend  what 
had  occurred  at  Saulsby ;  but  if  she  did  so. 
Lady  Laura  was  happy  in  her  powers  of  reti- 
cence. Our  hero  was  disturbed  also  when  he 
reached  home  liy  finding  that  IMrs.  Flood  Jones 
and  Miss  Flood  eJones  had  retired  from  Killaloe 
for  the  winter.  I  do  not  know  wlicther  he 
might  not  have  been  more  disturbed  by  the 
presence  of  the  young  lady,  for  he  would  have 
found  Iiimself  constrained  to  exhibit  toward  her 
some  tenderness  of  manner;  and  any  such  ten- 
derness of  manner  would,  in  his  existing  circum- 
stances, have  been  dangerous.  But  he  was  made 
to  understand  that  Mary  Flood  Jones  had  been 
taken  away  from  Killaloe  because  it  was  thought 
that  he  had  ill-treated  the  ladv,  and  the  accusa- 
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tion  made  him  unhappy.  In  the  middle  of  the 
heat  of  the  last  session  he  hac'  received  a  letter 
from  his  sister,  in  which  some  pusliinp;  question 
had  been  asked  as  to  his  then  existing  feeling 
about  poor  iMary.  This  he  had  answered  petu- 
lantly. Notiiing  more  had  been  written  to  him 
about  Miss  Jones,  and  nothing  was  said  to  him- 
when  lie  reached  home.  He  could  not,  however, 
but  ask  after  Mary,  and  when  he  did  ask,  the 
accusation  was  made  again  in  that  quietly  se- 
vere manner  with  which,  perhaps,  most  of  us 
have  been  made  acquainted  at  some  period  of 
our  lives.  "I  think,  Phineas,"  said  his  sister, 
"  we  had  better  say  nothing  about  dear  Mary. 
She  is  not  here  at  present,  and  probably  you  may 
not  see  her  while  you  remain  with  us. "  "  \Yhat's 
all  that  about?"  Phineas  had  demanded — un- 
derstanding the  whole  matter  thoroughly.  Tiien 
his  sister  had  demurely  refused  to  say  a  word 
farther  on  the  subject,  and  not  a  word  farther 
was  said  about  Miss  Mary  Flood  Jones.  They 
were  at  Floodborough,  living,  he  did  not  doubt, 
in  a  very  desolate  way,  and  quite  willing,  he 
did  not  doubt  also,  to  abandon  their  desolation 
if  he  W'ould  go  over  tliere  in  the  manner  that 
would  become  him  after  what  had  passed  on  one 
or  two  occasions  between  him  and  the  young 
lady.  But  how  was  he  to  do  this  with  such 
work  on  his  hands  as  he  had  undertaken  ?  Now 
that  he  was  in  Ireland,  he  thought  that  he  did 
love  dear  i\Iary  very  dearly.  He  felt  that  he 
had  two  identities — that  he  was,  as  it  were,  two 
separate  persons — and  that  he  could,  without  any 
real  faithlessness,  be  very  much  in  love  with 
Violet  Ethngham  in  his  position  of  man  of  fash- 
ion and  member  of  Parliament  in  England,  and 
also  warmly  attached  to  dear  little  Mary  Flood 
Jones  as  an  Irishman  of  Killaloe.  He  was  aware, 
however,  that  there  was  a  prejudice  against  such 
fullness  of  heart ;  and,  therefore,  resolved  stern- 
ly that  it  was  his  duty  to  be  constant  to  Miss 
Effingham.  How  was  it  possible  that  he  should 
many  dear  INIary — he,  with  such  extensive  jobs 
of  work  on  his  hands!  It  was  not  possible. 
He  must  abandon  all  thought  of  making  dear 
Mary  his  own.  No  doubt  they  had  been  right 
to  remove  her.  But,  still,  as  he  took  his  soli- 
tary walks  along  the  Shannon,  and  up  on  the 
hills  that  overhung  the  lake  above  the  town,  he 
felt  somewhat  ashamed  of  himself,  and  dreamed 
of  giving  up  Parliament,  of  leaving  Violet  to 
some  noble  suitor^o  Lord  Chiltern,  if  she 
would  take  him — and  of  going  to  Floodborough 
with  an  honest  proposal  that  he  should  be  allow- 
ed to  press  ]\Iary  to  his  heart.  Miss  Effingham 
would  probably  reject  him  at  last ;  whereas 
Mary,  dear  Mary,  would  come  to  his  heart  with- 
out a  scruple  of  doubt.  Dear  iNIary  I  In  these 
days  of  dreaming,  he  told  himself  that,  after  all, 
dear  Mary  was  his  real  love.  But,  of  course, 
such  days  were  days  of  dreaming  only.  He  had 
letters  in  his  pocket  from  Lady  Laura  Kennedy 
which  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  think  in 
earnest  of  giving  up  Parliament. 

And  tlien  there  came  a  wonderful  piece  of 
luck  in  his  way.  There  lived,  or  had  lived,  in 
the  town  of  Galway  a  very  eccentric  old  lady, 
one  iliss  Marian  Persse,  who  was  the  aunt  of 
Mrs.  Finn,  the  mother  of  our  hero.  With  this 
lady  Dr.  Finn  had  quarreled  persistently  ever 
since  his  marriage,  because  the  lady  had  express- 
ed her  wish  to  interfere  in  the  management  of 


his  family,  offering  to  purchase  such  right  by 
favorable  arrangements  in  reference  to  her  will. 
This  the  doctor  had  resented,  and  there  had 
been  quarrels.  Miss  Persse  was  not  a  very  rich 
old  lady,  but  she  thought  a  good  deal  of  her 
own  money.  And  now  she  died,  leaving  £3000 
to  her  nephew  Phineas  Finn.  Another  sum  of 
about  equal  amount  she  bequeathed  to  a  Roman 
Catholic  seminary ;  and  thus  was  her  worldly 
wealth  divided.  "She  couldn't  have  done  bet- 
ter with  it,"  said  the  old  doctor;  '-and  as  far 
as  we  are  concerned,  the  windfall  is  the  more 
pleasant  as  being  wholly  unexpected."  In  these 
days  the  doctor  was  undoubtedly  gratified  by  his 
son's  success  in  life,  and  never  said  much  about 
the  law.  Phineas  in  truth  did  do  some  work 
during  the  autumn,  reading  blue-books,  reading 
law-books,  reading  perhaps  a  novel  or  two  at 
the  same  time,  but  shutting  himself  up  very  care- 
fully as  he  studied,  so  that  his  sisters  were  made 
to  understand  that  for  a  certain  four  hours  in 
the  day  not  a  sound  was  to  be  allowed  to  disturb 
him. 

On  the  receipt  of  his  legacy  he  at  once  offered 
to  repay  his  father  all  money  that  had  been  ad- 
vanced him  over  and  above  his  original  allow- 
ance;  but  this  the  doctor  refused  to  take.  "It 
comes  to  the  same  thing,  Phineas,"  he  said. 
"What  you  have  of  your  share  now  you  can't 
have  hereafter.  As  regards  my  present  income, 
it  has  only  made  me  work  a  little  longer  than  I 
had  intended  ;  and  I  believe  that  the  later  in 
life  a  man  works,  the  more  likely  he  is  to  live." 
Phineas,  therefore,  when  he  returned  to  London, 
had  his  £3000  in  his  pocket.  He  owed  some 
£500 ;  and  the  remainder  he  would,  of  course, 
invest. 

There  had  been  some  talk  of  an  autumnal 
session,  but  Mr.  Mildmay's  division  had  at  last  ^^ 
been  against  it.  Who  can  not  understand  that 
such  would  be  the  decision  of  any  Minister  to 
whom  was  left  the  slightest  fraction  of  free-will 
in  the  matter?  Why  should  any  Minister  court 
the  danger  of  unnecessary  attack,  submit  him- 
self to  unnecessary  work,  and  incur  the  odium 
of  summoning  all  his  friends  from  their  rest  ? 
In  the  midst  of  the  doubts  as  to  the  new  and  the 
old  Ministry,  when  tne  political  needle  was  vac- 
illating so  tremulously  on  its  pivot,  pointing  now 
to  one  set  of  men  as  the  coming  Government 
and  then  to  another,  vague  suggestions  as  to  an 
autumn  session  might  be  useful.  And  they  were 
thrown  out  in  all  good  faith.  Mr.  IMildmay, 
when  he  spoke  on  the  subject  to  the  duke,  was 
earnest  in  thinking  that  the  question  of  Reform 
should  not  be  postponed  even  for  six  months. 
"Don't  pledge  yourself,"  said  the  duke:  and 
Mr.  Mildmay  did  not  pledge  himself.  After- 
ward, when  IMr.  Mildmay  found  that  he  was 
once  more  assuredly  Prime  Minister,  he  changed 
his  mind,  and  felt  himself  to  be  under  a  fiesh 
obligation  to  the  duke.  Lord  de  Terrier  had 
altogether  failed,  and  the  country  might  very 
well  wait  till  February.  The  country  did  wait 
till  February,  somewhat  to  the  disappointment 
of  Phineas  Finn,  who  had  become  tired  of  blue- 
books  at  Killaloe.  The  difference  between  his 
English  life  and  his  life  at  home  was  so  great 
that  it  was  hardly  possible  that  he  should  not 
become  weary  of  the  latter.  He  did  become 
weary  of  it,  but  strove  gallantly  to  hide  his 
weariness  from  his  father  and  mother. 
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At  this  time  the  world  was  talking  much 
about  Reform,  thuufrh  Mr.  jNIildmay  had  become 
placidly  patient.  The  feeling  was  growing,  and 
Mr.  Tiirnbull,  with  his  friends,  was  doing  all  he 
could  to  make  it  grow  fast.  There  was  a  cer- 
tain amount  of  excitement  on  the  subject;  but 
the  excitement  had  gro\\  n  downward,  from  the 
leaders  to  the  people — from  the  self-instituted 
leaders  of  popular  politics  down,  by  means  of 
the  press,  to  the  ranks  of  working-men— instead 
of  growing  upward,  from  the  dissatisfaction  of 
>^e  masses,  till  it  expressed  itself  by  this  mouth- 
\   /piece  and  that,  chosen  by  the  people  themselves. 

^  There  was  no  strong  throb  through  the  country, 
making  men  feel  that  safety  was  to  be  had  by 
Reform,  and  could  not  be  had  without  Reform. 
But  there  was  an  understanding  that  the  press 
and  the  orators  were  too  strong  to  be  ignored, 
and  that  some  new  measure  of  Reform  must  be 
conceded  to  them.  The  sooner  the  concession 
was  made  the  less  it  might  be  necessary  to  con- 
cede. And  all  men  of  all  parties  were  agreed 
on  this  point.  That  Reform  was  in  itself  odious 
to  many  of  those  who  spoke  of  it  freely,  who  of- 
fered themselves  willingly  to  be  its  promoters, 
was  acknowledged.  It  was  not  only  odious  to 
Lord  de  Terrier  and  to  most  of  those  who  work- 
ed with  him,  but  was  equally  so  to  many  of  ilr. 
ilildraay's  most  constant  supporters.  The  duke 
had  no  wish  for  Reform.  Indeed  it  is  hard  to 
suppose  that  such  a  duke  can  wish  for  any 
change  in  a  state  of  things  that  must  seem  to 
him  to  be  so  salutary.  Workmen  were  getting 
full  wages.  Farmers  were  paying  their  rent. 
Capitalists  by  the  dozen  were  creating  capitalists 
by  the  hundreds.  Nothing  was  wrong  in  the 
country  but  tlie  over-dominant  spirit  of  specula- 
tive commerce;  and  there  was  nothing  in  Re- 

.^  form  to  check  that.  Why  should  the  duke 
want  Reform  ?  As  for  such  men  as  Lord  Brent- 
ford, Sir  Harry  Coldfoot,  Lord  Plinlimmon,  and 
Mr.  Legge  Wilson,  it  was  known  to  all  men  that 
they  advocated  Reform  as  we  all  of  us  advocate 
doctors.  Some  amount  of  doctoring  is  necessary 
for  us.  We  may  hardly  hope  to  avoid  it.  But 
let  us  have  as  little  of  the  doctor  as  possible, 
-tir.  Turnbull,  and  tlie  cheap  press,  and  the  ris- 
ing spirit  of  the  loudest  among  the  people,  made 
it  manifest  that  something  must  be  conceded. 
Let  us  be  generous  in  our  concession.  That 
was  now  the  doctrine  of  many,  perhaps  of  most 
of  the  leading  politicians  of  the  day.  Let  us  be 
generous.  Let  us  at  any  rate  seem  to  be  gener- 
ous. Let  us  give  with  an  open  hand,  but  still 
with  a  hand  which,  though  open,  shall  not  bestow 
too  much.  The  coach  must  be  allowed  to  run 
down  the  hill.  Indeed,  unless  the  coach  goes 
on  running  no  journey  will  be  made.  But  let 
us  have  the  drag  on  both  the  hind-wheels.  And 
we  must  remember  that  coaches  running  down 
hill  without  drags  are  apt  to  come  to  serious 
misfortune. 

But  there  were  men,  even  in  the  Cabinet, 
who  had  other  ideas  of  public  service  than  that 
ofd/agging  the  wheels  of  the  coach.  Mr.  Gresh- 
am  was  in  earnest.  Plantagenet  Palliser  was 
in  earnest.  That  exceedingly  intelligent  young 
nobleman  Lord  Cantrip  was  in  earnest.  Mr. 
]Mildniay  threw,  perhajis,  as  much  of  earnest- 
ness into  tlie  matter  as  was  compatible  with  his 
age  and  with  his  full  appreciation  of  the  manner 
in  which  the  present  cry  for  Reform  had  been 


aroused.  He  was  thoroughly  honest,  thoroughly 
patriotic,  and  thoroughly  'ambitious  that  he 
should  be  written  of  hereafter  as  one  who  to  the 
end  of  a  long  life  had  worked  sedulously  for  the 
welfare  of  the  people  ;  but  he  disbelieved  in  Mr. 
Turnbull,  and  in  the  bottom  of  his  heart  indulged 
an  aristocratic  contempt  for  the  penny  press. 
And  there  was  no  man  in  England  more  in  ear- 
nest, more  truly  desirous  of  Reform,  than  Mr. 
Monk.  It  was  his  great  jiolitical  idea  that  polit- 
ical advantages  should  be  extended  to  the  people, 
whether  the  people  clamored  for  them  or  did 
not  clamor  for  them,  even  whether  they  desired 
them  or  did  not  desire  them.  "  You  do  not  ask 
a  child  whether  he  would  like  to  learn  his 
lesson,"  he  would  say.  "At  any  rate,  you  do 
not  wait  till  he  cries  for  his  book."  When, 
therefore,  men  said  to  him  that  there  was  no 
earnestness  in  the  cry  for  Reform,  that  the  cry 
was  a  false  cry,  got  up  for  factious  purposes  by 
interested  persons,  he  would  reply  that  the  thing 
to  be  done  should  not  be  done  in  obedience  to 
any  cry,  but  because  it  was  demanded  by  justice, 
and  was  a  debt  due  to  the  people. 

Our  hero  in  the  autumn  had  written  to  Mr. 
IVIonk  on  the  politics  of  the  moment,  and  the 
following  had  been  Mi\  Llonk's  reply  : 

"  Longroj-ston,  October  1?,  ISO — . 
"]\It  Dear  Finn: — I  am  staying  here  with 
the  Duke  and  Duchess  of  St.  Bungay.  The 
house  is  very  full,  and  Jlr.  Mildmay  was  here  last 
week  ;  but  as  I  doji't  shoot,  and  can't  play  bil- 
liards, and  have  no  taste  for  charades,  I  am 
becoming  tired  of  the  gayeties,  and  shall  leave 
them  to-morrow.  Of  course  you  know  that  we 
are  not  to  have  the  autumn  session.  I  think 
that  Mr.  Mildmay  is  right.  Could  we  have 
been  sure  of  passing  our  measure,  it  would  have 
been  veiy  well ;  but  we  could  not  have  been 
sure,  and  failure  with  our  bill  in  a  session  con- 
vened for  the  express  purpose  of  passing  it  would 
have  injured  the  cause  greatly.  We  could  hard- 
h'  have  gone  on  with  it  again  in  the  spring. 
Indeed,  we  must  have  resigned.  And  though  I 
may  truly  say  that  I  would  as  lief  have  a  good 
measure  from  Lord  de  Terrier  as  from  Mr. 
[Mildmay,  and  that  I  am  indifferent  to  my  own 
present  personal  position,  still  I  think  that  we 
should  endeavor  to  keep  our  seats  as  long  as  we 
honestly  believe  ourselves  to  be  more  capable  of 

3assing  a  good  measure  than  arc  our  opjionents. 
?■"  I  am  astonished  by  the  difference  of  ojiinion 
which  exists  about  Reform — not  only  as  to  the 
difference  in  the  extent  and  exact  tendency  of 
the  measure  that  is  needed,  but  that  there 
should  be  such  a  divergence  of  ideas  as  to  the 
grand  thing  to  be  done  and  the  grand  reason 
for  doing  it.  We  are  all  agreed  that  we  want 
Reform  in  order  that  the  House  of  Commons 
may  be  returned  by  a  larger  proportion  of  the 
peo])le  than  is  at  present  em])loyed  upon  that 
work,  and  that  each  member  when  returned 
should  represent  a  somewhat  more  equal  sec- 
tion of  the  whole  constituencies  of  the  countiy 
than  our  members  generally  do  at  present.  All 
then  confess  that  a  £."30  country  franchise  must 
be  too  high,  and  that  a  borough  with  less  than 
two  hundred  registered  voters  must  be  wrong. 
But  it  seems  to  me  that  but  few  among  us  per- 
ceive, or  at  any  rate  acknowledge,  the  real 
reasons  for  changing  these  things  and  reforming 
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wliat  is  wronr;  without  delay.  One  great  au- 
thority told  us  the  o.ther  day  that  the  sole  object 
of  legislation  on  this  subject  should  be  to  net 
together  the  best  possible  658  members  of  Par- 
liament. Tliat  to  me  would  be  a  most  rcjnil- 
sive  idea  if  it  were  not  that  by  its  very  vague- 
ness it  becomes  inoperative.  Who  shall  say 
what  is  best;  or  what  characteristic  constitutes 
excellence  in  a  member  of  Parliament  ?  If  the 
gentleman  means  excellence  in  general  wisdom, 
or  in  statecraft,  or  in  skill  in  talking,  or  in 
private  character,  or  even  excellence  in  patriot- 
ism, then  I  say  that  he  is  utterly  wrong,  and 
has  never  touched  with  his  intellect  the  true 
theory  of  representation.  One  only  excellence 
may  be  acknowledged,  and  that  is  the  excellence 
of  likeness.  As  a  portrait  should  be  like  the 
person  portrayed,  so  should  a  representative 
House  be  like  the  people  whom  it  represents. 
Nor  in  arranging  a  franchise  does  it  seem  to  me 
that  we  have  a  right  to  regard  any  other  view. 
If  a  country  be  unfit  for  representative  govern- 
ment— and  it  may  be  that  there  are  still  peoples 
unable  to  use  properly  that  greatest  of  all  bless- 
ings— the  question  as  to  what  state  policy  may 
be  best  for  them  is  a  different  question.  But  if 
we  do  have  representation,  let  the  representa- 
tive assembly  be  like  the  people,  whatever  else 
may  be  its  virtues,  and  whatever  else  its  vices. 

"  Another  great  authority  has  told  us  that 
our  House  of  Commons  should  be  the  mirror  of 
the  people.  I  say,  not  its  mirror,  but  its  minia- 
ture. And  let  the  artist  be  careful  to  put  in  every 
line  of  the  expression  of  that  ever-moving  face. 
To  do  this  is  a  great  work,  and  the  artist  must 
know  his  trade  well.  In  America  the  work  has 
been  done  with  so  coarse  a  hand  that  notliing  is 
shown  in  the  picture  but  the  broad,  plain,  un- 
speaking  outline  of  the  face.  As  you  look  from 
the  represented  to  the  representation  you  can 
not  but  acknowledge  the  likeness ;  but  there  is 
in  that  portrait  riore  of  the  body  than  of  the 
mind.  The  true  portrait  should  represent  more 
than  the  body.  With  us,  hi-therto,  there  have 
been  snatches  of  the  countenance  of  the  nation 
which  have  been  inimitable,  a  turn  of  the  eye 
here  and  a  curl  of  the  lip  there  which  have  seemed 
to  denote  a  power  almost  divine.  There  have 
been  marvels  on  the  canvas  so  beautiful  that 
one  approaches  the  work  of  remodeling  it  with 
awe.  But  not  only  is  the  picture  imperfect,  a 
thing  of  snatches,  but  .with  years  it  becomes  less 
and  still  less  like  its  original. 

"  The  necessity  for  remodeling  it  is  impera- 
tive, and  we  shall  be  cowards  if  we  decline  the 
work.  But  let  us  be  specially  careful  to  re- 
tain as  much  as  possible  of  those  lines  which  we 
all  acknowledge  to  be  so  faithfully  representa- 
tive of  our  nation.  To  give  to  a  bare  numerical 
majority  of  the  people  that  power  which  the  nu- 
merical majority  has  in  the  United  States,  would 
not  be  to  achieve  representation.  The  nation 
as  it  now  exists  would  not  be  known  by  such  a 
portrait ;  but  neither  can  it  now  be  known  by 
that  which  exists.  It  seems  to  me  that  they 
who  are  averse  to  change,  looking  back  with  an 
unmeasured  respect  on  what  our  old  Parlia- 
ments have  done  for  us,  ignore  the  majestic 
growth  of  the  English  people,  and  forget  the 
present  in  their  worship  of  the  past.  They  think 
that  we  must  be  what  we  were — at  any  rate, 
what  we  were  thirty  years  since.  They  have 
II 


not,  perhaps,  gone  into  the  houses  of  artisans, 
or,  if  there,  they  have  not  looked  into  the  breasts 
of  the  men.  With  population  vice  has  increased; 
and  these  politicians,  with  ears  but  no  eyes,  hear 
bf  drunkenness  and  sin  and  ignorance,  "and  [/ 
then  they  declare  tothemselves  that  this  wick- 
ed, half-barbaroiis,  idle'  people  should  be  con- 
trolled and  not  represented.  A  wicked,  half- 
barbarous,  idle  people  may  "be  controlled,  but  not 
a  people  thoughtful,  educated,  and  industrious. 
We  must  look  to  it  that  we  do  not  endeavor  to 
carry  our  control  beyond  the  wickedness  and  the 
barbarity,  and  that  we  be  ready  to  submit  to 
control  from  thoughtfulness  and  industry. 

"I  hope  we  shall  find  j-ou helping  at  the  good 
work  early  in  the  spring.  Yours,  always  faith- 
fully, Joshua  Monk." 

Phineas  was  up  in  London  before  the  end  of 
January,  but  did  not  find  there  many  of  those 
whom  he  wished  to  see.  Mr.  Low  was  there, 
and  to  him  he  showed  Mr.  Monk's  letter,  think- 
ing that  it  must  be  convincing  even  to  Mr.  Low. 
This  he  did  in  Mrs.  Low's  drawing-room,  know-  - 
ing  that  Mrs.  Low  would  also  condescend  to  dis- 
cuss politics  on  an  occasion.  He  had  dined 
with  them,  and  they  had  been  glad  to  see  him, 
and  jNIrs.  Low  had  been  less  severe  than  hitherto 
against  the  great  sin  of  her  husband's  late  pupil. 
She  had  condescended  to  congratulate  him  on 
becoming  member  for  an  English  borough  in- 
stead of  an  Irish  one,  and  had  asked  him  ques- 
tions about  Saulsby  Castle.  But,  nevertheless, 
j\Ir.  Monk's  letter  was  not  received  with  that 
respectful  admiration  which  Phineas  thought 
that  it  deserved.  Phineas,  foolishly,  had  read 
it  out  loud,  so  that  the  attack  came  upon  him 
simultaneously  from  the  husband  and  from  the 
wife. 

"It  is  just  the  usual  clap-trap,"  said  Mr. 
Low,  "  only  put  into  language  somewhat  more 
grandiloquent  than  usual." 

"Clap-trap!"  said  Phineas. 

"  It's  what  I  call  downright  Eadical  non- 
sense," said  Mrs.  Low,  nodding  her  head  ener- 
geticall}'.  "  Portrait  indeed !  Why  should  we 
want  to  have  a  portrait  of  ignorance  and  ugli- 
ness ?  W^hat  we  all  want  is  to  have  things  quiet 
and  orderly." 

"  Then  you'd  better  have  a  paternal  Govern- 
ment at  once,"  said  Phineas. 

"Just  so,"  said  Mr.  Low,  "only  that  what 
you  call  a  paternal  Government  is  not  always 
quiet  and  orderly.  National  order  I  take  to  be 
submission  to  the  law.  I  should  not  think  it 
quiet  and  orderly  if  I  were  sent  to  Cayenne  with- 
out being  brought  before  a  jury." 

"  But  such  a  man  as  you  would  not  be  sent 
to  Cayenne,"  said  Phineas. 

"My  next-door  neighbor  might  be,  which 
would  be  almost  as  bad.  Let  him  be  sent  to 
Cayenne  if  he  deserves  it,  but  let  a  jury  say  that 
he  has-  deserved  it.  My  idea  of  government  is 
this — that  we  want  to  be  governed  by  law  and 
not  by  caprice,  and  that  we  must  have  a  legisla- 
ture to  make  our  laws.  If  I  thought  that  Par- 
liament as  at  present  established  made  the  laws 
badly,  I  would  desire  a  change;  but  I  doubt 
whether  we  shall  have  them  better  from  any 
change  in  Parliament  which  Reform  will  give 
us." 

"Of  course  not,"  said  Mrs.  Low.     "But  we 
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shall  have  a  lot  of  beggars  put  on  horseback, 
and  we  all  know  where  they  ride  to." 

Then  Phineas  became  aware  that  it  is  not 
easy  to  convince  any  man  or  any  woman  on  a 
point  of  politics,  not  even  though  he  who  argues 
may  have  an  eloquent  letter  from  a  philosoph- 
ical Cabinet  Minister  in  his  pocket  to  assist  him. 


CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

PHINEAS   FINN  MAKES   PROGRESS. 

February  was  far  advanced,  and  the  new 
Reform  Bill  had  already  been  brought  forward, 
before  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  came  up  to  town. 
Phineas  had  of  course  seen  Mr.  Kennedy,  and 
had  heard  from  him  tidings  of  his  wife.  She 
was  at  Saulsby  with  Lady  Baldock  and  Miss 
Boreham  and  Violet  Effingham,  but  was  to  be 
in  London  soon.  Mr.  Kennedy,  as  it  appeared, 
did  not  quite  know  when  he  was  to  expect  his 
wife,  and  Phineas  thought  that  he  could  perceive 
from  the  tone  of  the  husband's  voice  that  some- 
thing was  amiss.  He  could  not,  however,  ask 
any  questions  excepting  such  as  referred  to  the 
expected  arrival.  Was  Miss  Effingham  to  come 
to  London  with  Lady  Laura  ?  Mr.  Kennedy 
believed  that  Miss  Effingham  would  be  up  be- 
fore Piaster,  but  he  did  not  know  whether  she 
would  come  witli  his  wife.  "Women,"  he 
said,  "  are  so  fond  of  mystery  that  one  can  nev- 
er quite  know  what  they  intend  to  do."  He 
corrected  himself  at  once,  however,  perceiving 
that  he  had  seemed  to  say  something  against 
his  wife,  and  explained  that  his  general  accusa- 
tion against  the  sex  was  not  intended  to  apply 
to  Lady  Laura.  This,  however,  he  did  so  awk- 
wardly as  to  strengthen  the  feeling  with  Phineas 
that  something  assuredly  was  wrong.  "  Miss 
Effingham,"  said  Jlr.  Kennedy,  "never  seems 
to  know  her  own  mind."  "I  suppose  she  is 
like  other  beautiful  girls  who  are  petted  on  all 
sides,"  said  Pliineas.  "As  for  her  beauty,  I 
don't  think  much  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy; 
"  and  as  for  petting,  I  do  not  understand  it  in 
reference  to  grown  persons.  Children  may  be 
petted,  and  dogs,  though  that  too  is  bad ;  but 
what  you  call  petting  for  grown  persons  is,  I 
think,  frivolous  and  almost  indecent."  Phineas 
could  not  help  thinking  of  Lord  Chiltern's  opin- 
ion that  it  would  have  been  wise  to  have  left 
Mr.  Kennedy  in  the  hands  of  the  garrotters. 

The  debate  on  the  second  reading  of  the  bill 
was  to  be  commenced  on  tlie  1st  of  ]\Iarch,  and 
two  days  before  that  Lady  Laura  arrived  in 
Grosvenor  Place.  Phineas  got  a  note  from  her 
in  three  words  to  say  that  she  was  at  home  and 
would  see  him  if  he  called  on  Sunday  afternoon. 
The  Sunday  to  which  she  alluded  was  the  last 
day  of  February.  Phineas  was  now  more  certain 
than  ever  that  something  was  wrong.  Had  there 
been  nothing  wrong  between  Lady  Laura  and 
her  husband,  she  would  not  have  rebelled  against 
him  by  asking  visitors  to  the  house  on  a  Sunday. 
He  had  nothing  to  do  with  that,  however,  and  of 
course  lie  did  as  he  was  desired.  He  called  on 
the  Sunday  and  found  IMrs.  Bonteen  sitting  with 
Lady  Laura.  "  I  am  just  in  time  for  tlie  de- 
bate, "  said  Lady  Laura,  when  the  first  greeting 
was  over. 


"You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  intend  to 
sit  it  out,"  said  Mrs.  Bonteen. 

"Every  word  of  it,  unless  I  lose  my  seat. 
What  else  is  there  to  be  done  at  present  ?" 

"  But  the  ])lace  they  give  us  is  so  unpleasant," 
said  ]Mrs.  Bonteen. 

"There  are  worse  places  even  than  the  La- 
dies' Gallery,"  said  Lady  Laura.  "And  per- 
hajjs  it  is  as  well  to  make  one's  self  used  to  in- 
conveniences of  all  kinds.  You  will  speak,  Mv. 
Finn  ?" 

"I  intend  to  do  so." 

"Of  course  you  will.  The  great  speeches 
will  be  Mr.  Gresham's,  Mr.  Daubeny's,  and  Mr. 
Monk's." 

"  ]Mr.  Palliser  intends  to  be  very  strong,"  said 
Mrs.  Bonteen. 

"A  man  can  not  be  strong  or  not  as  he 
likes  it,"  said  Lady  Laura.  "Mr.  Palliser  I 
believe  to  be  a  most  useful  man,  but  he  never 
can  become  an  orator.  He  is  of  the  same 
class  as  Mr.  Kennedy,  only  of  course  higher  in 
the  class." 

"We  all  look  for  a  great  speech  from  Mr. 
Kennedy,"  said  Mrs.  Bonteen. 

"I  have  not  the  slightest  idea  whether  he 
will  open  his  lips,"  said  Lady  Laura.  Immedi- 
ately after  that  Mrs.  Bonteen  took  her  leave. 
"I  hate  that  woman  like  poison,"  continued 
Lady  Laura.  "She  is  always  playing  a  game 
and  it  is  such  a  small  game  that  she  plays 
And  she  contributes  so  little  to  society-.  She  i 
not  witty  nor  well-informed — not  even  sufficient 
ly  ignorant  or  ridiculous  to  be  a  laughing-stock 
One  gets  nothing  from  her,  and  yet  she  ha 
made  her  footing  good  in  the  world." 

"  I  thought  she  was  a  friend  of  yours." 

"You  did  not  think  so !  You  could  not  have 
thought  so !  How  can  you  bring  such  an  accu- 
sation against  me,  knowing  me  as  you  do  ? 
But  never  mind  ]\Irs.  Bonteen  now.  On  what 
day  shall  you  speak  ?" 

"  On  Tuesday,  if  I  can." 

"  I  suppose  you  can  arrange  it?" 

"I  shall  endeavor  to  do  so,  as  far  as  any  ar- 
rangement can  go." 

"We  shall  carry  the  second  reading,"  said 
Lady  Laura. 

"Yes,"  said  Phineas,  "I  think  we  shall,  but 
by  the  votes  of  men  who  are  determined  so  to 
pull  the  bill  to  pieces  in  committee  that  its  own 
parents  will  not  know  it.  I  doubt  whether  IMr. 
Mildmay  will  have  the  temper  to  stand  it." 

"  Tiiey  tell  me  that  Mr.  Mildmay  will  aban- 
don the  custody  of  the  bill  to  Mr.  Gresham  after 
his  first  speech." 

"I  don't  know  that  Mr.  Gresham's  temper 
is  more  enduring  than  Mr.  IMildmay's,"  said 
Phineas. 

"  Well,  we  shall  see.  JMy  own  impression  is 
that  nothing  would  save  the  country  so  eficctu- 
ally  at  the  present  moment  as  the  removal  of 
Mr.  TurnbuU  to  a  higher  and  a  better  s])here." 

"Let  us  say  the  House  of  Lords,"  said 
Phineas. 

"  God  forbid  !"  said  Lady  Laura. 

Phineas  sat  there  for  half  an  hour,  and  then 
got  up  to  go,  having  spoken  no  word  on  any 
other  subject  than  that  of  politics.  He  longed 
to  ask  after  Violet.  He  longed  to  make  some 
inquiry  respecting  Lord  Chiitern  ;  and,  to  tell 
the  truth,  he  felt  painfully  curious  to  hear  Lady 
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Laura  say  something  about  her  own  self.  He 
could  not  but  remember  what  had  been  said  be 
twecn  them  up  over  the  water-fall,  and  how  he 
had  been  warned  not  to  return  to  Loughlinter. 
And  then  again,  did  Lady  Laura  know  an}' 
thing  of  what  had  passed  between  him  and  Vio- 
let ?  "Where  is  your  brother?"  he  said,  as  he 
rose  from  his  chair. 

■•  Oswald  is  in  London.     He  was  here  not  an 
hour  before  you  came  in." 
"  Where  is  he  staying  ?"' 
"At  Mauregy's.    He  goes  down  on  Tuesday, 
I  think.      He  is  to  see  his  father  to-morrow 
morning." 

"  By  agreement?" 

"Yes,  by  agreement.  There  is  a  new  trouble 
— about  money  that  they  think  to  be  due  to  me. 
But  I  can  not  tell  you  all  now.  There  h-ave 
been  some  words  between  I\Ir.  Kennedy  and 
papa.  But  I  won't  talk  about  it.  You  would 
find  Oswald  at  Mauregy's  at  any  hour  before 
eleven  to-morrow. " 

"Did  he  say  any  thing  about  me?"  asked 
Phineas. 

"We  mentioned  your  name,  certainly." 
"I  do    not    ask  from  vanity,  but  I  want  to 
know  whether  he  is  angry  with  me." 

"  Angry  with  you !  Xot  in  the  least.  I'll  tell 
you  just  what  he  said.  He  said  he  should  not 
wish  to  live  even  with  you,  but  that  he  would 
sooner  try  it  with  you  than  with  any  man  he 
ever  knew." 

"  He  had  got  a  letter  from  me  ?" 
"lie  did  not  say  so;  but  he  did  not  say  he 
had  not." 

"I  will  see  him  to-morrow  if  I  can."  And 
then  Phineas  prepared  to  go. 

"One  word,  Sir.  Einn,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
hardly  looking  him  in  the  face  and  yet  making 
an  cftbrt  to  do  so.  "I  wish  you  to  forget  what 
I  said  to  you  at  Loughlinter." 

"  It  shall  be  as  though  it  were  forgotten,"  said 
Phineas. 

"Let  it  be  absolutely  forgotten.  In  such  a 
case  a  man  is  bound  to  do  all  that  a  woman  asks 
him,  and  no  man  has  a  truer  spirit  of  chivalry 
than  yourself.  That  is  all.  Look  in  when  you 
can.  I  will  not  ask  you  to  dine  here  as  yet,  be- 
cause we  are  so  frightfully  dull.  Do  your  best 
on  Tuesday,  and  then  let  us  see  you  on  Wednes- 
day.    Good-bye." 

Phineas,  as  he  walked  across  the  park  toward 
his  club,  made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  forget 
the  scene  by  the  water-fall.  He  had  never  quite 
known  what  it  had  meant,  and  he  would  wipe 
it  away  from  his  mind  altogether.  He  acknowl- 
edged to  himself  that  chivalry  did  demand  of 
him  that  he  should  never  allow  himself  to  think 
of  Lady  Laura's  rash  words  to  him.  That  she 
was  not  happy  with  her  husband  was  very  clear 
to  him ;  but  that  was  altogether  another  affair. 
She  might  be  unhappy  with  her  husband  with- 
out indulging  any  guilty  love.  He  had  never 
thought  it  possible  that  she  could  be  happy  liv- 
ing with  such  a  husband  as  Mr.  Kennedy.  All 
that,  however,  was  now  past  remedy,  and  she 
must  simply  endure  the  mode  of  life  which  she 
had  prepared  for  herself.  There  were  other  men 
and  women  in  London  tied  together  for  better 
and  worse,  in  reference  to  whose  union  their 
friends  knew  that  there  would  be  no  better — 
that  it  must  be  all  worse.     Lady  Laura  must 


bear  it,  as  it  was  borne  by  many  another  married 
woman. 

On  the  Monday  morning  Phineas  called  at 
Mauregy's  Hotel  at  ten  o'clock,  but  in  spite  of 
Lady  Laura's  assurance  to  the  contrary,  he  found 
that  Lord  Chiltern  was  out.  He  had  felt  some 
palpitation  at  the  heart  as  he  made  his  inquirv 
knowing  well  the  fiery  nature  of  the  man  he  ex- 
pected to  see.  It  might  be  that  there  would  be 
some  actual  personal  conflict  between  him  and 
this  half-mad  lord  before  he  got  back  again  into 
the  street.  What  Lady  Laura  had  said  about 
her  brother  did  not  in  the  estimation  of  Phineas 
make  this  at  all  the  less  probable.  The  half- 
mad  lord  was  so  singular  in  his  ways  that  it 
might  well  be  that  he  should  speak  handsomely 
of  a  rival  behind  his  back  and  yet  take  him  by 
the  throat  as  soon  as  they  were  together,  face  to 
face.  And  yet,  as  Phineas  thought,  it  was  nec- 
essary that  he  should  see  the  half-mad  lord.  He 
had  written  a  letter  to  which  he  had  received  no 
reply,  and  he  considered  it  to  be  incumbent  on 
him  to  ask  whether  it  had  been  received  and 
whether  any  answer  to  it  was  intended  to  be 
given.  He  went  therefore  to  Lord  Chiltern  at 
once — as  I  have  said,  with  some  feeling  at  his 
heart  that  there  might  be  violence,  at  any  rate 
of  words,  before  he  should  find  himself  again  in 
the  street.  But  Lord  Chiliern  was  not  there. 
All  that  the  porter  knew  was  that  Lord  Chiltern 
intended  to  leave  the  house  on  the  following 
morning.  Then  Phineas  wrote  a  note  and  left 
it  with  the  porter. 

"Dear  Chilterk: — I  particularly  want  to 
see  you  wifh  reference  to  a  letter  I  wrote  to  you 
last  summer.  I  must  be  in  the  House  to-day 
from  four  till  the  debate  is  oyer.  I  will  be  at 
the  Reform  Club  from  two  till  half-past  three, 
and  will  come  if  you  will  send  for  me,  or  I  will 
meet  you  anywhere  at  any  hour  to-morrow  morn- 
ing: Yours,  always,  P.  F." 

No  message  came  to  him  at  the  Reform  Club, 
and  he  was  in  his  seat  in  the  House  by  four 
o'clock.  During  the  debate  a  note  was  brought 
to  him  which  ran  as  follows : 

"I  have  got  your  letter  this  moment.  Of 
course  we  must  meet.  I  hunt  on  Tuesday,  and 
go  down  by  the  early  train ;  but  I  will  come  to 
town  on  Wednesday.  We  shall  require  to  be 
private,  and  I  will  therefore  be  at  your  rooms 
at  one  o'clock  on  that  day.  C." 

Phineas  at  once  perceived  that  the  note  was  a 
hostile  note,  written  in  an  angry  spirit,  written 
to  one  whom  the  writer  did  not  at  the  moment 
acknowledge  to  be  his  friend.  This  was  certainly 
the  case,  whatever  Lord  Chiltern  may  have  said 
to  his  sister  as  to  his  friendship  for  Phineas. 
Phineas  crushed  the  note  into  his  pocket,  and 
of  course  determined  that  he  would  be  in  his 
rooms  at  the  hour  named. 

The  debate  was  opened  by  a  speech  from  Mr. 
Mildmay,  in  which  that  gentleman  at  great 
length  and  with  much  perspicuity  explained  his 
notion  of  that  measure  of  Parliamentary  Reform 
which  he  thought  to  be  necessary.  He  was  list- 
ened to  with  the  greatest  attention  to  the  close, 
and  perhaps,  at  the  end  of  his  speech,  with  n;ore 
attention  than  usual,  as  there  had  gone  abroad 
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a  rumor  that  the  Prime  Minister  intended  to  de-  ' 
clare  that  this  would  be  the  last  effort  of  his  life 
in  that  course.  But,  if  he  ever  intended  to  utter 
such  a  pledge,  his  heart  misgave  him  when  the 
time  came  for  uttering  it.  He  merely  said  that  [ 
as  the  management  of  the  bill  in  committee 
would  be  an  affair  of  much  labor,  and  probably 
spread  over  many  nights,  he  would  be  assisted 
in  his  work  by  his  colleagues,  aud  especially  by 
his  right  honorable  friend,  the  Secretary  of  State 
for  Foreign  Affairs.  It  was  then  understood  that 
Mr.  Gresham  would  take  the  lead  should  the  bill 
go  into  committee,  but  it  was  understood  also 
that  no  resignation  of  leadership  had  been  made 
by  Mr.  Mild  may. 

"  The  measure  now  proposed  to  the  House  was 
verv  much  the  same  as  that  which  had  been 
brought  forward  in  the  last  session.  The  exist- 
ing theory  of  British  representation  was  not  to 
be  changed,  but  the  actual  practice  was  to  be 
brought  nearer  to  the  ideal  theory.  The  ideas 
/  of  manhood  suffrage  and  of  electoral  districts 
^  were  to  be  as  forever  removed  from  the  bulwarks 
of  the  British  Constitution.  There  were  to  be 
counties  with  agricultural  constituencies,  pur- 
posely arranged  to  be  purely  agricultural,  when- 
ever the  nature  of  the  counties  would  admit  of 
its  being  so.  No  artificer  at  Reform,  let  him  be 
Conservative  or  Liberal,  can  make  Jliddlesex  or 
Lancashire  agricultural ;  but  Wiltshire  and  Suf- 
folk were  to  be  preserved  inviolable  to  the  plough, 
and  the  apples  of  Devonshire  were  still  to  have 
their  sway.  Every  town  in  the  three  kingdoms 
with  a  certain  population  was  to  have  two  mem- 
bers. But  here  there  was  much  room  for  cavil, 
as  all  men  knew  would  be  the  case.  Who  shall 
say  what  is  a  town,  or  where  shall  be  its  limits? 
Bits  of  counties  might  be  borrowed,  so  as  to  less- 
en the  ConseiTatism  of  the  country  without  en- 
dangering the  Liberalism  of  the  borough.  And 
then  there  were  the  boroughs  with  one  member, 
and  then  the  groups  of  little  boroughs.  In  the 
discussion  of  any  such  arrangement  how  easy  is 
the  picking  of  holes,  how  impossible  the  fabrica- 
tion of  a  garment  that  shall  be  impervious  to 
such  picking !  Then  again  there  was  that  great 
question  of  the  ballot.  On  that  there  was  to  be 
no  mistake.  ]\Ir.  Mildmay  again  pledged  him- 
self to  disappear  from  the  Treasury  Bench  should 
any  motion,  clause,  or  resolution  be  carried  by 
that  House  in  favor  of  the  ballot.  He  spoke  for 
thre^  hours,  and  then  left  the  carcass  of  his  bill 
to  be  fought  for  by  the  opposing  armies. 

No  reader  of  these  pages  will  desire  that  the 

speeches  in  the  debate  should  be  even  indicated. 

It  soon  became  known  that  the  Conservatives 

would  not  divide  the  House  against  the  second 

reading  of  the  bill.      They  declared,  however, 

very  plainly  their  intention  of  so  altering  tlie 

clauses  of  the  bill  in  committee,  or  at  least  of 

attempting  so  to  do,  as  to  make  the  bill  their 

bill,  rather  than  the  bill  of  their  opponents.    To 

this  Mr,  Palliser  replied  that  as  long  as  nothing 

vital  was  touched  the  Government  would  only  be 

too  happy  to  oblige  their  friends  opposite.  If  any 

thing  vita]  \7ere  touched,  the  Government  could 

only  fall  back  upon  their  friends  on  that  side. 

A.n-^  in  this  wa7  men  were  very  civil  to  each 

othe  -     But  Mr.  Tu'rnbu]],  who  opened  the  debate 

on  t|,o    Tuesdav,  th>nnaercd  out  an  assurance  to 

gods  at   d  men-that  he  would  divtde  the  House 

on  the  ;   ^xond  reading  of  tho  bill  Itself.     He  did 


not  doubt  but  that  there  were  many  good  men 
and  true  to  go  with  him  into  the  lobby,  but  into 
the  lobby  he  would  go  if  he  had  no  more  than  a 
single  friend  to  support  him.  And  he  warned  the 
Sovereign,  and  he   warned  the  House,  and  he 

'  warned  the  people  of  England,  that  the  measure 
of  Reform  now  proposed  by  a  so-called  Liberal 

I  Minister  was  a  measure  prepared  in  concert  with 
the  ancient  enemies  of  the  people.  He  was  very 
loud,  very  angry,  and  quite  successful  in  halloo- 
ing down  sundry  attempts  which  were  made  to 
interrupt  him.  "I  find," he  said,  "that  there 
are  many  members  here  who  do  not  know  me 

'  yet — young  members,  probably,  who  are  green 

I  from  the  waste  lands  and  roadsides  of  private 
life.  They  will  know  me  soon,  and  then,  may 
be,  there  will  be  less  of  this  foolish  noise,  less 
of  this  elongation  of  unnecessary  necks.  Our 
Rome  must  be  aroused  to  a  sense  of  its  danger 
by  other  voices  than  these."  He  was  called  to 
order,  but  it  was  ruled  that  he  had  not  been  out 

'  of  order,  and  he  was  very  triumphant.  I\Ir. 
JNIonk  answered  him,  and  it  was  declared  after- 
ward that  ]Mr.  iMonk's  speech  was  one  of  the 
finest  pieces  of  orator}-  that  had  ever  been  ul- 

j  tered  in  that  House.  He  made  one  remark  per- 
sonal to  Mr.  Turnbull.  "I  quite  agreed  with 
the  right  honorable  gentleman  in  the  chair,"  he 

i  said,  "when  he  declared  that  the  honorable 
member  was  not  out  of  order  just  now.  We  all 
of  us  agree  with  him  always  on  such  points. 
The  rules  of  our  House  have  been  laid  down 
with  the  utmost  latitude,  so  tiiat  the  course  of 
our  debates  may  not  be  frivolously  or  too  easily 
interrupted.  But  a  member  may  be  so  in  order 
as  to  incur  the  displeasure  of  the  House,  and  to 
merit  the  reproaches  of  his  countrymen."  This 
little  duel  gave  great  life  to  the  debate ;  but  it 
was  said  that  those  two  great  Reformers,  Jlr. 
Turnbull  and  JMr.  Monk,  could  never  again  meet 
as  friends. 

In  the  course  of  the  debate  on  Tuesday  Phin- 
eas  got  upon  his  legs.  The  reader,  I  trust,  will 
remember  that  hitherto  he  had  failed  altogether 
as  a  speaker.  On  one  occasion  he  had  lacked 
even  the  spirit  to  use  and  deliver  an  oration 
which  he  had  prepared.  On  a  second  occasion 
he  had  broken  down — woefully,  and  )iast  all  re- 
dem))tion,  as  said  those  who  were  not  his  friends — 
unfortunately,  but  not  past  redemption,  as  said 
those  who  were  his  true  friends.  After  that 
once  again  he  had  risen  and  said  a  few  plain 
words  which  had  called  for  no  remark,  and  had 
been  spoken  as  though  he  were  in  the  habit  of  ad- 
dressing the  House  daily.  It  may  be  doubted 
whether  there  were  half  a  dozen  men  now  present 
who  recognized  the  fact  that  this  man,  who  was 
so  well  known  to  so  many  of  them,  was  now 
about  to  make  another  attempt  at  a  first  speech. 
Phincas  himself  diligently  attempted  to  forget 
that  such  was  the  case.  He  had  prepared  for 
himself  a  few  headings  of  what  he  intended  to 
say,  and  on  one  or  two  points  had  arranged  his 
words.  His  hope  was  that  even  though  he 
should  forget  the  words,  he  might  still  be  able  to 
cling  to  the  thread  of  his  discourse.  When  he 
found  himself  again  upon  his  legs  amid  those 
crowded  seats,  for  a  few  moments  there  came 

'  upon  him  that  old  sensation  of  awe.  Again 
things  grew  dim  before  his  eyes,  and  again  he 
hardly  knew  at  which  end  of  that  long  chamber 
the  Speaker  was  sitting.     But  there  arose  within 
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him  a  sudden  courage,  as  soon  as  the  sound  of 
his  own  voice  in  that  room  had  made  itself  inti- 
mate to  his  ear,  and  after  the  first  few  sen- 
tences, all  fear,  all  awe,  was  gone  from  him. 
When  he  read  his  speech  in  the  report  after- 
ward, he  found  that  lie  had  strayed  very  wide 
of  his  intended  course,  but  he  had  strayed  with- 
out tumbling  into  ditches,  or  falling  into  sunken 
pits.  He  had  spoken  much  from  Mr.  Monk's  let- 
ter, but  had  had  the  grace  to  acknowledge  whence 
had  come  his  inspiration.  He  hardly  knew,  how- 
ever, whether  he  had  failed  again  or  not,  till  Bar- 
rington  Erie  came  up  to  him  as  they  were  leav- 
ing the  House,  with  his  old  easy  pressing  man- 
ner. "So  you  have  got  into  form  at  last,"  he 
said.  "I  always  thought  that  it  would  come. 
I  never  for  a  moment  believed  but  that  it  would 
come  sooner  or  later."  Phineas  Finn  answered 
not  a  word  ;  but  he  went  home  and  lay  awake 
all  night  triumphant.  The  verdict  of  Barring- 
ton  Erie  sufficed  to  assure  him  that  he  had  suc- 
ceeded. 


CHAPTER  XXXVir. 

A     ROUGH     ENCOUNTER. 

Phineas,  when  he  awoke,  had  two  matters  to 
occupy  his  mind-:-his  success  of  the  previous 
night  and  his  coming  interview  with  Lord  Chil- 
tern.  He  stayed  at  home  the  whole  morning, 
knowing  that  nothing  could  be  done  before  the 
hour  Lord  Chiltern  had  named  for  his  visit.  He 
read  every  word  of  the  debate,  studiously  post- 
poning the  perusal  of  his  own  speech  till  he 
should  come  to  it  in  due  order.  And  then  he 
wrote  to  his  father,  commencing  his  letter  as 
though  his  writing  had  no  reference  to  the  af- 
fairs of  the  previous  night.  But  he  soon  found 
himself  compelled  to  break  into  some  mention  of 
it.  "I  send  you  a  Times,"  he  said,  "in  order 
that  you  may  see  that  I  have  had  my  finger  in 
the  pic.  I  have  hitherto  abstained  from  putting 
m_ysclf  forward  in  the  House,  partly  through  a 
base  fear  for  which  I  despise  myself,  and  partly 
through  a  feeling  of  prudence  that  a  man  of  my 
age  should  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  gather  laurels. 
This  is  literally  true.  There  has  been  the  fear, 
and  there  has  been  the  prudence.  My  wonder  is, 
that  I  have  not  incurred  more  contempt  from 
others  because  I  have  been  a  coward.  People 
have  been  so  kind  to  me  that  I  must  suppose 
them  to  have  judged  me  more  leniently  than  I 
have  judged  myself."  Then,  as  he  was  putting 
up  the  paper,  he  looked  again  at  his  own  speech, 
and  of  course  read  every  word  of  it  once  more. 
As  he  did  so  it  occurred  to  him  that  the  report- 
ers had  been  more  than  courteous  to  him.  The 
man  who  had  followed  him  had  been,  he  thought, 
at  any  rate  as  long-winded  as  himself;  but  to 
this  orator  less  than  half  a  column  had  been 
granted.  To  him  had  been  granted  ten  lines  in 
big  type,  and  after  that  a  whole  column  and  a 
half.  Let  Lord  Chiltern  come  and  do  his 
worst. 

When  it  wanted  but  twenty  minutes  to  one, 
and  he  was  beginning  to  think  in  what  way  he 
had  better  answer  the  half-mad  lord,  should  the 
lord  in  his  wrath  be  very  mad,  there  came  to  him 
a  note  by  the  hand  of  some  messenger.  He 
knew  at  once  that  it  was  from  Lady  Laura,  and 
opened  it  in  hot  haste.     It  was  as  follows  : 


"  Dear  Mr.  Finn  :— We  are  all  talking  about 
your  speech.  My  father  was  in  the  gallery  and 
heard  it,  and  said  that  he  had  to  thank  me  for 
sending  you  to  Loughton.  That  made  me  very 
happy.  Mr.  Kennedy  declares  that  you  were  el- 
oquent, but  too  short.  That  coming  from  him  is 
praise  indeed.  I  have  seen  Barrington,  who 
takes  pride  to  himself  that  you  are  his  political 
child.  Violet  says  that  it  is  the  only  speech  she 
ever  read."  I  was  there,  and  was  delighted.  I 
was  sure  that  it  was  in  you  to  do  it. 

"Yours,  L.  K. 

"I  suppose  we  shall  see  you  after  the  House 
is  up,  but  I  write  this  as  I  shall  barely  have  an 
opportunity  of  speaking  to  you  then.  I  shall  be 
in  Portman  Square,  not  at  home,  from  six  till 
seven." 

The  moment  in  which  Phineas  refolded  this 
note  and  put  it  into  his  breast  coat-pocket  was, 
I  think,  the  happiest  of  his  life.  Then,  before 
he  had  withdrawn  his  hand  from  his  breast,  he 
remembered  that  what  was  now  about  to  take 
place  between  him  and  Lord  Chiltern  would 
probably  be  the  means  of  separating  him  alto- 
gether from  Lady  Laura  and  her  family.  Nay, 
might  it  not  render  it  necessary  that  he  should 
abandon  the  seat  in  Parliament  which  had  been 
conferred  npon  him  by  the  personal  kindness  of 
Lord  Brentford  ?  Let  that  be  as  it  might.  One 
thing  was  clear  to  him.  He  would  not  abandon 
Violet  Effingham  till  he  should  be  desired  to  do 
so  in  the  plainest  language  by  Violet  Effingham 
iierself.  Looking  at  his  watch  he  saw  that  it 
was  one  o'clock,  and  at  that  moment  Lord  Chil- 
tern was  announced. 

Phineas  went  forward  immediately  with  his 
hand  out  to  meet  his  visitor.  "Chiltern,"  he 
said,  "I  am  very  glad  to  see  you."  But  Lord 
Chiltern  did  not  take  his  hand.  Passing  on  to 
the  table,  with  his  hat  still  on  his  head,  and  with 
a  scowl  upon  his  brow,  the  young  lord  stood  for  a 
few  moments  perfectly  silent.  Then  he  chucked 
a  letter  across  the  table  to  the  spot  at  which  Phin- 
eas was  standing.  Phineas,  taking  up  the  let- 
ter, perceived  that  it  was  that  which  he,  in  his 
great  attempt  to  be  honest,  had  written  from  the 
inn  at  Loughton.  "  It  is  my  own  letter  to  you," 
he  said. 

"Yes,  it  is  your  letter  to  me.  I  received  it 
oddly  enough  together  with  your  own  note  at 
Mauregy's,  on  Monday  morning.  It  has  been 
round  the  world,  I  suppose,  and  reached  me  only 
then.     You  must  withdraw  it." 

"  Withdraw  it  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  withdraw  it.  As  far  as  I  can  learn, 
without  asking  any  question  which  would  have 
committed  myself  or  the  young  lad}',  you  have 
not  acted  npon  it.  You  have  not  yet  done  what 
you  there  threaten  to  do.  In  that  you  have  been 
very  wise,  and  there  can  be  no  difficulty  in  your 
withdrawing  the  letter." 

"I  certainly  shall  not  withdraw  it,  Lord  Chil- 
tern." 

"  Do  you  remember — what — I  once — told  yon 
— aboutmyselfandMiss Effingham?"  This  ques- 
tion he  asked  very  slowly,  pausing  between  the 
words,  and  looking  full  into  the  face  of  his  rival, 
toward  whom  he  had  gradually  come  nearer;  and 
his  countenance,  as  he  did  so,  was  by  no  means 
pleasant.    The  redness  of  his  complexion  had  bo 
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come  more  ruddy  than  usual ,  he  still  wore  his  hat 
as  though  with  studied  insolence  ;  his  rij;ht  hand 
was  clenched  ;  and  there  was  that  look  of  angry 
purpose  in  his  eye  which  no  man  likes  to  see  in  the 
eye  of  an  antagonist.  Phineas  was  afraid  of  no 
violence,  personal  to  himself;  but  he  was  afraid 
of — of  what  I  may,  perha])s,  best  call  "  a  row." 
To  be  tumbling  over  chairs  and  tables  with  his 
late  friend  and  present  enemy  in  Mrs.  Bunce's 
room  would  be  most  unpleasant  to  him.  If  there 
■were  to  be  blows,  he  too  must  strike;  and  he 
was  very  averse  to  strike  Lady  Laura's  brother, 
Lord  Brentford's  son,  Violet  Effingham's  friend. 
If  need  be,  however,  he  would  strike. 

"I  suppose  I  remember  whnt  you  mean,"  said 
Phineas.  "  I  think  you  declared  that  you  would 
quarrel  with  any  man  who  might  presume  to  ad- 
dress Miss  Effingham.  Is  it  that  to  which  you 
allude?" 

"  It  is  that,"  said  Lord  Chiltern. 

"I  remember  what  you  said  very  well.  If 
notliing  else  was  to  deter  me  from  asking  Miss 
Effingham  to  be  my  wife,  you  will  hardly  think 
that  that  ought  to  have  any  weight.  The  threat 
had  no  weight." 

"  It  was  not  spoken  as  a  threat,  sir,  and  that 
you  know  as  well  as  I  do.  It  was  said  from  a 
friend  to  a  friend,  as  I  thought  then.  But  it' is 
not  the  less  true.  I  wonder  what  you  can  think 
of  faith  and  truth  and  honesty  of  pui-pose  when 
you  took  advantage  of  my  absence — you,  whom 
I  had  told  a  thousand  times  that  I  loved  her 
better  than  my  own  soul !  You  stand  before  the 
world  as  a  rising  man,  and  I  stand  before  the 
world  as  a  man  —  damned.  You  have  been 
chosen  by  my  father  to  sit  for  our  family  borough, 
while  I  am  an  outcast  from  his  house.  You 
have  Cabinet  ^Ministers  for  your  friends,  while  I 
have  hardly  a  decent  associate  left  to  me  in  the 
world.  But  I  can  say  of  myself  that  I  have  nev- 
er done  any  thing  unworthy  of  a  gentleman, 
while  this  thing  that  you  are  doing  is  unwQj-thy 
of  the  lowest  man." 

"I  have  done  nothing  unworthy,"  said  Phin- 
eas. "  I  wrote  to  you  instantly  when  I  had  re- 
solved— though  it  was  painful  to  me  to  have  to 
tell  such  a  secret  t9  any  one." 

"  You  wrote  !  Yes ;  when  I  was  miles  dis- 
tant ;  weeks,  months  away.  But  I  did  not 
come  here  to  ballyrag  like  an  old  woman.  I 
got  your  letter  only  on  Monday,  and  know  noth- 
ing of  what  has  occurred.  Is  INIiss  Effingham 
to  be — your  wife  ?"  Lord  Chiltern  had  now  come 
quite  close  to  Phineas,  and  Phineas  felt  that  that 
clenched  fist  might  be  in  his  face  in  half  a  mo- 
ment. Miss  Effingham  of  course  was  not  engaged 
to  him,  but  it  seemed  to  him  that  if  he  were  now 
so  to  declare,  such  declaration  would  appear  to 
have  been  drawn  from  him  by  fear.  "  I  ask  you," 
said  Lord  Chiltern,  "in  what  position  you  now 
stand  toward  Miss  Effingham.  If  you  are  not 
a  coward  you  will  tell  me." 

"Whether  I  tell  you  or  not,  you  know  that 
I  am  not  a  coward,"  said  Phineas. 

"I  shall  have  to  try,"  said  Lord  Chiltern. 
"But  if  you  please  I  will  ask  you  for  an  an- 
swer to  my  question." 

Phineas  paused  for  a  moment,  thinking  what 
honesty  of  purpose  and  a  high  spirit  would, 
when  combined  together,  demand  of  him,  and 
together  with  these  re(]uiremeuts  he  felt  that  he 
was  bound  to  join  some  feeling  of  duty  toward 


Miss  Effingham.  Lord  Chiltern  was  standing 
there,  fiery  red,  with  his  hand  still  clenched,  and 
his  hat  still  on,  waiting  for  his  answer.  "Let 
me  have  your  question  a!::;ain,"  said  Phineas, 
"and  1  will  answer  it  if  I  find  that  I  can  do 
so  w'ithout  loss  of  self-respect." 

"I  ask  you  in  what  position  you  stand  to- 
ward Miss  Effingham.  Mind,  I  do  not  doubt 
at  all,  but  I  choose  to  have  a  reply  from  vour- 
self." 

"You  will  remember,  of  course,  that  *  can 
only  answer  to  the  best  of  my  belief." 

"  Answer  to  the  best  of  your  belief." 

"I  think  she  regards  me  as  an  intimate 
friend." 

"  Had  you  said  as  an  indifferent  acquaintance, 
you  would,  I  think,  have  been  nearer  the  mark. 
But  we  will  let  that  be.  I  presume  I  may  under- 
stand that  you  have  given  up  any  idea  of  chang- 
ing that  position  ?" 

"Yon  may  understand  nothing  of  the  kind. 
Lord  Chiltern." 

"  Why,  what  hope  have  you  ?" 

"  That  is  another  thing.  I  shall  not  speak  of 
that — at  any  rate  not  to  you." 

"  Then,  sir — "  and  now  Lord  Chiltern  ad- 
vanced another  ste])  and  raised  his  hand  as 
though  he  were  about  to  put  it  with  some  form 
of  violence  on  the  person  of  his  rival. 

"Stop,  Chiltern,"  said  Phineas,  stepping  back, 
so  that  there  was  some  article  of  furniture  be- 
tween him  and  his  adversary,  "  I  do  not  choose 
that  there  should  be  a  riot  here." 

"What  do  you  call  a  riot,  sir?  I  believe 
that  after  all  you  are  a  poltroon.  What  I  re- 
quire of  you  is  that  you  shall  meet  me.  Will 
you  do  that  ?" 

"  You  mean — to  fight?" 

"  Yes,  to  fight — to  fight — to  fight.  For  what 
other  purpose  do  you  sujipose  that  I  can  wish  to 
meet  you  ?"  Phineas  felt  at  the  moment  that 
the  fighting  of  a  duel  would  be  destructive  to  all 
his  political  hopes.  Few  Englishmen  fight  duels 
in  these  days.  They  who  do  so  are  always 
reckoned  to  be  fools.  And  a  duel  between  him 
and  Lord  Brentford's  son  must,  as  he  thought, 
separate  him  from  Violet,  from  Lady  Laura, 
from  Lord  Brentford,  and  from  his  borough. 
But  yet  how  could  he  refuse?  "What  have 
you  to  think  of,  sir,  when  such  an  ofi'er  as  that  is 
made  to  you  ?"  said  the  fiery-red  lord. 

"I  have  to  think  whether  I  have  courage 
enough  to  refuse  to  make  myself  an  ass." 

"  You  say  you  do  not  wish  to  have  a  riot. 
That  is  your  way  to  escape  what  you  call — a 
riot." 

"  You  want  to  bully  me,  Chiltern." 

"  No,  sir.  I  simply  want  this,  that  you  should 
leave  me  where  you  found  me,  and  not  interfere 
with  that  which  you  hare  long  known  I  claim 
as  my  own." 

"  JBut  it  is  not  your  own." 

"Then  you  can  only  fight  me." 

"You  had  better  send  some  friend  to  me,  and 
I  will  name  some  one,  whom  he  shall  meet." 

"Of  course  I  will  do  that  if  I  have  your  prom- 
ise to  meet  me.  We  can  be  in  Belgium  in  an 
hour  or  two,  and  back  again  in  a  few  more 
hours ;  that  i.s,  any  one  of  us  who  may  chance 
to  be  alive." 

"I  will  select  a  friend,  and  will  tell  him 
every  thing,  and  will  then  do  as  he  bids  mc." 
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"Yes — some  okl  steady-going  buffer.  Mr. 
Kennedy,  perhajjs." 

"  It  will  certainly  not  be  Mr.  Kennedy.  I 
shall  probably  ask  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  to  man- 
age for  me  in  such  an  affair." 

"  Perhaps  you  will  see  him  at  once  then,  so 
that  Colcpep]3er  may  arrange  with  him  this  after- 
noon. And  let  me  assure  you,  Mr.  Finn,  that 
there  will  be  a  meeting  between  us  in  some 
fashion,  let  the  ideas  of  your  friend  Mr.  Fitzgib- 
bon be  what  they  may."  Then  Lord  Chiltern 
purposed  to  go,  but  turned  again  as  he  was  going. 
"And  remember  this,"  he  said,  "my  complaint 
is  that  you  have  been  false  to  me — damnably 
false  ;  not  that  you  have  fallen  in  love  with  this 
young  lady  or  with  that."  Then  the  fiery-red 
"lord  opened  the  door  for  himself  and  took  Ills 
departure. 

Phineas,  as  soon  as  he  was  alone,  walked  down 
to  the  House,  at  which  there  was  an  early  sitting. 
As  he  went  tliere  was  one  great  question  which 
he  had  to  settle  with  himself — Was  there  any 
justice  in  the  charge  made  against  him  that  he 
had  been  false  to  his  friend  ?  When  he  had 
thought  over  the  matter  at  Saulsby,  after  rush- 
ing down  there  that  he  might  throw  himself 
at  Violet's  feet,  he  had  assured  him-elf  that 
such  a  letter  as  that  which  he  resolved  to 
write  to  Lord  Chiltern  would  be  even  chival- 
rous in  its  absolute  honesty.  He  would  tell  his 
purpose  to  Lord  Chiltern  the  moment  that  his 
purpose  was  formed,  and  would  afterward 
speak  of  Lord  Chiltern  behind  his  back  as  one 
dear  friend  should  speak  of  another.  Had  Miss 
Effingliam  shown  the  slightest  intention  of  ac- 
cepting Lord  Chiltern's  offer,  he  would  have  ac- 
knowledged to  himself  that  the  circumstances  of 
his  position  made  it  impossible  that  he  should, 
with  honor,  become  his  friend's  rival.  But  was 
he  to  be  debarred  forever  from  getting  that 
which  he  wanted  because  Lord  Chiltern  wanted 
it  also — knowing,  as  he  did  so  well,  that  Lord 
Chiltern  could  not  get  the  thing  which  he  wanted  ? 
All  this  had  been  quite  sufficient  for  him  at 
Saulsby.  ,  But  now  the  charge  against  him  that 
he  had  been  false  to  his  friend  rang  in  his  ears 
and  made  him  unhappy.  It  certainly  was  true 
that  Lord  Chiltern  had  not  given  up  his  hopes, 
and  that  he  had  spoken  probably  more  openly 
to  Phineas  respecting  them  than  he  had  done  to 
any  other  human  being.  If  it  was  true  that  he 
had  been  false,  then  he  must  comply  with  any 
requisition  which  Lord  Chiltern  might  make, 
short  of  voluntarily  giving  up  the  lady.  He 
must  fight  if  he  were  asked  to  do  so,  even  though 
fighting  were  his  ruin. 

When  again  in  the  House  yesterday's  scene 
came  back  upon  him,  and  more  than  one  man 
came  to  him  congratulating  him.  Mr.  Monk 
took  his  hand  and  spoke  a  word  to  him.  The 
old  Premier  nodded  to  him.  Mr.  Grcsham 
greeted  him  ;  and  Plantagcnet  Palliser  openly 
told  him  thnt  he  had  made  a  good  speech.  How 
sweet  would  all  this  have  been  had  there  not 
been  ever  at  his  heart  the  remembrance  of  his 
terrible  difticnlty — the  consciousness  that  he  was 
about  to  be  forced  into  an  absurdity  which 
would  put  an  end  to  all  this  sweetness.  Why 
was  the  world  in  England  so  severe  against 
duelling  ?  After  all,  as  he  regarded  the  matter 
now,  a  duel  might  be  the  best  way,  nay,  the 
only  way,  out  of  a  difficulty.     If  he  might  only 


be  allowed  to  go  out  with  Lord  Chiltern  the 
■whole  thing  might  be  arranged.  If  he  were 
not  shot  he  might  carry  on  his  suit  with  Miss 
Effingham  unfettered  by  any  impediment  on  that 
side.  And  if  he  were  shot,  what  matter  was 
that  to  any  one  but  himself?  Why  should 
the  world  be  so  thin-skinned — so  foolishly  chary 
of  human  life  ? 

Laurence  Fitzgibbon  did  not  come  to  the 
House,  and  Phineas  looked  for  him  at  both  the 
clubs  which  he  frequented,  leaving  a  note  at  each 
as  he  did  not  find  him.  He  also  left  a  note  for 
him  at  his  lodgings  in  Duke  Street.  "I  must 
see  you  this  evening.  I  shall  dine  at  the  Reform 
Club — pray  come  there."  After  that,  Phineas 
went  up  to  Portman  Square,  in  accordance 
with  the  instructions  received  from  Lady  Laura. 

There  he  saw  Violet  Effingham,  meeting  her 
for  the  first  time  since  he  had  parted  from  her 
on  the  great  steps  at  Saulsby.  Of  course  he 
spoke  to  her,  and  of  course  she  was  gracious  to 
him.  But  her  graciousness  was  only  a  smile 
and  his  speech  was  only  a  word.  There  were 
many  in  the  room,  but  not  enough  to  make  pri- 
vacy possible — as  it  becomes  possible  at  a 
crowded  evening  meeting.  Lord  Brentford  was 
there,  and  the  Bonteens,  and  Barrington  Erie, 
and  Lady  Glencora  Palliser,  and  Lord  Cantrip 
with  his  young  wife.  It  was  manifestly  a  meet- 
ing of  Liberals,  semi-social  and  semi-political ; 
so  arranged  that  ladies  might  feel  that  some 
interest  in  politics  was  allowed  to  them,  and 
perhaps  some  influence  also.  Afterward  ^Ir. 
Palliser  himself  came  in.  Phineas.  however, 
was  most  struck  by  finding  that  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon was  there,  and  that  Mr.  Kennedy  was 
not.  In  regard  to  Mr.  Kennedy,  he  was  quite 
sure  that  had  such  a  meeting  taken  place  before 
Lady  Laura's  marriage,  Mr.  Kennedy  would 
have  been  present.  "I  must  speak  to  you  as 
we  go  away,"  said  Phineas,  whispering  a  word 
into  Fitzgibbon's  ear.  "I  have  been  leaving 
notes  for  you  all  about  the  town."  "Not  a 
duel,  I  hope,"  said  Fitzgibbon. 

How  pleasant  it  was,  that  meeting  ;  or  would 
have  been  had  there  not  been  that  nightmare  on 
his  breast !  They  all  talked  as  though  there  were 
perfect  accord  between  them  and  perfect  confi- 
dence. There  were  there  great  men — Cabinet 
Ministers,  and  beautiful  women — the  wives  and 
daughters  of  some  of  England's  highest  nobles. 
And  Phineas  Finn,  throwing  back,  now  and 
again,  a  thought  to  Killaloe,  found  himself 
among  them  as  one  of  themselves.  How  could 
any  ]\Ir.  Low  say  that  he  was  wrong? 

On  a  sofa  near  to  him,  so  that  he  could  almost 
touch  her  foot  with  his,  was  sitting  Violet  Effing- 
ham, and  as  he  leaned  over  from  his  chair  dis- 
cussing some  point  in  Mr.  Mildmay's  bill  with 
that  most  inveterate  politician.  Lady  Glencora, 
Violet  looked  into  his  face  and  smiled.  Oh 
heavens  !  If  Lord  Chiltern  and  he  might  only 
toss  up  as  to  which  of  them  should  go  to  Patago- 
nia and  remain  therefor  the  next  ten  years,  and 
which  should  have  Violet  Effingham  for  a  wife 
in  London  ! 

"  Come  along,  Phineas,  if  you  mean  to  come," 
said  Laurence  Fitzgibbon.  Phineas  was  of 
course  bound  to  go,  though  Lady  Glencora  was 
still  talking  Radicalism,  and  Violet  Effingham 
was  still  smiling  ineffably. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

THE    DUEL. 

"  I  KNEW  it  was  a  duel — be  dad  I  did,"  said 
Laurence  Fitzgibbon,  standing  at  the  corner  of 
Orchard  Street  and  Oxford  Street,  when  Phineas 
had  half  told  his  story.  "I  was  sure  of  it  from 
the  tone  of  your  voice,  my  boy.  We  mustn't  let 
it  come  oiT,  that's  all — not  if  we  can  help  it." 
Then  Phineas  was  allowed  to  proceed  and  finisli 
his  story.  "I  don't  see  any  way  out  of  it ;  I 
don't,  indeed,"  said  Laurence.  By  tliis  time 
Phineas  had  come  to  think  that  the  duel  was  in 
very  truth  the  best  way  out  of  the  difficulty.  It 
was  a  bad  way  out,  but  then  it  was  a  way — and 
he  could  not  see  any  other.  "As  for  ill  treating 
him,  that's  nonsense,"  said  Laurence.  "What 
are  the  girls  to  do,  if  one  fellow  mayn't  come  on 
as  soon  as  another  fellow  is  down  ?  But  then, 
you  see,  a  fellow  never  knows  when  he's  down 
himself,  and  therefore  he  thinks  tiiat  he's  ill 
used.  I'll  tell  you  what  now.  I  shouldn't  won- 
der if  we  couldn't  do  it  on  the  sly,  unless  one  of 
you  is  stupid  enough  to  hit  the  other  in  an  awk- 
ward place.  If  you  are  certain  of  your  hand 
now,  the  right  shoulder  is  the  best  spot."  Phin- 
eas felt  very  certain  that  he  would  not  hit  Lord 
Chiltern  in  an  awkward  place,  although  he  was 
by  no  means  sure  of  his  hand.  Let  come  what 
might,  he  would  aim  at  his  adversary.  But  of 
this  he  had  thought  it  proper  to  say  nothing  to 
Laurence  Fitzgibbon. 

And  the  duel  did  come  off  on  the  sly.  The 
meeting  in  the  drawing-room  in  Portman  Square, 
of  which  mention  was  made  in  the  last  chapter, 
took  place  on  a  Wednesday  afternoon.  On  the 
Thursday,  Friday,  Monday,  and  Tuesday  follow- 
ing, the  great  debate  on  Mr.  Mildmay's  bill  was 
continued,  and  at  three  on  the  Tuesday  night  the 
House  divided.  There  was  a  majority  in  fiivor 
ofthe  Ministers  ;  not  large  enough  to  permit  them 
to  claim  a  triumph  for  their  jiarty,  or  even  an 
ovation  for  themselves,  but  still  sufficient  to  en- 
able tliem  to  send  their  bill  into  committee. 
Mr.  Daubeny  and  ]\Ir.  Turnbull  had  again  joined 
their  forces  together  in  opposition  to  the  minis- 
terial measure.  On  the  Thursday  Phineas  had 
shown  himself  in  the  Hoftse,  but  during  the  re- 
mainder of  this  interesting  period  he  was  absent 
from  iiis  place,  nor  was  he  seen  at  the  clubs,  nor 
did  any  man  knov;  of  his  whereabouts.  I  think 
that  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  was  the  first  to  miss 
him  with  any  real  sense  of  his  absence.  She 
would  now  go  to  Portman  Square  on  the  after- 
noon of  every  Sunday — at  which  time  her  hus- 
band was  attending  the  second  service  of  his 
church — and  there  she  would  receive  those  whom 
she  called  her  father's  guests.  But  as  her  father 
was  never  there  on  the  Sundays,  and  as  these 
gatherings  had  been  created  by  herself,  the  read- 
er will  probably  think  that  she  was  obeying  her 
husband's  behests  in  regard  to  the  Sabbath  after 
a  very  indifferent  fashion.  The  reader  may  be 
quite  sure,  however,  that  Mr.  Kennedy  knew 
well  what  was  being  done  in  Portman  Square. 
Whatever  might  be  Lady  Laura's  faults,  she  did 
not  commit  the  fault  of  disobeying  her  husband 
in  secret.  There  were,  probably,  a  few  words  on 
the  subject ;  but  we  need  not  go  very  closely 
into  that  matter  at  the  present  moment. 

On  the  Sunday  which  afforded  some  rest  in 
the  middle  of  the  great  Reform  debate  Lady 


Laura  asked  for  Mr.  Finn,  and  no  one  could  an- 
swer her  question.  And  then  it  was  remember- 
ed tliat  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  was  also  absent. 
Barrington  Erie  knew  nothing  of  Phineas,  had 
heard  notlnng  ;  but  was  able  to  say  that  Fitz- 
'  gibbon  had  been  with  Mr.  Ratler,  the  Patronage 
I  Secretary  and  Liberal  Whip,  early  on  Timrs- 
day,  expressing  his  intention  of  al)senling  him- 
self for  two  days.  Mr.  Ratler  luid  been  wroth, 
bidding  him  remain  at  his  duty,  and  pointing 
out  to  him  the  great  importance  of  t lie  moment. 
Then  Barrington  Erie  quoted  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon's  reply.  "My  boy,"  said  Laurence  to 
poor  Ratler,  "  the  path  of  duty  leads  but  to  the 
grave.  All  the  same ;  I'll  be  in  at  the  death, 
Ratler,  my  boy,  as  sure  as  the  sun's  in  heaven." 
Not  ten  minutes  after  the  telling  of  tliis  little 
story,  Fitzgibbon  entered  the  room  in  Portman 
Square,  and  Lady  Laura  at  once  asked  him  after 
Phineas.  "  Be  dad,  Lady  Laura,  I've  been  out 
of  town  myself  for  two  days,  and  I  know  noth- 
ing." 

"  INIr.  Finn  has  not  been  with  you,  then  ?" 
"  With  me  !  No,  not  with  me.  I  had  a  job 
of  business  of  my  own  which  took  me  over  to 
Paris.  And  has  Phinny  fled  too  ?  Poor  Rat- 
ler !  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  it  isn't  an  asylum 
he's  in  before  tlie  session  is  over." 

Laurence  Fitzgibbon  certainly  possessed  the 
rare  accomplishment  of  telling  a  lie  with  a  good 
grace.  Had  any  man  called  him  a  liar  he  would 
have  considered  himself  to  be  not  only  insulted, 
but  injured  also.  He  believed  himself  to  be  a 
man  of  truth.  There  were,  however,  in  his  es- 
timation certain  subjects  on  which  a  man  might 
dejjart  as  wide  as  the  poles  are  asunder  from 
truth  without  subjecting  himself  to  any  igno- 
miny from  falsehood.  In  dealing  with  a  trades- 
man as  to  his  debts,  or  with  a  rival  as  to  a  lady, 
or  with  any  man  or  woman  in  defense  of  a  lady's 
character,  or  in  any  such  matter  as  that  of  a 
duel,  Laurence  believed  that  a  gentleman  was 
bound  to  lie,  and  that  he  would  be  no  gentleman 
if  he  hesitated  to  do  so.  Not  the  sliglitest  prick 
of  conscience  disturbed  him  when  heboid  Lady 
Laura  that  he  had  been  in  Paris,  and  that  he 
knew  nothing  of  Phineas  Finn.  But,  in  truth, 
during  the  last  day  or  two  he  had  been  in  Flan- 
ders, and  not  in  Paris,  and  had  stood  as  second 
with  his  friend  Phineas  on  the  sands  at  Blank- 
enberg,  a  little  fishing-town  some  twelve  miles 
distant  from  Bruges,  and  had  left  his  friend 
since  that  at  a  hotel,  at  Ostend,  with  a  wound 
just  under  the  shoulder,  from  which  a  bullet  had 
been  extracted. 

The  manner  of  the  meeting  had  been  in  this 
wise.  Captain  Colepepper  and  Laifrence  Fitz- 
gibbon had  held  their  meeting,  and  at  this  meet- 
ing Laurence  had  taken  certain  standing-ground 
on  behalf  of  his  friend,  aifd  in  obedience  to  his 
friend's  positive  instruction,  which  was  this — 
that  his  friend  could  not  abandon  his  right  of 
addressing  the  young  lady,  should  he  hereafter 
ever  tliink  fit  to  do  so.  Let  that  be  granted,  and 
Laurence  would  do  any  thing.  But  then  that 
could  not  be  granted,  and  Laurence  could  only 
shrug  his  shoulders.  Nor  would  Laurence  admit 
that  his  friend  had  been  false.  "The  question 
lies  in  a  nutshell,"  said  Laurence,  with  that 
sweet  Connaught  brogue  which  always  came  to 
him  when  he  desired  to  be  effective — "  here  it 
is.     One  gentleman  tells  another  that  he's  gweet 
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upon  a  young  lady,  but  that  the  young  lady  has  re- 
fused him,  and  always  will  refuse  him,  for  ever 
and  ever.  Tliat's  the  truth  anyhow.  Is  the  sec- 
ond gentleman  bound  by  that  not  to  address  the 
young  lady  ?  I  say  he  is  not  bound.  It'd  be  a 
d — d  hard  tratement.  Captain  Colcpepper,  if  a 
man's  mouth  and  all  the  ardent  affections  of  his 
heart  were  to  be  stopped  in  that  manner !  By 
Jases,  I  don't  know  who'd  like  to  be  the  friend 
of  any  man  if  that's  to  be  the  way  of  it." 

Captain  Colepepper  was  not  very  good  at  an 
argument.  "  I  think  they'd  better  see  each 
other,"  said  Colepepper,  pulling  his  thick  grey 
mustache. 

"If  you  choose  to  have  it  so,  so  be  it.  But  I 
think  it  the  hardest  thing  in  the  world ;  I  do  in- 
deed." Then  they  put  their  heads  together  in 
the  most  friendly  way,  and  declared  that  the  af- 
fair should,  if  possible,  be  kept  private. 

On  the  Thursday  night  Lord  Chiltern  and 
Captain  Colepepper  went  over  by  Calais  and 
Lille  to  Bruges.  Laurence  Fitzgibbon,  with  his 
friend  Dr.  O'Shaughnessy,  crossed  by  the  direct 
boat  from  Dover  to  Ostend.  Phineas  went  to 
Ostend  by  Dover  and  Calais,  but  he  took  the 
dav  route  on  Fridav.  It  had  all  been  arranged 
among  them,  so  that  there  might  be  no  suspicion 
as  to  the  job  in  hand.  Even  O'Shaughnessy 
and  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  had  left  London  by 
separate  trains.  They  met  on  the  sands  at 
Blankenberg  about  nine  o'clock  on  the  Saturday 
morning,  having  reached  that  village  in  different 
vehicles  from  Ostend  and  Bruges,  and  had  met 
quite  unobserved  amid  the  sand-heaps.  But  one 
shot  had  been  exchanged,  and  Phineas  had  been 
wounded  in  the  right  shoulder.  He  had  pro- 
posed to  exchange  another  shot  with  his  left 
hand,  declaring  his  capability  of  shooting  quite 
as  well  with  the  left  as  with  the  right ;  but  to 
this  both  Colepepper  and  Fitzgibbon  had  object- 
ed. Lord  Chiltern  had  offered  to  shake  hands 
with  his  late  friend  in  a  true  spirit  of  friendship, 
if  only  ITis  late  friend  would  say  that  he  did  not 
intend  to  prosecute  his  suit  with  the  young  lady. 
In  all  these  disputes  the  young  lady's  name  was 
never  mentioned.  Phineas  indeed  had  not  once 
named  Violet  to  Fitzgibbon,  speaking  of  her  al- 
ways as  tlie  lady  in  question  ;  and  though  Lau- 
rence correctly  surmised  the  identity  of  the  young 
lady,  he  never  hinted  that  he  had  even  guessed 
her  name.  I  doubt  whether  Lord  Chiltern  had 
been  so  wary  when  alone  with  Captain  Colepep- 
per; but  then  Lord  Chiltern  was, when  he  spoke 
at  all,  a  very  plain-spoken  man.  Of  course  his 
Iordshi]j's  late  friend  Phineas  would  give  no  such 
pledge,  and  therefore  Lord  Chiltern  moved  off 
the  ground  and  back  to  Blankenberg  and  Bru- 
ges, and  into  Brussels,  in  still  living  cnmiiy  with 
our  hero.  Laurence  and  the  doctor  took  Phin- 
eas back  to  Ostend,  and  though  the  bullet  was 
then  in  his  shoulder,  Phineas  made  his  way 
through  Blankenberg  after  such  a  fashion  that 
no  one  tliere  knew  what  had  occurred.  Not  a 
living  soul,  eJccept  the  five  concerned,  was  at  that 
time  aware  that  a  duel  had  been  fought  among 
the  sand-hills. 

Laurence  Fitzgibbon  made  his  way  to  Dover 
by  the  Saturday  night's  boat,  and  was  able  to 
show  himself  in  Portman  Square  on  the  Sun- 
day. "Know  any  thing  about  Phinny  Finn?" 
he  said  afterward  to  Barrington  Erie,  in  answer 
to   an   inquiry  from   that  anxious   gentleman. 


"Not  a  word!  I  think  you'd  better  send  the 
town-crier  round  after  him."  Barrington,  how- 
ever, did  not  feel  quite  so  well  assured  of  Fitzcib- 
bon's  truth  as  Lady  Laura  had  done. 

Dr.  O'Shaughnessy  remained  during  the  Sun- 
day and  Monday  at  Ostend  with  his  patient,  and 
the  people  at  the  inn  only  knew  that  jNIr.  Finn 
had  sprained  his  shoulder  badly;  and  on  the 
Tuesday  they  came  back  to  London  again,  via 
Calais  and  Dover.  No  bone  had  been  broken, 
and  Phineas,  though  his  shoulder  was  very  pain- 
ful, bore  the  journey  well.  O'Shaughnessy  had 
received  a  telegram  on  the  Monday,  telling  him 
that  the  division  would  certainly  take  place  on 
the  Tuesday,  and  on  the  Tuesday,  at  about  ten 
in  the  evening,  Phineas  went  down  to  the  House. 
"By — ,  you're  here,"  said  Ratler,  taking  hold 
of  him  with  an  affection  that  was  too  warm. 

"Yes,  I'm  here,  "said  Phineas,  wincing  in  ag- 
ony, "  but  be  a  little  careful,  there's  a  good  fellow. 
I've  been  down  in  Kent  and  put  my  arm  out."' 

"Put  your  arm  out,  have  you  ?"  said  Ratler, 
observing  the  sling  for  the  first  time.  "  I'm  sor- 
ry for  that.     But  you'll  stop  and  vote  ?" 

"  Yes,  I'll  stop  and  vote.  I've  come  up  for 
the  pnqjose.     But  I  hope  it  won't  be  very  late." 

"There  are  both  Daubeny  and  Gresham  to 
speak  yet,  and  at  least  tliree  others.  I  don't  think 
itwill  be  much  before  three.  But  you're  all  right 
now.  You  can  go  down  and  smoke  if  you  like  !" 
In  this  way  Phineas  Finn  spoke  in  the  debate, 
and  heard  the  end  of  it,  voting  for  his  party,  and 
fought  his  duel  with  Lord  Chiltern  in  the  mid- 
dle of  it. 

He  did  go  and  sit  on  a  well-cushioned  bench 
in  the  smoking-room,  and  then  was  interrogated 
by  many  of  his  friends  as  to  his  mysterious  ab- 
sence. He  had,  he  said,  been  down  in  Kent, 
and  had  had  an  accident  with  his  arm  by  which  he 
had  been  confined.  When  this  questioner  and 
that  perceived  that  there  was  some  little  myste- 
ry in  the  matter,  the  questioners  did  not  push 
their  questions,  but  simply  entertained  their  own 
surmises.  One  indiscreet  questioner,  however, 
did  trouble  Phineas  sorely,  declaring  that  there 
must  have  been  some  affair  in  which  a  woman 
had  had  a  part,  and  asking  after  the  young  lady 
of  Kent.  This  indiscreet  questioner  was  Lau- 
rence Fitzgibbon,  who,  as  Phineas  thought,  car- 
ried his  spirit  of  intrigue  a  little  too  far.  Phin- 
eas stayed  and  voted,  and  then  he  went  painful- 
ly home  to  his  lodgings. 

How  sincular  would  it  be  if  this  affair  of  the 
duel  should  pass  away,  and  no  one  be  a  bit  the 
wiser  but  those  four  men  who  had  been  with 
him.  on  the  sands  at  Blankenberg !  Again  he 
wondered  at  his  own  luck.  He  had  told  him- 
self that  a  duel  with  Lord  Chiltern  must  create 
a  quarrel  between  him  and  Lord  Chiltern's  re- 
lations, and  also  between  him  and  Violet  Effing- 
ham ;  that  it  must  banish  him  from  his  comfort- 
able scat  for  Loughlon,  and  ruin  him  in  regard 
to  his  political  prospects.  And  now  he  had 
fought  his  duel,  and  was  back  in  town,  and  the 
thing  seemed  to  have  been  a  thing  of  nothing. 
He  had  not  as  yet  seen  Lady  Laura  or  Violet,  but 
he  had  no  doubt  but  they  both  were  as  much  in 
the  dark  as  other  people.  The  day  might  arrive, 
ho  thought,  on  which  it  would  be  pleasant  for 
him  to  tell  Violet  Effingham  what  had  occurred, 
but  that  day  had  not  come  as  yet.  Whither 
Lord  Chiltern  had  gone,  or  what  Lord  Chiltern 
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intended  to  do,  he  had  not  any  idea ;  but  he  im- 
agined that  he  should  soon  hear  something;  of 
her  brother  from  Lady  Laura.  That  Lord  Chil- 
tern  should  say  a  word  to  Lady  Laura  of  what 
had  occurred,  or  to  any  other  person  in  the 
world,  he  did  not  in  the  least  suspect.  There 
could  be  no  man  more  likely  to  be  reticent  in 
such  matters  than  Lord  Chiltern,  or  more  sure 
to  be  guided  by  an  almost  exaggerated  sense 
of  what  honor  required  of  him.  Nor  did  he 
doubt  the  discretion  of  his  friend  Fitzsibbon — 
if  only  his  friend  might  not  damage  the  secret 
by  being  too  discreet.  Of  the  silence  of  the  doc- 
tor and  the  captain  he  was  by  no  means  equally 
sure ;  but  even  though  they  should  gossip,  the 
gossiping  would  take  so  long  a  time  in  oozing 
out  and  becoming  recognized  information,  as  to 
have  lost  much  of  its  power  for  injuring  him. 
Were  Lady  Laura  to  hear  at  this  moment  that 
he  had  been  over  to  Belgium,  and  had  fought  a 
duel  with  Lord  Chiltern  respecting  Violet,  she 
would  probably  feel  herself  obliged  to  quarrel 
with  him  ;  but  no  such  obligation  would  rest  on 
her  if,  in  the  course  of  six  or  nine  months,  she 
should  gradually  have  become  aware  that  such 
an  encounter  had  taken  place. 

Lord  Chiltern,  during  their  interview  at  the 
rooms  in  Great  Marlborough  Street,  had  said  a 
word  to  him  about  the  seat  in  Parliament ;  had 
expressed  some  o))iiiion  that  as  he,  Phineas  Finn, 
was  interfering  with  the  views  of  the  Standish 
family  in  regard  to  Miss  Effingiiam,  he  ought 
not  to  keep  the  Standish  seat,  which  had  been 
conferred  upon  him  in  ignorance  of  any  such  in- 
tended interference.  Piiineas,  as  he  thought 
of  this,  could  not  remember  Lord  Chiltern's 
words,  but  there  was  present  to  him  an  idea  that 
such  had  been  their  purport.  Was  he  bound,  in 
circumstances  as  they  now  existed,  to  give  up 
Loughton  ?  He  made  up  his  mind  that  lie  was 
not  so  bound  unless  Lord  Chiltern  should  de- 
mand from  him  that  he  should  do  so  ;  but,  never- 
theless, hewasuneasy  inhisposition.  It  was  quite 
true  that  the  seat  now  was  his  for  this  session  by 
all  parliamentary  law,  even  though  the  electors 
themselves  might  wish  to  be  rid  of  him,  and  that 
Lord  Brentford'could  not  even  open  his  mouth 
upon  the  matter  in  a  tone  more  loud  than  that  of  a 
whisper.  But  Phineas,  feeling  that  he  had  con- 
sented to  acce])t  the  favor  of  a  corrupt  seat  from 
Lord  Brentford,  felt  also  that  he  was  bound  to 
give  up  the  spoil  if  it  were  demanded  from  him. 
If  it  were  demanded  from  him,  either  by  the 
father  or  the  son,  it  should  be  given  up  at  once. 

On  the  following  morning  he  found  a  leading 
article  in  the  People  s  Banner  devoted  solely  to 
himself.  "During  the  late  debate,"  so  ran  a 
passage  in  the  leading  article — "Mr.  Finn, 
Lord  Brentford's  Irish  nominee  for  his  pocket- 
borough  at  Loughton,  did  at  last  manage  to 
stand  on  his  legs  and  ojten  his  mouth.  If  we 
are  not  mistaken,  this  is  Mr.  Finn's  third  session 
in  Parliament,  and  hitherto  he  has  been  unable 
to  articulate  three  sentences,  though  he  has  on 
more  than  one  occasion  made  the  attemi)t.  For 
what  special  merit  this  young  man  has  been  se- 
lected for  aristocratic  patronage  we  do  not  know, 
but  that  there  must  be  some  merit  recognizable  by 
aristocratic  eyes,  we  surmise.  Three  years  ago 
he  was  a  raw  young  Irishman,  living  in  London 
as  Irishmen  only  know  how  to  live,  earning 
nothing,  and  apparently  without  means ;    and 


then  suddenly  he  burst  out  as  a  member  of  Par- 
liament and  as  the  friend  of  Cabinet  Ministers. 
The  possession  of  one  good  gift  must  be  acceded 
to  the  honorable  member  for  Loughton — he  is  a 
handsome  j'oung  man,  and  looks  to  be  as  strong 
as  a  coal-j)orter.  Can  it  be  tliat  his  promotion 
has  sprung  from  this  ?  Be  this  as  it  may,  we 
should  like  to  know  where  he  has  been  during 
his  late  mysterious  absence  from  Parliament, 
and  in  what  way  he  came  by  the  wound  in  his 
arm.  Even  handsome  young  members  of  Par- 
liament, feted  by  titled  ladies  and  their  rich 
lords,  are  amenable  to  the  laws — to  the  laws  of 
this  country,  and  to  the  laws  of  any  other  which 
it  may  suit  them  to  visit  for  awhile!" 

"Infamous  scoundrel!"  said  Phineas  to  him- 
self, as  he  read  this.  "Vile,  low,  disre])utable 
blackguard  !"  It  was  clear  enough,  however, 
that  Quintus  Slide  had  found  out  something  of 
his  secret.  If  so,  his  only  hope  would  rest  on 
the  fact  that  his  friends  were  not  likely  to  see 
the  columns  of  the  People's  Banner. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

LAI>T     LAUEA     IS     TOLD. 

By  the  time  that  ]\Ir.  Mildmay's  great  bill  was 
going  into  committee  Phineas  was  able  to  move 
about  London  in  comfort — with  his  arm,  however, 
still  in  a  sling.     There  had  been  nothing  more 
about  him  and  his  wound  in  the  Peojiles  Banner, 
and  he  was  beginning  to  hope  that  that  nuisance 
would  also  be  allowed  to  die  away.     He  had 
'  seen  Lady  Laura,  having  dined  in    Grosvenor 
i  Place,  where  he  had  been  petted  to  his  heart's 
content.     His  dinner  had  been  cut  uji  for  him, 
'•  and  his  wound  had  been  treated  with  the  tender- 
!  est  sympathy.     And,  singular  to   say,  no  ques- 
tions were  asked.     He  had  been  to   Kent  and 
had  come  by  an  accident.     No  more  than  that 
was  told,  and  his  dear  sympathizing  friends  were 
content  to  receive  so  much  information,  and  to 
ask  for  no  more.     But  he  had  not  as  yet  seen 
'  Violet  Effingham,  and  he  was  beginning  to  think 
'  that  this  romance  about  Violet  might  as  well  be 
brought  to  a  close.     He  had  not,  however,  as  yet 
been  able  to  go  into  crowded  rooms,  and  unless 
he  went  out  to  large  parties  he  could  not  be  sure 
that  he  would  meet  Miss  EtSngham. 

At  last  he  resolved  that  he  would  tell  Lady 
Laura  the  whole  truth — not  tlie  truth  about  the 
duel,  but  the  truth  about»Violet  Effingham — and 
ask  for  her  assistance.  When  making  this  res- 
olution, I  think  that  he  must  have  forgotten 
much  that  he  had  learned  of  his  friend's  char- 
acter ;  and  by  making  it,  I  think  that  he  showed 
also  that  he  had  not  learned  as  much  as  Ids  op- 
portunities might  have  taught  him.  He  knew 
Lady  Laura's  obstinacy  of  purpose,  he  knew  her 
devotion  to  her  brother,  and  he  knew  also  how 
desirous  she  had  been  that  her  brother  should 
win  Violet  Effingham  for  himself.  This  knowl- 
edge should,  I  think,  have  suthced  to  show  him 
how  improbable  it  was  that  Lady  Laura  should 
assist  him  in  his  enterprise.  But  beyond  all 
this  was  the  fact — a  fact  as  to  the  consecpiences 
of  which  Phineas  himself  was  entirely  blind, 
beautifully  ignorant — that  Lady  Laura  had  once 
condescended  to  love  himself.     Nay,  she  had 
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gone  farther  than  this,  and  had  ventured  to  tell 
him,  even  after  her  marriage,  that  the  remem- 
brance of  some  feeling  that  had  once  dwelt  in 
her  heart  in  regard  to  him  was  still  a  danger  to 
her.  She  had  warned  him  from  Loughlinter, 
and  then  had  received  him  in  London,  and  now 
he  selected  her  as  his  confidante  in  tliis  love  af- 
fair !  Had  he  not  been  beautifully  ignorant,  and 
most  modestly  blind,  he  would  surely  have  placed 
his  confidence  elsewhere. 

It  was  not  that  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  ever 
confessed  to  herself  tlie  existence  of  a  vicious 
passion.  She  had,  indeed,  learned  to  tell  her- 
self that  slie  could  not  love  her  husband  ;  and 
once,  in  the  excitement  of  such  silent  announce- 
ments to  herself,  she  had  asked  herself  whether 
her  heart  was  quite  a  blank,  and  had  answered 
herself  by  desiring  Phineas  Finn  to  absent  him- 
self from  Loughlinter.  During  all  the  subse- 
quent winter  she  had  scourged  herself  inwardly 
for  her  own  imprudence,  her  quite  unnecessary 
folly  in  so  doing,  \yhat !  could  not  she,  Laura 
Standish,  who  from  her  earliest  years  of  girlish 
womanhood  had  resolved  that  she  would  use  the 
world  as  men  use  it,  and  not  as  women  do — 
could  not  she  have  felt  the  slight  shock  of  a 
passing  tenderness  for  a  handsome  youth  with- 
out allowing  the  feeling  to  be  a  rock  before  her, 
big  enough  and  sharp  enough  for  the  destruc- 
tion of  her  entire  bark  ?  Could  not  she  com- 
mand, if  not  her  heart,  at  any  rate  her  mind,  so 
that  she  might  safely  assure  herself  that,  wlieth- 
er  this  man  or  any  man  was  here  or  there,  her 
course  would  be  unaltered  ?  What  though 
Phineas  Finn  had  been  in  the  same  house  with 
her  throughout  all  the  winter,  could  not  she  have 
so  lived  with  him  on  terms  of  friendship  that 
every  deed  and  word  and  look  of  her  friendship 
might  have  been  open  to  her  husband,  or  open 
to  all  the  world  ?  She  could  have  done  so. 
She  told  herself  tliat  that  was  not,  need  not  have 
been,  her  great  calamity.  Whether  she  could 
endure  the  dull,  monotonous  control  of  her  slow 
but  imperious  lord,  or  whether  she  must  not  rath- 
er tell  him  that  it  was  not  to  be  endured — that 
was  her  trouble.  So  she  told  herself,  and  again 
admitted  Phineas  to  her  intimacy  in  London. 
But,  nevertheless,  Phineas,  had  he  not  been  beau- 
tifully ignorant  and  most  blind  to  his  own 
achievements,  would  not  have  expected  from 
Lady  Laura  Kennedy  assistance  with  Miss  Vio- 
let Effingham. 

Phineas  knew  when  to  find  Lady  Laura  alone, 
and  he  came  upon  her  one  day  at  the  favorable 
hour.  The  two  first  clauses  of  the  bill  had  been 
passed  after  twenty  fights  and  endless  divisions. 
Two  points  had  been  settled,  as  to  which,  how- 
ever, Mr.  Gresham  had  been  driven  to  give  way 
so  far  and  to  yield  so  much  that  men  declared 
that  such  a  bill  as  the  Governmeiit  could  con- 
sent to  call  its  own  could  never  be  passed  by  that 
Parliament  in  that  session.  Immediately  on 
his  entrance  into  her  room  Lady  Laura  began 
about  the  third  clause.  Would  the  House  let 
Mr.  Gresham  have  his  way  about  the  — ?  Phin- 
eas stopped  her  at  once.  "  ]\Iy  dear  friend," 
he  said,  "  I  have  come  to  you  in  a  private  troub- 
le, and  I  want  you  to  drop  politics  for  half  an 
hour.     I  have  come  to  you  for  help." 

"  A  private  trouble,  Mr.  Finn !  Is  it  seri- 
ous?" 

"It  is  very  serious,  but  it  is  no  trouble  of  the 


kind  of  which  you  are  thinking.  But  it  is  seri- 
ous enough  to  take  up  every  thought." 

"Can  I  help  you  ?" 

"Indeed  you  can.  Whether  you  will  or  no 
is  a  dilferent  thing." 

"I  would  help  you  in  any  thing  in  my  power, 
Mr.  Finn.     Do  you  not  know^  it  ?" 

"  You  have  been  very  kind  to  me." 

"And  so  would  ilr.  Kennedy." 

"  Mr.  Kennedv  can  not  help  me  here." 

"What  is  it,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"  I  suppose  I  may  as  well  tell  you  at  once,  in 
plain  language.  I  do  not  know  how  to  put  my 
story  into  words  that  shall  fit  it.  I  love  Violet 
Effingham.  Will  you  help  me  to  win  her  to  be 
my  wife  ?" 

"You  love  Violet  Effingham!"  said  Lady 
Laura.  And  as  she  spoke  the  look  of  her  coun- 
tenance toward  him  was  so  changed  that  he  be- 
came at  once  aware  that  from  her  no  assistance 
might  be  expected.  His  eyes  were  not  opened 
in  any  degree  to  the  second  reason  above  given 
for  Lady  Laura's  opposition  to  his  wishes,  but  he 
instantly  perceived  that  she  would  still  cling  to 
that  destination  of  Violet's  hand  which  had  for 
years  past  been  the  fi^vorite  scheme  of  her  life. 
"Have  you  not  always  known,  Mr.  Finn,  what 
have  been  our  hopes  for  Violet  ?" 

Phineas,  though  he  had  perceived  his  mistake, 
felt  that  he  must  go  on  with  his  cause.  Lady 
Laura  must  know  his  wishes  sooner  or  later, 
and  it  was  as  well  that  she  should  learn  them  in 
this  way  as  in  any  other.  "Yes  ;  but  I  have 
known,  also,  from  your  brother's  own  lips — and 
indeed  from  yours  also.  Lady  Laura  —  tliat 
Chiltern  has  been  three  times  refused  by  ^liss 
Effingham." 

"What  does  that  matter?  Do  men  never 
ask  more  than  three  times  ?" 

"And  must  I  be  debarred  forever  while  he 
prosecutes  a  hopeless  suit  ?" 

"  Yes,  you  of  all  men." 

"Why  so.  Lady  Laura?" 

"Because  in  this  matter  you  have  been  his 
chosen  friend,  and  mine.  We  have  told  you 
^very  thing,  trusting  to  you.  We  have  believed 
in  your  honor.  We  have  thought  that  with  you, 
at  any  rate,  we  were  safe."  These  words  were 
very  bitter  to  Phineas,  and  yet  when  he  had 
written  his  letter  at  Loughton  he  had  intended 
to  be  so  perfectly  honest,  chivalrously  honest ! 
Now  Lady  Laura  spoke  to  him  and  looked  at 
him  as  though  he  had  been  most  basely  false, 
most  untrue  to  that  noble  friendship  which  had 
been  lavished  upon  him  by  all  her  family.  He 
felt  that  he  would  become  the  prey  of  her  most 
injurious  thoughts  unless  he  could  fully  exi)lain 
his  ideas,  and  he  felt,  also,  that  the  circum- 
stances did  not  admit  of  his  explaining  them. 
He  could  not  take  up  the  argument  on  Violet's 
side,  and  show  how  unfair  it  would  be  to  her 
that  she  should  be  debarred  from  the  homage 
due  to  her  by  any  man  wdio  really  loved  her,  be- 
cause Lord  Chiltern  chose  to  think  that  he  still 
had  a  claim,  or  at  any  rate  a  chance.  And 
Phineas  knew  well  of  himself — or  thought  that 
he  knew  well — that  he  would  not  have  interfered 
had  there,  been  any  chance  for  Lord  Chiltern. 
Lord  Chiltern  had  himself  told  him  more  than 
once  that  there  was  no  such  chance.  How  was 
he  to  explain  all  this  to  Lady  Laura?  "Mr. 
Finn,"  said  Lady  Laura,  "I  can  hardly  believe 
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this  of  you,  even  when  you  tell  it  me  your- 
self." 

"  Listen  to  me,  Lady  Laura,  for  a  moment." 

"Certainly,  I  will  listen.  But  that  you 
should  come  to  me  for  assistance  I  I  can  not 
nnderstand  it.  Men  sometimes  become  harder 
than  stones." 

"  I  do  not  think  that  I  am  hard."  Poor  blind 
fool!  He  was  still  thinking  only  of  Violet,  and 
of  the  accusation  made  against  him  that  he  was 
untrue  to  his  friendship  for  Lord  Chiltern.  Of 
that  other  accusation  which  could  not  be  ex- 
pressed in  open  words  he  understood  nothing — 
nothing  at  all  as  yet. 

"  Hard  and  false,  capable  of  receiving  no  im- 
pression Ijcyond  the  outside  husk  of  the  heart." 

"  Oh,  Lady  Laura,  do  not  say  that.  If  you 
could  only  know  how  true  I  am  in  my  affection 
for  you  all." 

"And  how  do  you  show  it?  By  coming  in 
between  Oswald  and  the  only  means  that  are 
open  to  us  of  reconciling  him  to  his  father — 
means  that  have  been  explained  to  you  exactly 
as  though  you  had  been  one  of  ourselves.  Os- 
wald has  treated  you  as  a  brother  in  the  matter, 
telling  you  every  thing,  and  this  is  the  way  you 
would  repay'him  for  his  confidence!" 

"Can  I  help  it,  that  I  have  learned  to  love 
this  girl  ?■' 

"  Yes,  sir,  you  can  help  it.  What  if  she  had 
been  Osw.ald's  wife — would  you  have  loved  her 
then  ?  Do  you  speak  of  loving  a  woman  as  if  it 
were  an  alfair  of  fate,  over  which  you  have  no 
Control?  I  doubt  whether  your  passions  are  so 
strong  as  that.  You  had  better  put  aside  your 
love  for  Miss  Effingham.  I  feel  assured  that  it 
will  never  hurt  you."  Then  some  remembrance 
of  what  had  passed  between  him  and  Lady 
Laura  Standish  near  the  falls  of  the  Linter,  when 
he  first  visited  Scotland,  camei  across  his  mind. 
"  Believe  me,"  she  said  with  a  smile,  "  this  little 
wound  in  your  heart  will  soon  be  cured." 

He  stood  silent  before  her,  looking  away  from 
her,  thinking  over  it  all.  He  certainly  had  be- 
lieved himself  to  be  violently  in  love  with  Lady 
Laura,  and  yet  when  he  had  just  now  entered 
her  drawing-room,  he  had  almost  forgotten  that 
there  had  been  such  a  passage  in  his  life.  And 
he  had  believed  tliat  she  had  forgotten  it,  even 
though  she  had  counseled  him  not  to  come  to 
Loughlinter  within  the  last  nine  months  !  He 
had  been  a  boy  tlien,  and  had  not  known  him- 
self; but  now  he  was  a  man,  and  was  proud  of 
the  intensity  of  his  love.  There  came  upon 
him  some  passing  tln'ob  of  pain  from  his  shoul- 
der, reminding  him  of  the  duel,  and  he  was 
proud  also  of  that.  He  had  been  willing  to 
risk  every  thing — life,  prospects,  and  position — 
sooner  than  abandon  the  slight  hope  which  was 
his  of  possessing  Violet  Effingham.  And  now 
he  was  told  that  this  wound  in  his  heart  would 
soon  be  cured,  and  was  told  so  by  a  woman  to 
whom  he  had  once  sung  a  song  of  another  pas- 
sion. It  is  very  hard  to  answer  a  woman  in  such 
circumstances,  because  her  womanhood  gives 
her  so  strong  a  ground  of  vantage !  Lady 
Laura  might  A-enture  to  throw  in  his  teeth  the 
fickleness  of  his  heart,  but  he  could  not  in  reply 
tell  her  that  to  cliange  a  love  was  better  than  to 
marry  without  love,  that  to  be  capable  of  such 
a  change  showed  no  such  inferiority  of  nature 
as  did  the  capacity  for  such  a  marriage.    She 


I  could  hit  him  with  her  argument ;  but  he  could 
only  remember  his,  and  think  how  violent  might 
be  the  blow  he  could  inflict,  if  it  were  not  that 
slie  were  a  woman,  and  therefore  guarded. 
"  You  will  not  help  me  then  ?"  he  said,  when 
they  had  both  been  silent  for  awhile. 

"  Hel))  you  ?     How  should  I  help  you?" 

"I  wanted  no  other  help  than  this — that  I 
might  have  had  an  ojiportunity  of  meeting  Vio- 
let here,  and  of  getting  from  her  some  answer." 

"  Has  the  question  then  never  been  asked  al- 
ready?" said  Lady  Laura.  To  this  Phineas 
made  no  immediate  reply.  There  was  no  rea- 
son why  he  should  show  his  whole  hand  to  an 
adversary.  "  Why  do  you  not  go  to  Lady 
Baldock's  house  ?"  continued  Lady  Laura. 
"  You  are  admitted  there.  You  know  Lady 
Baldock.  Go  and  ask  her  to  stand  your  friend 
with  her  niece.  See  what  she  will  say  to  you. 
As  far  as  I  understand  these  matters,  that  is 
the  fair,  honorable,  open  way  in  whicii  gentle- 
men are  wont  to  make  their  overtures." 

"I  would  make  mine  to  none  but  to  herself," 
said  Phineas. 

"Then  why  have  you  made  it  to  me,  sir?" 
demanded  Lady  Laura. 

"  I  have  come  to  you  as  I  would  to  my 
sister." 

"  Your  sister  ?  Psha !  I  am  not  your  sister, 
Mr.  Finn.  Nor,  were  I  so,  should  I  fail  to  re- 
member that  I  have  a  dearer  brother  to  whom 
my  faith  is  pledged.  Look  here.  Within  the 
last  three  weeks  Oswald  has  sacrificed  every 
thing  to  his  father,  because  he  was  determined 
that  Mr.  Kennedy  should  have  the  money  which 
he  thought  was  due  to  my  husband.  He  has 
enabled  my  f;ither  to  do  what  he  will  with  Sauls- 
by.  Papa  will  never  hurt  him  ;  I  know  that. 
Hard  as  papa  is  with  him,  he  will  never  hurt 
Oswald's  future  position.  Papa  is  too  proud  to 
do  that.  Violet  has  heard  what  Oswald  has 
done  ;  and  now  that  he  has  nothing  of  his  own 
to  offer  her  for  the  future  but  his  bare  title,  now 
that  he  has  given  papa  power  to  do  what  he 
will  with  the  property,  I  believe  that  she  would 
accept  him  instantly.     That  is  her  disposition." 

Phineas  again  paused  a  moment  before  he 
replied.     "  Let  him  try,"  he  said. 

"  He  is  away,  in  Brussels." 

"  Send  to  him,  and  bid  him  return.  I  will  be 
patient,  Ladv  Laura.  Let  him  come  and  tr}', 
and  I  will  bide  my  time.  I  confess  that  I  have 
no  right  to  interfere  with  him  if  there  be  a 
chance  for  him.  If  there  is  no  chance,  my 
right  is  as  good  as  that  of  any  other." 

There  was  something  in  this  which  made  Lady 
Laura  feel  that  she  could  not  maintain  her  hos- 
tility against  this  man  on  behalf  of  her  brother ; 
and  yet  she  could  not  force  herself  to  be  other 
than  hostile  to  him.  Her  heart  was  sore,  and  it 
was  he  that  had  made  it  sore.  She  had  lectured 
herself,  schooling  herself  with  mental  sackcloth 
and  ashes,  rebuking  herself  with  heaviest  censures 
from  day  to  day,  because  she  had  found  herself 
to  be  in  d.anger  of  regarding  this  man  with  a 
perilous  love;  and  she  had  been  constant  in  this 
work  of  penance  till  she  had  been  able  to  assure 
herself  that  the  sackcloth  and  ashes  had  done 
their  work,  and  that  the  danger  was  past.  "  I 
like  him  still  and  love  him  well,"  she  h.ad  said 
to  herself  with  something  almost  of  triumph, 
"  but  I  have  ceased  to  think  of  him  as  one  who 
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mignt  have  been  my  lover."  And  vet  she  was 
now  sick  and  sore,  almost  beside  herself  with  the 
agony  of  the  wound,  because  this  man  whom  she 
had  been  able  to  throw  aside  from  her  heart 
had  also  been  able  so  to  throw  her  aside.  And 
she  felt  herself  constrained  to  rebuke  hira  with 
what  bitterest  words  she  might  use.  She  had 
felt  it  easy  to  do  this  at  first,  on  her  brother's 
score.  She  had  accused  him  of  treachery  to 
his  friendship,  both  as  to  Oswald  and  as  to  her- 
self. On  that  she  could  say  cutting  words  with- 
out subjecting  herself  to  suspicion  even  from 
herself.  But  now  this  power  was  taken  away 
from  her,  and  still  she  wished  to  wound  him. 
She  desired  to  taunt  him  with  his  old  fickleness, 
and  yet  to  subject  herself  to  no  imputation. 
"  Your  right !'"  she  said.  "What  gives  you  any 
right  ia  the  matter  ?" 

"  Simply  the  right  of  a  fair  field,  and  no  fa- 
vor." 

"  And  yet  you  come  to  me  for  favor — to  me, 
because  I  am  her  friend.  You  can  not  win  her 
yourself,  and  think  I  may  help  you.  I  do  not 
believe  in  your  love  for  her.  There  !  If  there 
were  no  other  reason,  and  I  could  help  you,  I 
would  not,  because  I  think  your  heart  is  a  sham 
heart.     She  is  pretty,  and  has  money — "  ] 

*'  Lady  Laura  !"  I 

"She  is  pretty,  and  has  money,  and  is  the 
fashion.     I  do  not  wonder  that  you  should  wish 
to  have  her.     But,  Mr.  Finn,  I  "believe  that  Os-  | 
wald  really  loves  her — and  that  you  do  not.    His  | 
nature  is  deeper  than  yours." 

He  understood  it  all  now  as  he  listened  to  the 
tone  of  her  voice,  and  looked  into  the  lines  of  ! 
her  face.  There  was  written  there  plainly ; 
enough  that  spretce  vrjuria  forma;  of  which  she 
herself  was  conscious,  but  only  conscious.  Even 
his  eyes,  blind  as  he  had  been,  were  opened,  and 
he  knew  that  he  had  been  a  fool. 

"  I  am  sorry  that  I  came  to  you,"  he  said.      i 

"It  would  have  been  better  that  you  should 
not  have  done  so,"  she  replied.  j 

"  And  yet  perhaps  it  is  well  that  there  should 
be  no  misunderstanding  between  us." 

"  Of  course  I  must  tell  my  brother." 

He  paused  but  for  a  moment,  and  then  he  an-  ^ 
swered  her  with  a  sharp  voice,  "  He  has  been 
told." 

"  And  who  told  him  ?"  ' 

"I  did.     I  wrote  to  him  the  moment  that  I 
knew  my  own  mind.     I  owed  it  to  him  to  do  so.  [ 
But  my  letter  missed  him,  and  he  only  learned 
it  the  other  day." 

"Have  you  see  him  since?" 

"  Yes,  I  have  seen  him." 

"And  what  did  he  say?  How  did  he  take 
it  ?     Did  he  bear  it  from  you  quietly  ?"' 

"No,  indeed;"  and  Phineas  smiled  as  he 
spoke. 

"  Tell  me,  Mr.  Finn,  what  happened  ?  What 
is  to  be  done?" 

' '  Nothing  is  to  be  done.  Every  thing  has  been 
done.  I  may  as  well  tell  you  all.  I  am  sure 
that  for  the  sake  of  me,  as  well  as  of  your  broth- 
er, you  will  keep  our  secret.  He  required  that  I 
should  either  give  up  my  suit,  or  that  I  should — 
fight  him._  As  I  could  not  comply  with  the  one 
request,  I  found  myself  bound  to  comply  with 
the  other." 

"  And  there  has  been  a  duel?" 

"  Yes,  there  has  been  a  duel.     We  went  over 


to  Belgium,  and  it  was  soon  settled.    He  wound- 
ed me  here  in  the  arm." 

"  Suppose  you  had  killed  him,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 
"  That,  Lady  Laura,  would  have  been  a  mis- 
fortune so  terrible  that  I  was  bound  to  prevent 
it."  Then  he  paused  again,  regretting  what  he 
had  said.  "You  have  surprised  me,  Ladv 
Laura,  into  an  answer  that  I  should  not  have 
made.  I  may  be  sure,  may  I  not,  that  mv 
words  will  not  go  beyond  yourself?" 

"Yes,  you  may  be  sure  of  that."  This  she 
said  plaintively,  with  a  tone  of  voice  and  de- 
meanor of  body  altogether  different  from  that 
which  she  lately  bore.  Neither  of  them  knew 
what  was  taking  place  between  them  ;  but  she 
was,  in  truth,  gradually  submitting  herself  again 
to  this  man's  influence.  Though  she  rebuked 
him  at  every  turn  for  what  he  said,  for  what  he 
had  done,  for  what  he  proposed  to  do,  still  she 
could  not  teach  herself  to  despise  him,  or  even  to 
cease  to  love  him  for  any  part  of  it.  She  knew 
it  all  now,  except  that  word  or  two  which  had 
passed  between  Violet  and  Phineas  in  the  rides 
of  Saulsby  Park.  But  she  suspected  something 
even  of  that,  feeling  sure  that  the  only  matter 
on  which  Phineas  would  say  nothing  would  be 
that  of  his  own  success,  if  success  there  had  been. 
"  And  so  j-ou  and  Oswald  have  quarreled,  and 
there  has  been  a  duel.  That  is  why  you  were 
away  ?" 

"  That  is  why  I  was  away." 
"  How  wrong  of  you,  how  very  wrong  I     Had 
he  been — killed,  how  could  you  have  looked  us 
in  the  face  again  ?" 

"I  could  not  have  looked  you  in  the  face 
again." 

"  But  that  is  over  now.  And  were  you  friends 
afterward?" 

"No,  we  did  not  part  as  friends.  Having 
gone  there  to  fight  with  him — most  unwillingly — 
I  could  not  afterward  promise  him  that  I  would 
give  up  Miss  Effingham.  You  say  she  will  ac- 
cept him  now.  Let  him  come  and  try."  She 
had  nothing  farther  to  say,  no  other  argument 
to  use.  There  was  the  soreness  at  her  heart  still 
present  to  her,  making  her  wretched,  instigating 
her  to  hurt  him  if  she  knew  how  to  do  so,  in 
spite  of  her  regard  for  him.  But  she  felt  that 
she  was  weak  and  powerless.  She  had  shot  her 
arrows  at  him,  all  but  one — and  if  she  used  tliat, 
its  poisoned  point  would  wound  herself  far  more 
surely  than  it  would  touch  him.  "The  duel 
was  very  sillv,"  he  said.  "You  will  not  speak 
of  it." 

"No ;  certainly  not." 

"  I  am  glad  at  least  that  I  have  told  you  every 
thing." 

"  I  do  not  know  why  you  should  be  glad.  I 
can  not  help  you." 

"And  you  will  say  nothing  to  Violet?" 
"Every  thing  that  I  can  say  in  Oswald's  fa- 
vor. I  will  say  nothing  of  the  duel ;  but  beyond 
that  you  have  no  right  to  demand  my  secrecy 
with  her.  Yes ;  you  had  better  go,  Mr.  Finn, 
for  I  am  hardly  well.  And  remember  this — If 
you  can  forget  this  little  episode  about  Miss 
Efiingham,  so  will  I  forget  it  also,  and  so  will 
Oswald.  I  can  promise  for  him."  Then  she 
smiled  and  gave  him  her  hand,  and  he  went. 

She  rose  from  her  chair  as  he  left  the  room, 
and  waited  till  she  heard  the  sound  of  the  great 
door  closin:;  behind  him  before  she  again  sat 
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down.  Then,  when  he  was  gone,  when  she  was 
sure  that  lie  was  no  longer  there  with  her  in  the 
same  house,  she  laid  her  head  down  upon  the  arm 
of  the  sofa,  and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears.  She 
was  no  longer  angry  with  Phineas.  There  was 
no  farther  longing  in  her  heart  for  revenge. 
She  did  not  now  desire  to  injure  him,  thougli 
slie  had  done  so  as  long  as  he  was  with  her. 
Nay,  she  resolved  instantly,  almost  instinctively, 
tha"t  Lord  Brentford  must  know  nothing  of  all, 
this,  lest  the  political  prospects  of  the  young 
member  for  Loughton  should  be  injured.  To 
have  rebuked  him,  to  rebuke  liira  again  and 
again,  would  be  only  fair,  would  at  least  be 
womanly ;  but  she  would  protect  him  from  all 
material  injury  as  far  as  her  power  of  protec- 
tion might  avail.  And  why  was  she  weeping 
now  so  bitterly  ?  Of  course  she  asked  herself, 
as  she  rubbed  away  tlie  tears  with  her  hands, 
Why  should  she  weep?  She  was  not  weak 
enough  to  tell  herself  that  she  was  weeping  for 
any  injury  that  had  been  done  to  Oswald.  She 
got  up  suddenly  from  the  sofa,  and  pushed  away 
her  hair  from  her  face,  and  pushed  away  the 
tears  from  her  cheeks,  and  then  clenched  her 
fists  as  she  held  them  out  at  full  length  from  her 
body,  and  stood,  looking  up  with  her  eyes  fixed 
ixpon  the  wall.  "  Ass  I"  she  exclaimed.  "Fool! 
Idiot !  That  I  should  not  be  able  to  crush  it 
into  nothing  and  have  done  with  it !  Why 
should  he  not  have  her?  After  all,  he  is  better 
than  Oswald.  Oh,  is  tliat  you?"  Tiie  door  of 
the  room  had  been  opened  while  she  was  stand- 
ing thus,  and  her  husband  had  entered. 

"  Yes,  it  is  I.     Is  any  thing  wrong?" 

"  Very  much  is  wrong," 

"What  is  it,  Laura?" 

"  You  can  not  help  me." 

"If  you  are  in  trouble  you  should  tell  me 
what  it  is,  and  leave  it  to  me  to  try  to  help  you." 

"Nonsense!"  she  said,  sliaking  her  head. 

"  Laura,  that  is  uncourteous,  not  to  say  un- 
dutiful  also." 

"I  suppose  it  was — both.  I  beg  your  pardon, 
but  I  could  not  help  it." 

"  Laura,  you  should  help  such  words  to  me." 

"  There  are  moments,  Robert,  when  even  a 
married  woman  must  be  herself  rather  than  her 
husband's  wife.  It  is  so,  though  you  can  not 
understand  it." 

"  I  certainly  do  not  understand  it." 

"  You  can  not  make  a  woman  subject  to  you 
as  a  dog  is  so.  You  may  have  all  the  outside 
and  as  much  of  the  inside  as  you  can  master. 
With  a  dog  you  may  be  sure  of  both." 

"  I  suppose  this  means  that  you  have  secrets 
in  whicli  I  am  not  to  share." 

"  I  have  troubles  about  my  father  and  my 
brother  which  you  can  not  share.  My  brother 
is  a  ruined  man." 

"  Wlio  ruined  him?" 

"  I  will  not  talk  about  it  any  more.  I  will 
not  sjjcak  to  you  of  him  or  of  papa.  I  only  want 
you  to  understand  that  there  is  a  subject  which 
must  be  secret  to  myself,  and  on  which  I  may  be 
allowed  to  shed  tears,  if  I  am  so  weak.  I  "will 
not  trouble  you  on  a  matter  in  which  I  have  not 
your  symi)athy."  Then  she  left  him,  standing 
in  the  middle  of  the  room,  depressed  by  what 
had  occurred,  but  not  thinking  of  it  as  of  a 
trouble  which  would  do  more  than  make  him 
uncomfortable  for  that  day. 


CHAPTER  XL. 

MADAME    MAX    GOESLER. 

Day  after  day,  and  clause  after  clause,  the 
bill  was  fought  in  committee,  and  few  men  fought 
with  more  constancy  on  t.he  side  of  the  Ministers 
than  did  the  member  for  Loughton.  Troubled 
though  he  was  by  his  quarrel  with  Lord  Chiltern, 
by  his  love  for  Violet  Effingham,  by  the  silence 
of  his  friend  Lady  Laura — for  since  he  had  told 
her  of  the  duel  she  had  become  silent  to  him, 
never  writing  to  him,  and  hardly  speaking  to 
him  when  she  met  him  in  society — nevertheless 
Phineas  was  not  so  troubled  but  what  he  could 
work  at  his  vocation.  Now,  when  he  would  find 
himself  upon  his  legs  in  the  House,  he  would 
wonder  at  the  hesitation  which  had  lately  troub- 
led him  so  sorely.  He  would  sit  sometimes  and 
speculate  upon  that  dimness  of  eye,  upon  that 
tendency  of  things  to  go  round,  upon  that  obtru- 
sive palpitation  of  heart,  which  had  afflicted  him 
so  seriously  for  so  long  a  time.  The  House  now 
was  no  more  to  him  than  any  other  chamber, 
and  the  members  no  more  than  any  other  men. 
He  guarded  himself  from  orations,  speaking  al- 
ways very  shortly,  because  he  believed  that  policy 
and  good  judgment  required  that  he  should  be 
short.  But  words  were  very  easy  to  him,  and  he 
would  feel  as  thougli  he  could  talk  forever.  And 
then  quickly  came  to  him  a  reputation  for  prac- 
tical usefulness.  He  was  a  man  with  strong 
opinions,  who  could  yet  be  submissive.  And  no 
man  seemed  to  know  how  his  reputation  had 
come.  He  had  made  one  good  speech  after  two 
or  three  failures.  All  who  knew  him,  his  whole 
party,  had  been  aware  of  his  failure ;  and  his 
one  good  speech  had  been  regarded  by  many  as 
no  very  wonderful  effort.  But  he  was  a  man 
who  was  pleasant  to  other  men — not  combative, 
not  self-asserting  beyond  the  point  at  whicli  self- 
assertion  ceases  to  be  a  necessity  of  manliness. 
Nature  had  been  very  good  to  him,  making  him 
comely  inside  and  out,  and  with  this  comeliness 
he  had  crept  into  popularity. 

The  secret  of  the  duel  was,  I  think,  at  this 
time  known  to  a  great  many  men  and  women. 
So  Phineas  perceived  ;  but  it  was  not,  he  thought, 
known  either  to  Lord  Brentford  or  to  Violet 
Effingham.  And  in  this  he  was  right.  No 
rumor  of  it  had  yet  reached  the  ears  of  either  of 
these  persons ;  and  Humor,  though  she  flies  so 
fiist  and  so  far,  is  often  slow  in  reaching  those 
ears  which  would  be  most  interested  in  her  ti- 
dings. Some  dim  report  of  the  duel  reached  cA-en 
Mr.  Kennedy,  and  he  asked  his  wife.  "  Who 
told  you  ?"  said  she,  sharjily. 

"  Bonteen  told  me  that  it  was  certainly  so." 

"  ^Ir.  Bonteen  always  knows  more  than  any 
body  else  about  every  thing  except  his  own 
business." 

"  Then  it  is  not  true  ?" 

Lady  Laura  paused,  and  then  she  lied.  "Of 
course  it  is  not  true.  I  should  be  very  sorry  to 
ask  either  of  them,  but  to  me  it  seems  to  be  the 
most  improbable  thing  in  life."  Then  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy believed  that  there  had  been  no  duel.  In 
his  wife's  word  he  put  absolute  faith,  and  he 
thought  that  she  would  certainly  know  any  thing 
that  her  brother  had  done.  As  he  was  a  man 
given  to  but  little  discourse,  he  asked  no  farther 
questions  about  the  duel  cither  in  the  House  or 
at  the  clubs. 
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as  had  been  greatly  dismayed 
.  asked  him  questions  tending  to 

it  fi  some  explanation  of  the  mystery  ; 

%/fj  c  by  acgrees  he  became  used  to  it,  and  as  the 
3(^  .din^j  which  had  got  abroad  did  not  seem  to 
1  injure  him,  and  as  the  questionings  were  not 
pushed  very  closely,  he  became  indifferent. 
Tiiere  came  out  another  article  in  the  People's 
Banner  in  which  Lord  C — n  and  Mr.  P — s  E — n 
were  spoken  of  as  glaring  examples  of  that 
aristocratic  snobility — that  was  the  expressive 
word  coined,  evidently  with  great  delight,  for 
the  occasion — which  the  rotten  state  of  London 
society  in  high  quarters  now  produced.  Here 
was  a  young  lord,  infamously  notorious,  quaiTcl- 
ling  with  one  of  his  boon-companions  whom  he 
had  appointed  to  a  private  seat  in  the  House  of 
Commons, fightingduels,  breaking  thelaws,  scan- 
dalizing the  public — and  all  this  was  done  with- 
out punishment  to  the  guilty !  There  w^ere  old 
stories  afloat — so  said  the  article — of  what  in  a 
former  century  had  been  done  by  Lord  Mohuns 
and  Mr.  Bests ;  but  now,  in  186 — ,  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 
And  so  the  article  went  on.  Any  reader  may 
fill  in  without  difficulty  the  concluding  indig- 
nation and  virtuous  appeal  for  reform  in  social 
morals  as  well  as  Parliament.  But  Phineas  had 
so  far  progressed  that  he  had  almost  come  to 
like  this  kind  of  thing. 

Certainly  I  think  that  the  duel  did  him  no 
harm  in  society.  Otherwise  he  would  hardly 
have  been  asked  to  a  semi-political  dinner  at 
Lady  Glencora  Palliser's,  even  though  he  might 
have  been  invited  to  make  one  of  the  five  hun- 
dred guests  who  were  crowded  into  her  saloons 
and  staircases  after  the  dinner  was  over.  To  have 
been  one  of  the  five  hundred  was  nothing  ;  but 
to  be  one  of  the  sixteen  was  a  great  deal — was 
indeed  so  much  that  Phineas,  not  understand- 
ing as  yet  the  advantage  of  his  own  comeliness, 
was  at  a  loss  to  conceive  why  so  pleasant  an 
honor  was  conferred  upon  him.  There  was  no 
man  among  the  eight  men  at  the  dinner-party 
not  in  Parliament,  and  the  only  other  except 
Phineas  not  attached  to  the  Government  was 
Mr.  Palliser's  great  friend,  John  Grey,  the  mem- 
ber for  Silvcrbridge.  There  were  four  Cabinet 
Ministers  in  the  room — the  duke,  Lord  Cantrip, 
Mr.  Gresham,  and  the  owner  of  the  mansion. 
There  was  also  Barrington  Erie  and  young  Lord 
Fawn,  an  Under-Secretary  of  State.  But  the 
"wit  and  grace  of  the  ladies  present  lent  more  of 
character  to  the  party  than  even  the  position 
of  the  men.  Lady  Glencora  Palliser  herself 
was  a  host.  There  was  no  woman  then  in  Lon- 
don better  able  to  talk  to  a  dozen  people  on  a 
dozen  subjects  ;  and  then,  moreover,  she  was 
still  in  the  flush  of  her  beauty  and  the  bloom  of 
her  youth.  Lady  Laura  was  there — by  what 
means  divided  from  her  husband  Phineas  could 
not  imagine,  but  Lady  Glencora  was  good  at 
such  divisions.  Lady  Cantrip  had  been  allowed 
to  come  with  her  lord  ;  but,  as  was  well  under- 
stood. Lord  Cantrip  was  not  so  manifestly  a  hus- 
band as  was  Mr.  Kennedy.  There  are  men  who 
can  not  guard  themselves  from  the  assertion  of 
marital  rights  at  most  inappropriate  moments. 
Now  Lord  Cantrip  lived  with  his  wife  most 
happily  ;  yet  you  should  pass  hours  with  him 
and  her  together,  and  hardly  know  that  they 
knew  each  other.  One  of  the  duke's  daughters 
was  there,  but  not  the  duchess,  who  was  known 


to  be  heavy ;  and  there  was  the  beauteous  Mar- 
chioness of  Hartletop.  Violet  Effingham  was 
in  the  room  also — giving  Phineas  a  blow  at  the 
heart  as  he  saw  her  smile.  Might  it  be  that  he 
could  speak  a  word  to  her  on  this  occasion? 
Mr.  Grey  had  also  brought  his  wife — and  then 
there  was  Madame  Max  Goeslcr.  Phineas 
found  that  it  w'as  his  fortune  to  take  down  to 
dinner — not  Violet  EiBngham,  but  Madame 
Max  Goesler.  And,  when  he  was  placed  at 
dinner,  on  the  other  side  of  him  there  sat  Lady 
Hartletop,  who  addressed  the  few  words  which 
she  spoke  exclusively  Mr.  Palliser.  There  had 
been  in  former  days  matters  difficult  of  arrange- 
ment between  those  two  ;  but  I  think  that  those 
old  passages  had  now  been  forgotten  by  them 
both.  Phineas  was  therefore  driven  to  depend 
exclusively  on  Madame  Max  Goesler  for  conver- 
sation, and  he  found  that  he  was  not  called 
upon  to  cast  his  seed  into  barren  ground. 

Up  to  that  moment  he  had  never  heard  of 
Madame  Max  Goesler.  Lady  Glencora,  in  in- 
troducing them,  had  pronounced  the  lady's 
name  so  clearly  that  he  had  caught  it  with  ac- 
curacy, but  he  could  not  suimise  whence  she 
had  comC)  or  why  she  was  there.  She  was  a 
woman  probably  something  over  thirty  years  of 
age.  She  had  thick  black  hair,  vhich  she  wore 
in  curls — unlike  any  body  else  in  the  work! — in 
curls  which  hung  down  low  beneath  her  face,  cov- 
ering, and  perhaps  intended  to  cover,  a  certain 
thinness  in  her  cheeks  which  would  otherwise 
have  taken  something  from  the  chaim  of  her 
countenance.  Her  eyes  were  large,  of  a  dark 
blue  color,  and  very  bright,  and  she  used  them 
in  a  manner  which  is  as  yet  haidly  ccmmon 
with  Englishwomen.  She  seemed  to  intend  that 
you  should  know  that  she  employed  them  to 
conquer  you — looking  as  a  knight  may  have 
looked  in  olden  days  who  entered  a  chamber 
with  his  sword  drawn  from  the  scabbard  and  in 
his  hand.  Her  forehead  was  broad  and  some- 
what low.  Her  nose  was  not  classically  beauti- 
ful, being  broader  at  the  nostrils  than  beauty 
required,  and,  moreover,  not  perfectly  straight 
in  its  line.  Her  lij  s  were  thin.  Her  teeth, 
which  she  endeavored  to  show  as  little  as  possi- 
ble, were  perfect  in  form  and  color.  They  who 
criticised  her  severely  said,  however,  that  they 
were  too  large.  Her  chin  was  well  formed,  and 
divided  by  a  dimple  which  gave  to  her  face  a  soft- 
ness of  grace  which  would  otherwise  have  been 
much  missed.  But  perhaj)S  her  great  beauty 
was  in  the  brilliant  clearness  of  her  dark  com- 
plexion. You  might  almost  fancy  that  you  could 
see  into  it  so  as  to  read  the  different  lines  be- 
neath the  skin.  She  was  somewhat  tall,  though 
by  no  means  tall  to  a  fault,  and  was  so  thin  as  to 
be  almost  meagre  in  her  proportions.  She  always 
wore  her  dress  close  up  to  her  neck,  and  never 
showed  the  bareness  of  her  arms.  Though  she 
was  the  only  w^oman  so  clad  now  jiresent  in  the 
room,  this  singularity  did  not  specially  strike  one, 
because  in  other  respects  her  apparel  was  so 
rich  and  quaint  as  to  make  inattention  to  it  im- 
possible. The  observer  who  did  not  observe 
very  closely  would  perceive  that  Madame  Max 
Goesler's  dress  v/as  unlike  the  dress  of  other 
women,  but  seeing  that  it  was  unlike  in  make,  . 
unlike  in  color,  aiid  unlike  in  material,  the  ordi- 
nary observer  would  not  see  also  that  it  was  un- 
like in  form  for  any  other  purpose  than  that 
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of  maintaining  its  general  ])cculiavity  of  cliarac- 
ter.  In  color  she  was  abundant,  and  yet  the  fab- 
ric of  her  garment  was  always  black.  My  pen 
may  not  dare  to  describe  the  traceries  of  yellow 
and  ruby  silk  which  went  in  and  out  through  the 
black  lace,  across  her  bosom,  and  round  her 
neck,  and  over  her  shoulders,  and  along  her 
arms,  and  down  to  the  very  ground  at  her  feet, 
robbing  tho  black  stuff  of  all  its  sombre  solem- 
nity, and  producing  a  bright-ness  in  which  there 
was  nothing  gaudy.  She  wore  no  vestige  of 
crinoline,  and  hardly  any  thing  that  could  be 
called  a  train  ;  and  the  lace  sleeves  of  her  dress, 
with  their  bright  traceries  of  silk,  were  fitted 
close  to  her  arras ;  and  round  her  neck  she  wore 
the  smallest  possible  collar  of  lace,  above  wliich 
there  was  a  shoi't  chain  of  Roman  gold  with  a 
ruby  pendant ;  and  she  had  rubies  in  her  ears, 
and  a  ruby  brooch,  and  rubies  in  the  bracelets 
on  her  arms.  Such,  as  regarded  the  outward 
woman,  was  Madame  Max  Goesler  ;  and  Phin- 
cas,  as  he  took  his  ])lace  by  her  side,  thought 
tliat  fortune  for  the  nonce  had  done  well  with 
him — only  that  he  should  have  liked  it  so  much 
better  could  he  have  been  seated  next  to  Violet 
Effingliam ! 

I  have  said  that  in  the  matter  of  conversation 
his  morsel  of  seed  was  not  thrown  into  barren 
ground.  I  do  not  know  that  he  can  truly  be 
said  to  have  produced  even  a  morsel.  The 
subjects  were  all  mooted  by  the  lady,  and  so 
great  was  her  fertility  in  discoursing  that  all 
conversational  grasses  seemed  to  grow  with  her 
spontaneously.  "Mr.  Finn,"  she  said,  "what 
would  I  not  give  to  be  a  member  of  the  Britisli 
Parliament  at  such  a  moment  as  this  !" 

"  Whv  at  such  a  moment  as  this  particular- 
ly ?" 

"Because  there  is  something  to  be  done, 
which,  let  me  tell  you,  senator  though  you  are, 
is  not  always  the  case  with  you." 

"My  experience  is  short,  but  it  sometimes 
seems  to  me  that  there  is  too  much  to  be  done." 

"Too  much  of  nothingness,  Mr.  Finn.  Is 
not  tliat  the  case  ?  But  now  thei'C  is  a  real  fight 
in  the  lists.  The  one  great  drawback  to  the  life 
of  women  is  that  they  can  not  act  in  politics." 

"  And  which  side  would  you  take  ?" 

"  What,  here  in  England  ?"  said  Madame 
Max  Goesler — from  which  expression,  and  from 
one  or  two  others  of  a  similar  nature,  Thineas 
was  led  into  a  doubt  whether  the  lady  were  a 
country-womanof  hisor  not.  "Indeed,  it  is  hard 
to  say.  Politically  I  should  want  to  out-Turn- 
buU  Jlr.  TurnbuU,  to  vote  for  every  tiling  that 
could  be  voted  for — ballot,  manhood  suffrage, 
womanhood  suffrage,  nnlimited  right  of  striking, 
tenant  right,  education  of  every  body,  annual 
Parliaments,  and  the  abolition  of  at  least  the 
bench  of  bishops." 

''That  is  a  strong  programme,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"It  is  strong,  Mr.  Finn,  but  that's  what  I 
should  like.  I  think,  however,  that  I  sliould  be 
tempted  to  feel  a  dastard  security  in  the  convic- 
tion that  I  might  advocate  my  v.;ews  without 
any  danger  of  seeing  them  carried  out.  For, 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  I  don't  at  all  want  to  put 
down  ladies  and  gentlemen." 

"  You  think  that  they  woulfi  go  with  the 
bench  of  bishops  ?" 

"I  don't  want  any  thing  to  go — that  is,  as 


far  as  real  life  is  concerned.     !,,_  lear 

good  Bishop  of  Abingdon  is  tlu  nd  I 

have  in  the  world,  and  as  for  the  if  ?j'  _  Dor- 
chester, I'd  walk  from  here  to  there  to  hear  him 
preach.  And  I'd  sooner  hem  ajirons  for  them 
all  myself  than  that  tiiey  should  want  thos<r. 
pretty  decorations.  But  then,  Mr.  Finn,  there  is 
such  a  difference  between  life  and  theory — is 
there  not?" 

"And  it  is  so  comfortable  to  li.ive  theories 
that  one  is  not  bound  to  carry  out,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"Isn't  it?  Mr.  Palliscr,  do  you  live  up  to 
your  political  theories  ?"  At  this  moment  Mr. 
Palliser  was  sitting  perfectly  silent  between 
Lady  Hartletop  and  the  duke's  daughter,  and 
he  gave  a  little  spring  in  his  chair  as  this  sud- 
den address  was  made  to  him.  "Your  House 
of  Commons  theories,  I  mean,  Mr.  Palliser. 
]Mr.  Finn  is  saying  that  it  is  very  well  to  have 
far-advanced  ideas — it  does  not  matter  how  far 
advanced — because  one  is  never  called  upon  to 
act  upon  them  practically." 

"  That  is  a  dangerous  doctrine,  I  think,"  said 
Mr.  Palliser. 

"  But  pleasant — so  at  least  Mr.  Finn  says." 

"It  is  at  least  very  common,"  said  Phineas, 
not  caring  to  protect  himself  by  a  contradiction. 

"For  myself,"  said  Mr.  PalUser,  gravely,  "I 
think  I  may  say  that  I  always  am  really  anxious 
to  carry  into  practice  all  those  doctrines  of 
policy  which  I  advocate  in  theory." 

During  this  conversation  Lady  Hartletop  sat 
as  though  no  word  of  it  reached  her  ears.  She 
did  not  understand  Madame  IMax  Goesler,  and 
by  no  means  loved  her.  Mr.  Palliser,  when  he 
had  made  his  little  speech,  turned  to  the  duke's 
daughter  and  asked  some  question  about  the 
conservatories  at  Longroyston. 

"  I  have  called  forth  a  word  of  wisdom,"  said 
Madame  Max  Goesler,  almost  in  a  whisper. 

"  Yes,"  said  Phineas,  "  and  taught  a  Cabinet 
Minister  to  believe  that  I  am  a  most  unsound 
politician.  You  may  have  ruined  my  prospects 
for  life,  Madame  Max  Goesler." 

"  Let  me  hope  not.  As  far  as  I  can  under- 
stand the  way  of  things  in  your  Government, 
the  aspirants  to  office  succeed  chiefly  by  mak- 
ing themselves  uncommonly  unpleasant  to  those 
who  are  in  power.  If  a  man  can  hit  hard 
enough  he  is  sure  to  be  taken  into  the  elysium 
of  the  Treasury  Bench — not  that  he  may  hit 
others,  but  that  he  may  cease  to  hit  those  who 
are  there.  I  don't  think  men  are  chosen  be- 
cause they  are  useful." 

"You  are  very  severe  upon  us  all." 

"  Indeed,  as  far  as  I  can  see,  one  man  is  as 
useful  as  another.  But  to  put  aside  joking,  they 
tell  me  that  you  are  sure  to  become  a  minister." 

Phineas  fe'lt  that  he  blushed.  Could  it  be  that 
people  said  of  him  behind  his  back  that  he  was 
a  man  likely  to  rise  high  in  political  position? 
"Your  informants  are  very  kind,"  he  replied 
awkwardly,  "  but  I  do  not  know  who  they  are. 
I  shall  never  get  up  in  the  way  you  describe — 
that  is,  by  abusing  the  men  I  support." 

After  that  ^ladame  Max  Goesler  turned  round 
to  Mr.  Grey,  who  was  sitting  on  the  other  side  of 
her,  and  Phineas  was  left  for  a  moment  in  si- 
lence. He  tried  to  say  a  word  to  Lady  Hartle- 
top, but  Lady  Hartletop  only  bowed  her  head 
gracefully  in  recognition   of  the   truth  of  the 
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statement  he  made.     So  he  applied  himself  for  ' 
awhile  to  his  dinner. 

"What  do  you  think  of  Miss  Effingham?"  j 
said  Madame  Max  Goesler,  again  addressing  j 
him  suddenly.  | 

"  What  do  I  think  about  her?" 

"You  know  her,  I  suppose." 

"  Oh  yes,  I  know  her.  She  is  closely  connect- 
ed with  the  Kennedys,  who  are  friends  of  mine." 

"  So  I  have  heai-d.  They  tell  me  that  scores 
of  men  are  raving  about  her.  Are  you  one  of 
them?" 

"  Oh  yes  ;  I  don't  mind  being  one  of  sundry 
scores.  "There  is  nothing  particular  in  owning 
to  that." 

"  But  you  admire  her  ?" 

"Of  course  I  do," said  Phineas. 

"  Ah,  I  see  you  are  joking.  I  do  amazingly. 
They  say  women  never  do  admire  women,  but  I 
most  sincerely  do  admire  Miss  Effingham." 

"  Is  she  a  friend  of  yours  ?" 

"Oh  no;  I  must  not  dare  to  say  so  much  as 
that.  I  was  with  her  last  winter  for  a  week  at 
Matching,  and  of  course  I  meet  her  about  at 
people's  houses.  She  seems  to  me  to  be  the 
most  independent  girl  I  ever  knew  in  my  life. 
I  do  believe  that  nothing  would  make  her  mar- 
ry a  man  unless  she  loved  him  and  honored 
him,  and  I  think  it  is  so  very  seldom  that  you 
can  say  that  of  a  girl." 

"  I  believe  so  also,"  said  Phineas,  Then  he 
paused  a  moment  before  he  continued  to  speak. 
"I  can  not  say  th.at I  know  INIiss  Effingham  very 
intimately,  but  from  what  I  have  seen  of  her,  I 
should  think  it  very  probable  that  she  may  not 
marry  at  all." 

"Very  probably," ^id  Madame  Max  Goesler, 
who  then  again  turned  away  to  Mr.  Grey. 

Ten  minutes  after  this,  when  the  moment  was 
just  at  hand  in  which  the  ladies  were  to  retreat, 
Madame  Max  Goesler  again  addressed  Phineas, 
looking  very  full  into  his  face  as  she  did  so.  "  I 
wonder  whether  the  time  will  ever  come,  Mr. 
Finn,  in  which  you  will  give  me  an  account  of 
that  dav's  journey  to  Blaukenberg  ?" 

"  To'Blankenberg !" 

"  Yes,  to  Blankenberg.  I  am  not  asking  for 
it  now.  But  I  shall  look  for  it  some  day."  Then 
Lady  Glencora  rose  from  her  seat,  and  Madame 
Max  Goesler  went  out  with  the  others. 


CHAPTER  XLT. 

LORD   FAAVN. 

What  had  Madame  Max  Goesler  to  do  with 
his  journey  to  Blankenberg  ?  thought  Phineas, 
as  he  sat  for  awhile  in  silence  between  Mr.  Pal- 
liser  and  Mr.  Grey  ;  and  why  should  she,  who 
was  a  perfect  stranger  to  him,  have  dared  to  ask 
him  such  a  question  ?  But  as  the  conversation 
round  the  table,  after  the  ladies  had  gone,  soon 
drifted  into  politics  and  became  general,  Phineas, 
for  awhile,  forgot  Madame  Max  Goesler  and  the 
Blankenberg  journey,  and  listened  to  the  eager 
words  of  Cabinet  INIinisters,  now  and  again  ut- 
tering a  word  of  his  own,  and  showing  that  he, 
too,  was  as  eager  as  others.  But  the  session  in 
Mr.  Palliser's  dining-room  was  not  long,  and 
Phineas  soon  found  himself  making  his  way 
amid  a  throng  of  coming  guests  into  the  rooms 


above.  His  object  was  to  meet  Violet  Effing. 
ham,  but,  failing  that,  he  would  not  be  unwilling 
to  say  a  few  more  words  to  Madame  Max 
Goesler. 

He  first  encountered  Lady  Laura,  to  whom 
he  had  not  spoken  as  yet,  and,  finding  himself 
standing  close  to  her  for  awhile,  he  asked  her 
after  his  late  neighbor.  "  Do  tell  me  one  thing, 
Lady  Laura — who  is  Madame  Max  Goesler,  and 
why  have  I  never  met  her  before?" 

"That  will  be  two  things,  Mr.  Finn;  but  I 
will  answer  both  questions  as  well  as  I  can.  You 
have  not  met  her  before,  because  she  was  in 
Germany  last  spring  and  summer,  and  in  the 
year  before  that  you  were  not  about  so  much  as 
you  have  been  since.  Still  you  must  have  seen 
her,  I  think.  She  is  the  widow  of  an  Austrian 
banker,  and  has  lived  the  greater  part  of  her 
life  at  Vienna.  She  is  very  rich,  and  has  a 
small  house  in  Park  Lane,  where  she  receives 
people  so  exclusively  that  it  has  come  to  be 
thought  an  honor  to  be  invited  by  Madame  ]\Iax 
Goesler.  Her  enemies  say  that  her  father  was  a 
German  Jew,  living  in  England,  in  the  employ- 
ment of  the  Viennese  bankers,  and  they  say  also 
that  she  has  been  married  a  second  time  to  an 
Austrian  count,  to  whom  she  allows  ever  so 
much  a  year  to  stay  away  from  her.  But  of  all 
this  nobody,  I  fancy,  knows  any  thing.  What 
they  do  know  is  that  Madame  Max  Goesler 
spends  seven  or  eight  thousand  a  year,  and  that 
she  will  give  no  man  an  opportunity  of  even 
asking  her  to  marry  him.  People  used  to  be  shy 
of  her,  but  she  goes  almost  everywhere  now." 
"  She  has  not  been  at  Portman  Square?" 
"  Oh  no ;  but  then  Lady  Glencora  is  so  much 
more  advanced  than  we  are  !  After  all,  we  are 
but  humdrum  people,  as  the  world  goes  now." 

Then  Phineas  began  to  roam  about  the  rooms, 
striving  to  find  an  opportunity  of  engrossing  five 
minutes  of  Miss  Effingham's  attention.  During 
the  time  that  Lady  Laura  was  giving  him  the 
history  of  Madame  Max  Goesler  his  eyes  had 
wandered  round,  and  he  had  perceived  that 
Violet  was  standing  in  the  farther  corner  of  a 
large  lobby  on  to  which  the  stairs  opened,  so 
situated,  indeed,  that  she  could  hardly  escape, 
because  of  the  increasing  crowd,  but  on  that  very 
account  almost  impossible  to  be  reached.  He 
could  see,  also,  that  she  was  talking  to  Lord 
Fawn,  an  unmarried  peer  of  something  over 
thirty  years  of  age,  with  an  unrivalled  pair  of 
whiskers,  a  small  estate,  and  a  rising  political 
reputation.  Lord  Fawn  had  been  talking  to 
Violet  through  the  whole  dinner,  and  Phineas 
was  beginning  to  think  that  he  should  like  to 
make  another  journey  to  Blankenberg,  with  the 
object  of  meeting  his  lordship  on  the  sands. 
When  Lady  Laura  had  done  speaking,  his  eyes 
were  turned  through  a  large  open  door-way 
toward  the  spot  on  which  his  idol  was  standing. 
"It  is  of  no  use,  my  friend,"  she  said,  touching 
his  arm.  "  I  wish  I  could  make  you  know  that 
it  is  of  no  use,  because  then  I  think  you  would 
be  happier."  To  this  Phineas  made  no  answer, 
but  went  and  roamed  about  the  rooms.  Why 
should  it  be  of  no  use  ?  Would  Violet  Effing- 
ham marry  any  man  merely  because  he  was  a 
lord? 

Some  half-hour  after  this  he  had  succeeded  in 
m.aking  his  way  up  to  the  place  in  which  Violet 
was  still  standing,  with  Lord  Fawn  beside  her.   "I 
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have  been  making  such  a  struggle  to  get  to  you," 
he  said. 

"And  now  you  are  here,  you  will  have  to 
stay,  for  it  is  impossible  to  get  out,"  she  answer- 
ed. "Lord  Fawn  has  made  the  attempt  half 
a  dozen  times,  but  has  failed  grievously." 

"I  have  been  quite  contented,"  said  Lord 
Fawn — "more  than  contented." 

Phineas  felt  that  he  ought  to  give  some  special 
reason  to  Miss  Effingham  to  account  for  his  ef- 
forts to  reach  her,  but  yet  he  had  nothing  special 
to  say.  Had  Lord  Fawn  not  been  there,  he 
would  immediately  have  told  her  that  he  was 
waiting  for  an  answer  to  the  question  he  had 
asked  her  in  Saulsby  Park,  but  he  could  hardly 
do  this  in  presence  of  the  noble  Under-Secretary 
of  State.  She  received  him  with  her  pleasant 
genial  smile,  looking  exactly  as  she  had  looked 
wlien  he  had  parted  from  her  on  the  morning 
after  their  ride.  She  did  not  show  any  sign  of 
anger,  or  even  of  indifterence,  at  his  approach. 
But  still  it  was  almost  necessary  that  he  should 
account  for  his  search  of  her.  "  I  have  so  long- 
ed to  hear  from  yoa  how  you  got  on  at  Lough- 
linter,"  he  said. 

"  Yes — yes  ;  and  I  will  tell  you  something  of 
it  some  day,  perhaps.  Why  do  you  not  come  to 
Lady  Baldock's?" 

"  I  did  not  even  know  that  Lady  Baldock  was 
in  town." 

"  You  ought  to  have  known.  Of  course  she 
is  in  town.  Where  did  yoa  suppose  I  was  liv- 
ing ?  Lord  Fawn  was  there  yesterday,  and  can 
tell  you  that  my  aunt  is  quite  blooming." 

"Lady  Baldock  is  blooming,"  said  Lord 
Fawn  ;  "  certainly  blooming — tliat  is,  if  ever- 
greens may  be  said  to  bloom." 

"Evergreens  do  bloom,  as  well  as  spring 
plants,  Lord  Fawn.  You  come  and  see  her, 
Mr.  Finn  ;  only  you  must  bring  a  little  money 
with  you  for  the  Female  Protestant  Unmarried 
Women's  Emigration  Society.  That  is  my 
aunt's  present  hobby,  as  Lord  Fawn  knows  to 
his  cost." 

"I  wish  I  may  never  spend  half  a  sovereign 
worse." 

"But  it  is  a  perilous  affair  for  me,  as  my 
aunt  wants  me  to  go  out  as  a  sort  of  leading 
Protestant  unmarried  female  emigrant  pioneer 
myself." 

"You  don't  mean  that,"  said  Lord  Fawn, 
with  much  anxiety. 

"Of  course  you'll  go,"  said  Phineas.  "1 
should,  if  I  were  you." 

"I  am  in  doubt,"  said  Violet. 

"  It  is  such  a  grand  prospect,"  said  he.  "Such 
an  opening  in  life.  So  much  excitement,  you 
know  ;  and  such  a  useful  career." 

"As  if  there  were  not  plenty  of  opening  here 
for  Miss  Effingham,"  said  Lord  Fawn,  "and 
plenty  of  excitement." 

"  ])oyou  think  tliere  is?"  said  Violet.  "You 
are  much  more  civil  than  Mr.  Finn,  I  must  say." 
Then  Phineas  began  to  hope  tliat  he  need  not  be 
afraid  of  Lord  Fawn.  "  What  a  happy  man 
you  were  at  dinner  !"  continued  Violet,  address- 
ing herself  to  Phineas. 

"I  tliought  Lord  Fawn  was  the  happy  man." 

"You  had  Madame  Max  Goesler  all  to  your- 
self for  nearly  two  hours,  and  I  suppose  there 
was  not  a  creature  in  the  room  who  did  not  envy 
you.     I  don't  doubt  that  ever  so  much  interest 


was  made  with  Lady  Glcncora  as  to  faking 
Madame  IVIax  down  to  dinner.  Lord  Fawn,  I 
know,  intrigued." 

"  Miss  Effingham,  really  I  must  —  contradict 
you." 

"And  Barrington  Erie  begged  for  it  as  a  par- 
ticular favor.  The  duke,  with  a  sigh,  owned 
that  it  was  impossible,  because  of  his  cumbrous 
rank ;  and  Mr.  Gresham,  when  it  was  offered  to 
him,  declared  that  he  was  fatigued  with  the  busi- 
ness of  the  House,  and  not  up  to  the  occasion. 
How  much  did  she  say  to  you  ;  and  what  did 
she  talk  about?" 

"The  ballot  chiefly — that,  and  manhood  suf- 
frage." 

"Ah!  she  said  something  more  than  that,  I 
am  sure.  Madame  Max  Goesler  never  lets  any 
man  go  without  entrancing  him.  If  you  have 
any  thing  near  your  heart,  Mr.  Finn,  Madame 
Max  Goesler  touched  it,  I  am  sure."  Now 
Phineas  had  two  things  near  his  heart,  political 
promotion  and  Violet  Effingham,  and  Madame 
Max  Goesler  had  managed  to  touch  them  both. 
She  had  asked  him  respecting  his  journey  to 
Blankenberg,  and  had  touched  him  very  nearly 
in  reference  to  Miss  Effingham.  "  You  know 
Madame  Max  Goesler,  of  course?"  said  Violet 
to  Lord  Fawn. 

"Qh  yes,  I  know  the  lady;  that  is,  as  well 
as  other  people  do.  No  one,  I  take  it,  knows 
much  of  her ;  and  it  seems  to  me  that  the  world 
is  becoming  tired  of  her.  A  mystery  is  good  for 
nothing  if  it  remains  always  a  mystery." 

"And  it  is  good  for  nothing  at  all  when  it  is 
found  out,"  said  Violet. 

"And  therefore  it  is  that  Madame  JMax  Goes- 
ler is  a  bore,"  said  Lord  Kawn. 

"You  did  not  find  her  a  bore?"  said  Violet. 
Then  Phineas,  choosing  to  oppose  Lord  Fawn 
as  well  as  he  could  on  that  matter,  as  on  every 
other,  declared  that  he  had  found  Madame  Max 
Goesler  most  delightful.  "And  beautiful,  is 
she  not?"  said  Violet. 

"  Beautiful  I"  exclaimed  Lord  Fawn. 
"  I  think  her  very  beautiful,"  said  Phineas. 
"  So  do  I,"  said  Violet.     "  And  she  is  a  dear 
ally  of  mine.     We  were  a  week  together  last 
winter,  and  swore  an  undying  friendship.     She 
told  me  ever  so  much  about  JMr.  Goesler." 

"  But  she  told  you  nothing  of  her  second  hus- 
band ?"  said  Lord  Fawn. 

"  Now  that  you  have  run  into  scandal,  I  shall 
have  done,"  said  Violet. 

Half  an  hour  after  this,  when  Phineas  was 
preparing  to  fight  his  way  out  of  the  house,  he 
was  again  close  to  Madame  Max  Goesler.  He 
had  not  found  a  single  moment  in  wliich  to  ask 
Violet  for  an  answer  to  his  old  question,  and 
was  retiring  from  the  field  discomfited,  but  not 
dispirited.  Lord  Fawn,  he  thouglit,  was  not  a 
serious  obstacle  in  his  way.  Lady  Laura  had 
told  him  that  there  was  no  hope  for  him  ;  but 
tlien  Lady  Laura's  mind  on  that  subjefit  was,  he 
tliought,  jn-cjudiced.  Violet  Effingham  certain- 
ly knew  what  were  his  wishes,  and  knowing 
tliem,  smiled  on  liim  and  was  gracious  to  him. 
Would  she  do  so  if  his  pretensions  were  thor- 
oughly objectionable  to  her  ? 

"  I  saw  that  you  were  successful  this  evening," 
said  Madame  Max  Goesler  to  him. 
"  I  was  not  aware  of  any  success." 
"I  call  it  great  success  to  be  able  to  make 
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your  way  where  you  will  through  such  a  crowd 
as  there  "is  here.  '  You  seem  to  me  to  be  so  stout 
a  cavah'er  that  I  shall  ask  you  to  find  my  servant, 
and  bid  him  get  my  carriage.  Will  you  mind  ?" 
Phineas,  of  course,  declared  that  he  would  be 
delighted.  "  He  is  a  German,  and  not  in  livery. 
But  if  somebody  will  call  out,  he  will  hear.  He 
is  verv  sharp,  and  much  more  attentive  than 
Your  English  footmen.  An  Englishman  hardly 
ever  makes  a  good  servant." 

"  Is  that  a  compliment  to  us  Britons  ?" 

"No,  certainly  not.  If  a  man  is  a  servant, 
he  should  be  clever  enough  to  be  a  good  one." 
Phineas  had  now  given  the  order  for  the  car- 
riage, and,  having  returned,  was  standing  with 
Madame  Max  Goesler  in  the  cloak-room.  "After 
all,  we  are  surely  the  most  awkward  people  in 
the  world,"  she  said.  "  You  know  Lord  Fawn, 
who  was  talking  to  Miss  Effingham  just  now. 
You  should  have  heard  him  trying  to  pay  me  a 
compliment  before  dinner.  It  was  like  a  don- 
key walking  a  minuet,  and  yet  they  say  he  is  a 
clever  man  and  can  make  speeches."  Could  it 
be  possible  that  IMadanie  Max  Goesler's  ears 
were  so  sharp  that  she  had  heard  the  things 
which  Loi'd  Fawn  had  said  of  her  ? 

"  He  is  a  well-informed  man,"  said  Phineas. 

"For  a  lord,  you  mean,"  said  Madame  Max 
Goesler.  "But  he  is  an  oaf,  is  he  not?  And 
yet  they  say  he  is  to  marry  that  girl." 

"  I  do  not  think  he  will,"  said  Phineas,  stoutl)-. 

"  I  hope  not,  with  all  my  heart ;  and  I  hope 
that  somebody  else  may,  unless  somebody  else 
should  change  his  mind.  Thank  you  ;  I  am  so 
much  obliged  to  you.  jNIind  you  come  and  call 
on  me — 193  Park  Lane.  I  dare  say  you  know 
the  little  cottage."  Then  he  put  Madame  Max 
Goesler  into  her  carriage,  and  walked  away  to 
his  club. 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

L.iDY    BALDOCK    DOES    NOT    SEXD    A    CAED    TO 
PHINEAS  FINN. 

Lady  Baldock's  house  in  Berkeley  Square 
was  very  stately — a  large  house  with  five  front 
windows  in  a  row,  and  a  big  door,  and  a  huge 
square  hall,  and  a  fat  porter  in  a  round-topped 
chair — but  it  was  dingy  and  dull,  and  could  not 
have  been  painted  for  the  last  ten  years,  or  fur- 
nished for  the  last  twenty.  Nevertheless,  Lady 
Baldock  had  "evenings,"  and  people  went  to 
them,  though  not  such  a  crowd  of  people  as 
would  go  to  the  evenings  of  Lady  Glencora. 
Now  Mr.  Phineas  Finn  had  not  been  asked  to 
the  evenings  of  Lady  Baldock  for  the  present 
season,  and  the  reason  was  after  this  wise. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Finn  ,"  Lady  Baldock  had  said  to 
her  daughter,  who,  early  in  the  spring,  was  pre- 
paring the  cards.  "  You  may  send  one  to  Mr. 
Finn,  certainly." 

"I  don't  know  that  he  is  very  nice," said  Au- 
gusta Boreham,  whose  eyes  at  Saulsby  had  been 
sharper  perhaps  than  her  mother's,  and  who  had 
her  suspicions. 

But  Lady  Baldock  did  not  like  interference 
from  her  daughter.  "  ]\Ir.  Finn,  certainly,"  she 
continued.  "  They  tell  me  that  he  is  a  very  ris- 
ing young  man,  and  he  sits  for  Lord  Brentford's 
borough.     Of  course  he  is  a  Radical,  but  we  can 


not  help  that.  All  the  rising  young  men  are 
Radicals  now.  I  thought  him  very  civil  at 
Saulsby." 

"  But,  mamma — " 

"Well!" 

"Don't  you  think  that  he  is  a  lltile  free  with 
Violet?" 

"  What  on  earth  do  you  mean,  Augusta  ?" 

"Have  vou  not  fancied  that  he  is — fond  of 
her?" 

"Good  gracious,  no!" 

"  I  think  he  is.  And  I  have  sometimes  fan- 
cied that  she  is  fond  of  him,  too." 

"  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it,  Augusta,  not  a. 
word.  I  should  have  seen  it  if  it  was  so.  I  am 
veiy  sharp  in  seeing  such  things.  They  never 
escape  me.  Even  Violet  would  not  be  such  a 
fool  as  that.  Send  him  a  card,  and  if  he  comes 
I  shall  soon  see."  Miss  Boreham  quite  under- 
stood her  mother,  though  she  could  never  master 
her,  and  the  card  was  prepared.  Miss  Boreham 
could  never  master  her  mother  by  her  own  ef- 
forts ;  but  it  was,  I  think,  by  a  little  intrigue  on 
her  part  that  Lady  Baldock  was  mastered,  and, 
indeed,  altogether  cowed,  in  reference  to  our 
hero,  and  that  this  victory  was  gained  on  that 
very  afternoon  in  time  to  prevent  the  sending  of 
the  card. 

When  the  mother  and  daughter  were  at  tea, 
before  dinner,  Lord  Baldock  came  into  the  room, 
and,  after  having  been  patted  and  petted  and 
praised  by  his  mother,  he  took  up  all  the  cards 
out  of  a  china  bowl  and  ran  his  eyes  over  them. 
"  Lord  Fawn  !"  he  said  ;  "the  greatest  ass  in  all 
London.  Lady  Hartletop  !  you  know  she  won't 
come." — "I  don't  see  why  she  shouldn't  come," 
said  Lady  Baldock;  "a  mere  countrv'  clergy- 
man's daughter!" — "Julius  Cfesar  Conway  ;  a 
great  friend  of  mine,  and  therefore  he  always 
blackballs  my  other  friends  at  the  club.  Lord 
Chiltern  ;  I  thought  you  were  at  daggers  drawn 
with  Chiltern." — "They  say  he  is  going  to  be 
reconciled  to  his  father,  Gustavus,  and  I  do  it  for 
Lord  Brentford's  sake.  And  he  won't  come,  so 
it  does  not  signify.  And  I  do  believe  that  Vio- 
let has  really  refused  him." — "You  are  quite 
right  about  his  not  coming,"  said  Lord  Baldock, 
continuing  to  read  the  cards ;  "  Chiltern  certain- 
ly won't  come.  Count  Sparrowsky;  I  wonder 
what  you  know  about  Sparrowsky  that  you 
should  ask  him  here." — "He  is  asked  about, 
Gustavus;  he  is  indeed,"  pleaded  Lady  Bal- 
dock.— "I  believe  that  Sparrowsky  is  a  penni- 
less adventurer.  Mr.  Monk ;  well,  he  is  a  Cab- 
inet INIinister.  Sir  GregoiT  Greeswing :  you 
mix  your  people  nicely  at  any  rate.  Sir  Grego- 
ry Greeswing  is  the  most  old-fashioned  Tory  in 
England." — "  Of  course  we  are  not  political. 
Gustavus." — "Phineas  Finn.  They  come  al- 
ternately, one  and  one." 

"Mr." Finn  is  asked  everywhere,  Gustavus." 

"  I  don't  doubt  it.  They  say  he  is  a  ver}- 
good  sort  of  fellow.  They  say  also  that  Violet 
has  found  that  out  as  well  as  other  people." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Gustavus?" 

"I  mean  that  every  body  is  saying  that  this 
Phineas  Finn  is  going  to  set  himself  up  in  the 
world  by  marrying  your  niece.  He  is  quite 
;  ricrht  to  try  it  on,  if  he  has  a  chance." 
I  ""  I  don't  think  he  would  be  right  at  all,"  said 
'  Lady  Baldock,  with  much  energy.  "  I  think  he 
!  would  be  wrong,  shamefully  wrong.     They  say 
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lie's  the  son  of  an  Irish  doctor,  and  that  he  hasn't 
a  shilling  in  the  world." 

"  That  is  just  why  he  would  be  right.  What 
is  such  a  man  to  do,  but  to  marry  money  ?  lie's 
a  deuced  good-looking  fellow,  too,  and  will  be 
sure  to  do  it." 

"  He  should  work  for  his  money  in  the  city, 
then,  or  somewhere  there.  But  I  don't  believe 
it,  Gustavus  ;  I  don't  indeed." 

"  Very  well.  I  only  tell  you  what  I  hear. 
The  fact  is  that  ho  and  Chiltern  have  already 
quarreled  about  her.  If  I  were  to  tell  you  that 
they  have  been  over  to  Holland  together  and 
fought  a  duel  about  her,  you  wouldn't  believe 
that." 

"  Fought  a  duel  about  Violet !  People  don't 
fight  duels  now,  and  I  should  not  believe  it." 

"Very  well.  Then  send  your  card  to  Mr. 
Finn."  And,  so  sajing.  Lord  Baldock  left  the 
room. 

Lady  Baldock  sat  in  silence  for  some  time 
toasting  her  toes  at  the  fire,  and  Augusta  Bore- 
ham  sat  by,  waiting  for  orders.  She  felt  pretty 
nearly  sure  that  new  orders  would  be  given  if 
she  did  not  herself  interfere.  "You  had  better 
put  by  tliat  card  for  the  present,  my  dear,"  said 
Lady  Baldock  at  last.  "I  will  make  inquiries. 
I  don't  believe  a  word  of  what  Gustavus  has  said. 
I  don't  think  that  even  Violet  is  such  a  fool  as 
that.  But  if  rash  and  ill-natured  people  have 
spoken  of  it,  it  may  be  as  well  to  be  careful." 

"It  is  always  well  to  be  careful ;  is  it  not, 
mamma  ?" 

"Not  but  what  I  think  it  very  improper  that 
these  things  should  be  said  about  a  young  wom- 
an ;  and  as  for  the  story  of  the  duel,  I  don't  be- 
lieve a  word  of  it.  It  is  absurd.  I  dare  say  that 
Gustavus  invented  it  at  the  moment,  just  to 
amuse  himself." 

The  card  of  course  was  not  sent,  and  Lady 
Baldock  at  any  rate  put  so  much  faith  in  her 
son's  story  as  to  make  her  feel  it  to  be  her  duty 
to  interrogate  her  niece  on  the  subject.  Lady 
Baldock  at  this  period  of  her  life  was  certainly 
not  free  from  fear  of  Violet  Eflingham.  In  the 
numerous  encounters  which  took  place  between 
them,  the  aunt  seldom  gained  that  amount  of 
victory  which  would  have  completely  satisfied 
her  spirit.  She  longed  to  be  dominant  over  her 
niece  as  she  was  dominant  over  her  daughter ; 
and  when  she  found  that  she  missed  such  suprem- 
acy, she  longed  to  tell  Violet  to  depart  from  out 
her  borders,  and  be  no  longer  niece  of  hers.  But 
had  she  ever  done  so,  Violet  would  have  gone  at 
the  instant,  and  then  terrible  things  would  have 
followed.  There  is  a  satisfaction  in  turning  out 
of  doors  a  nephew  or  niece  who  is  pecuniarily 
dependent,  but  when  the  youthful  relative  is  rich- 
ly endowed,  the  satisfaction  is  much  diminish- 
ed. It  is  the  duty  of  a  guardian,  no  doubt,  to 
look  after  the  ward  ;  but  if  this  can  not  be  done, 
the  ward's  money  should  at  least  be  held  with 
as  close  a  fist  as  possible.  But  Lady  Baldock, 
though  she  know  that  she  would  be  sorely 
wounded,  poked  about  on  her  old  body  with  the 
sharp  lances  of  disobedience,  and  struck  with  the 
cruel  swords  of  satire,  if  she  took  upon  herself 
to  scold  or  even  to  question  Violet,  nevertheless 
would  not  abandon  the  ]iloasure  of  lecturing  and 
teaching.  "It  is  my  duty,"  she  would  say  to 
herself,  "and  though  it  be  taken  in  a  bad  spirit, 
I  will  always  perform  my  duty."     So  she  per- 


formed her  duty,  and  asked  Violet  Effingham 
some  few  questions  respecting  Phineas  Finn. 
"  My  dear,"  she  said,  "  do  you  remember  meet- 
ing a  Mr.  Finn  at  Saulsby  ?" 

"A  Mr.  Finn,  aunt !  Why,  he  is  a  particular 
friend  of  mine.  Of  course  I  do,  and  he  was  at 
Saulsby.  I  have  met  him  more  than  once. 
Don't  you  remember  that  Ave  were  riding  about 
together  ?" 

"I  remember  that  he  was  there,  certainly; 
but  I  did  not  know  that  he  was  a  special — 
friend. " 

"Most  especial,  aunt.  A  I,  I  may  say  — 
among  young  men,  I  mean." 

Lady  Baldock  was  certainly'  the  most  indis- 
creet of  old  women  in  such  a  matter  as  this,  and 
Violet  the  most  provoking  of  young  ladies. 
Lady  Baldock,  believing  that  there  was  some- 
thing to  fear — as,  indeed,  there  was,  much  to  fear 
— should  have  been  content  to  destroy  the  card, 
and  to  keep  the  young  lady  away  from  the  young 
gentleman,  if  such  keeping  away  was  possible  to 
her.  But  Miss  Effingham  was  certainl}'  very 
wrong  to  speak  of  any  young  man  as  being  A  1. 
Fond  as  I  am  of  IMiss  Effingham,  I  can  not  jus- 
tify her,  and  must  acknowledge  that  she  used 
the  most  offensive  phrase  she  could  find,  on  pur- 
pose to  annoy  her  aunt. 

"  Violet,"  said  Lady  Baldock,  bridling  up,  "  I 
never  heard  such  a  word  before  from  the  lips 
of  a  young  lady." 

"  Not  as  A  1  ?  I  thought  it  simply  meant  very 
good." 

"  A  1  is  a  nobleman,"  said  Lady  Baldock. 

"  No,  aunt,  A  1  is  a  ship,  a  ship  that  is  very 
good,"  said  Violet. 

'•  And  do  you  mean  to  say  that  Mr.  Finn  is — 
is — is — very  good  ?" 

"  Yes,  indeed.  You  ask  Lord  Brentford,  and 
Mr.  Kennedy.  You  know  he  saved  poor  Mr. 
Kennedy  from  being  throttled  in  the  streets." 

"  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  A  police- 
man might  have  done  that." 

"Then  he  would  have  been  A  1  of  policemen, 
though  A  1  docs  not  mean  a  policeman." 

"He  would  have  done  his  dutj-,  and  so  per- 
haps did  Mr.  Finn." 

"Of  course  he  did,  aunt.  It  couldn't  have 
been  his  duty  to  stand  by  and  see  Mr.  Kennedy 
throttled.  And  he  nearly  killed  one  of  the  men, 
and  took  the  other  prisoner  with  his  own  hands. 
And  he  made  a  beautiful  speech  the  other  day. 
I  read  every  word  of  it.  I  am  so  glad  he's  a 
Liberal.  I  do  like  young  men  to  be  Liberals." 
Now  Lord  Baldock  was  a  Tory,  as  had  been  all 
the  Lord  Baldocks  since  the  first  who  had  been 
bought  over  from  the  Whigs  in  the  time  of 
George  HI.  at  the  cost  of  a  barony. 

"  You  have  nothing  to  do  with  politics,  Vio- 
let." 

"  Why  shouldn't  I  have  something  to  do  with 
politics,  aunt?" 

"  And  I  must  tell  you  that  your  name  is  being 
very  unjileasantly  mentioned  in  connection  with 
that  of  this  young  man  because  of  your  indis- 
cretion." 

"What  indiscretion?"  Violet,  as  she  made 
her  demand  for  a  more  direct  accusation,  stood 
(juitc  upright  before  her  aunt,  looking  the  old 
woman  full  in  the  face,  almost  with  her  arms 
akimbo. 

"  Calling  him  A  1,  Violet." 
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"  People  have  been  talking  about  me  and  Mr. 
Finn,  because  I  just  now,  at  this  very  moment, 
called  him  A  1  to  you !  If  you  want  to  scold 
me  about  any  thing,  aunt,  do  find  out  something 
less  ridiculous  than  that." 

"It  was  most  improper  language,  and  if  you 
used  it  to  me,  I  am  sure  you  would  to  others." 

"  To  what  others  ?" 

"  To  Mr.  Finn — and  those  sort  of  people." 

"  Call  Mr.  Finn  Alto  his  face  !  Well,  upon 
my  honor  I  don't  know  why  I  should  not.  Lord 
Chiltern  says  he  rides  beautifully,  and  if  we 
were  talking  about  riding  I  might  do  so." 

"You  have  no  business  to  talk  to  Lord  Chil- 
tern about  Mr.  Finn  at  all." 

"  Have  I  not  ?  I  thought  that  perhaps  the 
one  sin  might  palliate  the  other.  You  know, 
aunt,  no  young  lady,  let  her  be  ever  so  ill-dis- 
posed, can  marry  two  objectionable  young  men 
— at  the  same  time." 

"I  said  nothing  about  your  marrying  Blr. 
Finn.' 

"Then,  aunt,  what  did  you  mean?" 

"I  meant  that  you  should  not  allow  yourself 
to  be  talked  of  witli  an  adventurer,  a  young  man 
without  a  shilling,  a  person  who  has  come  from 
nobody  knows  where  in  the  bogs  of  Ireland." 

"  But  you  used  to  ask  him  hei'e." 

"Yes,  as  long  as  he  knew  his  place.  But  I 
shall  not  do  so  again  ;  and  I  must  beg  you  to  be 
circumspect." 

"  My  dear  aunt,  we  may  as  well  understand 
each  other.  I  will  not  be  circumspect,  as  you 
call  it ;  and  if  Mr.  Finn  asked  me  to  marry  him 
to-morrow,  and  if  I  liked  him  well  enough,  I 
would  take  him,  even  though  he  had  been  dug 
right  out  of  a  bog.  Not  only  because  I  liked 
him,  mind !  If  I  were  unfortunate  enough  to 
like  a  man  who  was  nothing,  I  would  refuse  him 
in  spite  of  my  liking,  because  he  was  nothing. 
But  this  young  man  is  not  nothing.  Mr.  Finn 
is  a  fine  fellow,  and  if  there  were  no  other  reason 
to  prevent  my  marrying  him  than  his  being  the 
son  of  a  doctor,  and  coming  out  of  the  bogs, 
that  would  not  do  so.  Now  I  have  made  a  clean 
breast  to  you  as  regards  Mr.  Finn  ;  and  if  you 
do  not  like  what  I've  said,  aunt,  j'ou  must  ac- 
knowledge that  you  have  brought  it  on  your- 
self." 

Lady  Baldock  was  left  for  a  time  speechless. 
But  no  card  was  sent  to  Phineas  Finn. 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 


PROMOTION. 


Phineas  got  no  card  from  Lady  Baldock,  but 
one  morning  he  received  a  note  from  Lord  Brent- 
ford which  was  of  more  importance  to  him  than 
any  card  could  have  been.  At  this  time,  bit  by 
bit,  the  Reform  Bill  of  the  day  had  nearly  made 
its  way  through  the  committee,  but  had  been  so 
mutilated  as  to  be  almost  impossible  of  recogni- 
tion by  its  progenitors.  And  there  was  still  a 
clause  or  two  as  to  the  re-arrangement  of  seats, 
respecting  which  it  was  known  that  there  would 
be  a  combat — probably  combats — carried  on  aft- 
er the  internecine  fashion.  There  was  a  certain 
clipping  of  counties  to  be  done,  as  to  which  it 
was  said  that  Mr.  Daubeny  had  declared  that  he 
would  not  yield  till  he  was  made  to  do  so  by  the 
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brute  force  of  majorities ;  and  there  was  anoth- 
er clause  for  the  drafting  of  certain  superfluous 
members  from  little  boroughs,  and  bestowing 
them  on  populous  towns  at  which  they  were 
much  wanted,  respecting  which  Mr.  Turnbull 
had  proclaimed  that  the  clause  as  it  now  stood 
was  a  faineant  clause,  capable  of  doing,  and  in- 
tended to  do,  no  good  in  the  proper  direction  ;  a 
clause  put  into  the  bill  to  gull  ignorant  folk  who 
had  not  eyes  enough  to  recognize  the  fact  that  it 
was  faine'ant ;  a  make-believe  clause — so  said 
Mr.  Turnbull — to  be  detested  on  that  account 
by  every  true  reformer ;  worse  than  the  old  Phi- 
listine bonds  and  Tory  figments  of  representa- 
tion, as  to  which  there  was  at  least  no  hypocrit- 
ical pretense  of  popular  fitness.  Mr.  Turnbull 
had  been  very  loud  and  very  angry, — had  talked 
much  of  demonstrations  among  the  people,  and 
had  almost  threatened  the  House.  The  House 
in  its  present  mood  did  not  fear  any  demonstra- 
tions, but  it  did  fear  that  Mr.  Turnbull  might 
help  Mr.  Daubeny,  and  that  Mr.  Daubeny  might 
help  Mr.  Turnbull.  It  was  now  May,  the  mid- 
dle of  May,  and  IMinisters,  who  had  been  at 
work  on  their  Reform  Bill  ever  since  the  begin- 
ning of  the  session,  were  becoming  weary  of  it. 
And  then,  should  these  odious  clauses  escape  the 
threatened  Turnbull -Daubeny  alliance  —  then 
there  was  the  House  of  Lords  !  "  What  a  pity 
we  can't  pass  our  bills  at  the  Treasury,  and  have 
done  with  them  !"  said  Laurence  Fitzgibbon. 
"Yes,  indeed,"  replied  Mr.  Ratler.  "For  my- 
self, I  was  never  so  tired  of  a  session  in  my  life. 
I  wouldn't  go  through  it  again  to  be  made — no, 
not  to  be  made  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer." 

Lord  Brentford's  note  to  Phineas  Finn  was  as 
follows : — 

"  House  of  Lords,  16th  May,  18G — 

"  Mr  DEAR  ]\Ir.  Finn  : — You  are  no  doubt 
aware  that  Lord  Bosanquet's  death  has  taken 
Mr.  Mottram  into  the  Upper  House,  and  that  as 
he  was  Under  Secretary  for  the  Colonies,  and  as 
the  Under  Secretary  must  be  in  the  Lower  House, 
the  vacancy  must  be  filled  up."  The  heart  of 
Phineas  Finn  at  this  moment  was  almost  in  his 
mouth.  Not  only  to  be  selected  for  political  em- 
ployment, but  to  be  selected  at  once  for  an  office 
so  singularly  desirable !  Under  Secretaries,  he 
fancied,  were  paid  two  thousand  a  year.  What 
would  Mr.  Low  say  now  ?  But  his  great  triumph 
soon  received  a  check.  "Mr.  Mildraay  ha& 
spoken  to  me  on  the  subject,"  continued  the  letter, 
"  and  informs  me  that  he  has  off'ered  the  place  at 
the  colonies  to  his  old  supporter  Mr.  Laurence 
Fitzgibbon."  Laurence  Fitzgibbon !  "lam  in- 
clined to  think  that  he  could  not  have  done  bet- 
ter, as  Mr.  Fitzgibbon  has  shown  great  zeal  for 
his  part}'.  This  will  vacate  the  Irish  seat  at  the 
Treasury  Board,  and  I  am  commissioned  by  Mr. 
Mildmay  to  offer  it  to  you.  Perhaps  you  Mill 
do  me  the  pleasure  of  calling  on  me  to-morrow 
between  the  hours  of  eleven  and  twelve.  Yours 
very  sincerely,  Brentford.  " 

Phineas  was  himself  sui-prised  to  find  that  his 
first  feeling  on  reading  this  letter  was  one  of 
dissatisfaction.  Here  were  his  golden  hopes 
about  to  be  realized — hopes  as  to  the  realization 
of  which  he  had  been  quite  despondent  twelve 
months  ago — and  yet  he  was  uncomfortable  be- 
cause he  was  to  be  postponed  to  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon.    Had  the  new  Under  Secretary  been  a 
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man  whom  he  had  not  known,  wliom  he  had 
not  learned  to  look  down  n])on  as  inferior  to  liim- 
self,  he  would  not  have  minded  it — would  have 
heen  full  of  joy  at  the  promotion  proposed  for 
himself.  But  Laurence  Fitz;2;ibbon  was  sueh  a 
poor  creature,  that  the  idea  of  fillin<f  a  ])lace 
from  which  Laurence  had  risen  was  distasteful 
to  him.  "  It  seems  to  be  all  a  matter  of  favor 
and  convenience,"  he  said  to  himself,  "without 
any  reference  to  the  service."  His  triumph 
would  haye  been  so  comjilete  had  Mr.  Mildmay 
allowed  him  tt)  go  into  the  higher  place  at  one 
leap.  Other  men  who  had  made  themselves 
useful  had  done  so.  In  the  first  hour  after  re- 
ceiving Lord  Brentford's  letter,  the  idea  of  be- 
coming a  Lord  of  the  Treasury  was  almost  dis- 
pleasing to  him.  He  had  an  idea  that  junior 
lordships  of  the  Treasury  were  generally  bestow- 
ed on  young  members  whom  it  was  convenient 
to  secure,  but  who  were  not  good  at  doing  any 
thing.  There  was  a  moment  in  wliich  he 
thought  that  he  would  refuse  to  be  made  a  jun- 
ior lord. 

But  during  the  night  cooler  reflections  told 
him  that  he  had  been  very  wrong.  He  had 
taken  up  politics  with  the  exjM'ess  desire  of  get- 
ting his  foot  upon  a  rung  of  the  ladder  of  pro- 
motion, and  now,  in  his  third  session,  he  was 
about  to  be  successful.  Even  as  a  junior  lord  he 
would  have  a  thousand  a  year;  and  how  long 
miglit  he  have  sat  in  chambers,  and  liave  wan- 
dered about  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  have  loitered  in 
the  courts  striving  to  look  as  though  he  had 
business,  before  he  would  have  earned  a  thousand 
a  year!  Even  as  a  junior  lord  he  could  make 
himself  useful,  and  when  once  he  should  be 
known  to  be  a  good  working  man,  promotion 
would  come  to  him.  No  ladder  can  be  mount- 
ed without  labor;  but  this  ladder  was  now  open 
above  his  head,  and  he  already  had  his  foot 
upon  it. 

At  half-past  eleven  he  was  with  Lord  Brent- 
ford, who  received  him  with  the  blandest  smile 
and  a  pressure  of  the  hand  which  was  quite  cor- 
dial. "My  dear  Finn,"  he  said,  "  this  gives  me 
the  most  sincere  pleasure,  the  greatest  pleasure 
in  the  world.  Our  connection  together  at  Lough- 
ton  of  course  makes  it  doubly  agreeable  to  me." 

"  I  can  not  be  too  grateful  to  you.  Lord  Brent- 
ford." 

"No,  no  ;  no,  no.  It  is  all  your  own  doing. 
When  Mr.  Mildmay  asked  me  whether  I  did 
not  think  you  the  most  promising  of  the  young 
members  on  our  side  in  your  House,  I  certainly 
did  say  that  I  quite  concurred.  But  I  should 
be  taking  too  much  on  myself,  I  should  be  act- 
ing dishonestly,  if  I  were  to  allow  you  to  imag- 
ine that  it  was  my  proposition.  Had  he  asked 
me  to  recommend,  1  should  have  named  you  ; 
that  I  say  frankly.  But  he  did  not.  He  did 
not.  Mr.  Mildmay  named  you  himself.  '  Do 
you  think,'  he  said,  '  that  your  friend  Finn  would 
join  us  at  the  Treasury?'  1  told  him  that  I  did 
think  so.  'And  do  you  not  tliink,'  said  he, 
'  that  it  would  be  a  useful  appointment  ?'  Tiien 
I  ventured  to  say  that  I  had  no  doubt  whatever 
on  that  jjoint ;  that  I  knew  you  well  enough  to 
feel  confident  that  you  would  lend  a  strength  to 
the  Liberal  Government.  Then  there  were  a 
few  words  said  about  your  seat,  and  I  was  com- 
missioned to  write  to  you.     That  was  all." 

Phineas  was  grateful,  but  not  too  grateful,  and 


bore  himself  very  well  in  the  interview.  lie 
explained  to  Lord  Brentford  that  of  course  it 
was  his  object  to  serve  the  country — and  to  be 
paid  for  his  services — and  that  he  consiilered 
himself  to  be  very  fortunate  to  be  selected  so 
early  in  his  career  for  parliamentary  i)lace.  He 
would  endeavor  to  do  his  duty,  and  coiild  safely 
say  of  himself  that  he  did  not  wish  to  eat  the 
bread  of  idleness.  As  he  made  tliis  assertion, 
he  thought  of  Laurence  Fitzgibboii.  Laurence 
Fitzgibbon  had  eaten  tlie  bread  of  idleness,  and 
yet  he  was  promoted.  But  Phineas  said  noth- 
ing to  Lord  Brentford  about  his  idle  friend. 
When  he  had  made  his  little  speech  he  asked  a 
question  about  the  borough. 

"I  have  already  ventured  to  write  a  letter  to 
my  agent  at  Loughton,  telling  him  that  you 
have  accepted  office,  and  that  you  will  be  sliort- 
ly  there  again.  He  will  see  Shortribs  and  ar- 
range it.  But  if  I  were  you  I  should  write  to 
Shortribs  and  to  Grating,  after  I  had  seen  Mr. 
Mildmay.  Of  course  you  will  not  mention  my 
name."  And  the  earl  looked  very  grave  as  he 
uttered  this  caution. 

"  Of  course  I  will  not,"  said  Phineas. 

"  I  do  not  think  you'll  find  any  diificulty  about 
the  seat,"  said  the  peer.  '"There  never  has 
been  any  difficulty  at  Loughton  yet.  I  must 
say  that  for  them.  And  if  we  can  scrape 
tin-ough  with  Clause  72  Vve  shall  be  all  riglit — 
shall  we  not  ?"  This  was  the  clause  as  to  which 
so  violent  an  opposition  was  cx])ccted  from  Mr. 
Turnbull,  a  clause  as  to  which  Phineas  himself 
had  felt  that  he  would  hardly  know  how  to  sup- 
port the  Government,  in  the  event  of  the  com- 
mittee being  pressed  to  a  division  u])on  it. 
Could  he,  an  ardent  reformer,  a  reformer  at 
heart — could  he  say  that  such  a  borough  as 
Loughton  should  be  spared ;  that  tlie  arrange- 
ment by  which  Shortribs  and  Grating  had  sent 
him  to  Parliament,  in  obedience  to  Lord  Brent- 
ford's Orders,  was  in  due  accord  with  the  theory 
of  a  representative  legislature  ?  In  what  respect 
had  Gatton  and  old  Sarum  been  worse  than 
Loughton  ?  Was  he  not  himself  false  to  his 
principle  in  sitting  for  sucli  a  borough  as  Lough- 
ton ?  He  had  spoken  to  Mr.  Monk,  and  Mr. 
Monk  had  told  him  tliat  Rome  was  not  built  in 
a  day,  and  had  told  him  also  that  good  things 
were  most  valued  and  were  most  valuable  when 
they  came  by  installments.  But  then  Mr.  INIonk 
himself  enjojed  the  satisfaction  of  sitting  for  a 
popular  constituency.  He  was  not  personally 
pricked  in  the  conscience  by  his  own  parliament- 
ary position.  Now,  however — now  that  Phineas 
had  consented  to  join  the  Government,  any  such 
considerations  as  these  must  be  laid  aside.  He 
could  no  longer  be  a  free  agent,  or  even  a  free 
thinker.  He  had  been  quite  aware  of  this,  and 
had  taught  himself  to  understand  that  members 
of  Parliament  in  the  direct  service  of  the  Gov- 
ernment were  absolved  from  the  necessity  of 
free-tliinkiiig. :  Individual  free-thinking  was  in- 
comi)atible  with  the  position  of  a  member  of  the 
Government,  and  unless  such  abnegation  we're 
practiced,  no  government  would  be  possible.  It 
was  of  course  a  man's  duty  to  bind  himself  to- 
gether witli  no  other  men  but  those  with  whom, 
on  matters  of  general  jiolicy,  he  could  agree 
heartily ;  but  having  found  that  he  could  so  agree, 
he  knew  that  it  would  be  his  duty  as  a  subaltern 
to  vote  as  he  was  directed.    It  would  trouble  his 
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conscience  less  to  Fit  for  Loughton  and  vote  for 
an  objectionable  clause  as  a  member  of  the  Gov- 
ernment, than  it  would  have  done  to  give  such 
a  vote  as  an  independent  member.  In  so  re- 
solving, he  thought  that  he  was  simply  acting  in 
accordance  with  the  acknowledged  rules  of  par- 
liamentary government.  And  therefore,  when 
Lord  Brentford  spoke  of  Clause  72.  he  could 
answer  pleasantly,  "I  think  we  shall  carry  it; 
and,  you  see,  in  getting  it  through  committee,  if 
we  can  carry  it  by  one,  that  is  as  good  as  a  hun- 
dred. That's  the  comfort  of  close  fighting  in 
committee.  In  the  open  house  we  are  almost  as 
much  beaten  by  a  narrow  majority  as  by  a  vote 
against  us." 

"Just  so;  just  so,"  said  Lord  Brentford,  de-^ 
lighted  to  see  that  his  young  pupil — as  he  re- 
garded him — understood  so  well  the  system  of 
parliamentary  management.  "By  the  bye, 
Finn,  have  you  seen  Chiltern  lately?" 

"  Not  quite  lately,"  said  Phineas,  blushing  up 
to  his  eyes. 

"  Or  heard  from  him  ?" 

"No;  nor  heard  from  him.  When  last  I 
heard  of  him  he  was  in  Brussels." 

"Ah,  yes;  he  is  somewhere  on  the  Rhine 
now.  I  thought  that  as  you  were  so  intimate, 
perhaps  you  corresponded  with  him.  Have  you 
heard  that  we  have  arranged  about  Lady  Lau- 
ra's money  ?" 

"I  have  heard.     Lady  Laura  has  told  me." 

"I  wish  he  would  return,"  said  Lord  Brent- 
ford sadly,  almost  solemnly.  "As  that  great 
difficulty  is  over,  I  would  receive  him  willingly, 
and  make  my  house  pleasant  to  him,  if  I  can  do 
so.  I  am  most  anxious  that  he  should  settle, 
and  marry.  Could  you  not  write  to  him?" 
Phineas,  not  daring  to  tell  Lord  Brentford  that 
he  had  quarreled  with  Lord  Chiltern,  feeling  that 
if  he  did  so  every  thing  would  go  wrong,  said 
that  he  would  write  to  Lord  Chiltern. 

As  he  went  away  he  felt  that  he  was  bound  to 
get  an  answer  from  Violet  Effingham.  If  it 
should  be  necessary,  he  was  willing  to  break 
with  Lord  Brentford  on  that  matter,  even  though 
such  breaking  should  lose  him  his  borough  and 
his  place,  but  not  on  any  other  matter. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 

PHINEAS  ASD  HIS  FRIENDS. 

Our  hero's  friends  were,  I  think,  almost  more 
elated  by  our  hero's  promotion  than  was  our 
hero  himself.  He  never  told  himself  that  it  was 
a  great  thing  to  be  a  junior  lord  of  the  Treasury, 
though  he  acknowledged  to  himself  that  to  have 
made  a  successful  beginning  was  a  very  great 
thing.  But  his  friends  were  loud  in  their  con- 
gratulations, or  condolements,  as  the  case  might 
be. 

He  had  his  interview  with  Mr.  IMildmay,  and, 
after  that,  one  of  his  first  steps  was  to  inform 
Mrs.  Bunce  that  he  must  change  his  lodgings. 
"The  truth  is,  Mrs.  Bunce,  not  that  I  want  any 
thing  better ;  but  that  a  better  position  will  be 
advantageous  to  me,  and  that  I  can  afford  to  pay 
for  it."  Mrs.  Bunce  acknowledged  the  truth  of 
the  argument,  with  her  apron  up  to  her  eyes. 
"  I've  got  to  be  so  fond  of  looking  after  you, 
Mr.  Finn!     I  have  indeed,"  said  Mrs.  Bunce. 


[  "  It  is  not  just  what  you  pays  like,  because  an- 
other party  will  pay  as  much.  But  we've  got 
so  used  to  you,  ]\Ir.  Finn — haven't  we  ?"  I\Irs. 
Bunce  was  probably  not  aware  herself  that  the 
comeliness  of  her  lodger  had  pleased  her  femi- 
nine eye,  and  touched  her  feminine  heart.  Had 
any  body  said  that  Mrs.  Bunce  was  in  love  with 
Phineas,  the  scandal  would  have  been  mon- 
strous. And  yet  it  was  so,  after  a  fashion.  And 
Bunce  knew  it,  after  his  fashion.  "Don't  be 
such  an  old  fool,"  he  said,  "crying  after  him  be- 
cause he's  six  foot  high."  "  I  ain't  crying  after 
him  because  he's  six  foot  high, "  whined  the  poor 
woman  ;  "  but  one  does  like  old  faces  better 
than  new,  and  a  gentleman  about  one's  jilace  is 
pleasant."  "  Gentleman  be  d — d,"  said  Bunce. 
But  his  anger  was  excited,  not  by  his  wife's  love 
for  Phineas,  but  by  the  use  of  an  objectionable 
word. 

Bunce  himself  had  been  on  very  friendly 
terms  with  Phineas,  and  they  two  had  had  many 
discussions  on  matters  of  politics,  Bunce  taking 
up  the  cudgels  always  for  Mr.  Turnbull,  and 
generally  slipping  away  gradually  into  some  ac- 
count of  his  own  martyrdom.  For  he  had  been 
a  martyr,  having  failed  in  obtaining  any  redress 
against  the  policeman  who  had  imprisoned  him 
so  wrongfully.  The  People's  Banner  had  fought 
for  him  manfully,  and  therefore  there  was  a  lit- 
tle disagreement  between  him  and  Phineas  on 
the  subject  of  that  great  org^in  of  public  opin- 
ion. And  as  Mr.  Bunce  thought  that  his  lodger 
was  very  wrong  to  sit  for  Lord  Brentford's  bor- 
ough, subjects  were  sometimes  touched  which 
were  a  little  galling  to  Phineas. 

Touching  this  promotion,  Bunce  had  nothing 
but  condolement  to  ofl-er  to  the  new  junior  lord. 
"Oh  yes,"  said  he,  in  answer  to  an  argument 
from  Phineas,  "I  suppose  there  must  be  lords, 
as  you  call  'em  ;  though  for  the  matter  of  that 
I  can't  see  as  they  is  of  any  mortal  use." 

"Wouldn't  you  have  the  Government  carried 
on?" 

"  Government !  Well ;  I  suppose  there  must 
be  government.  But  the  less  of  it  the  better. 
I'm  not  against  government; — nor  yet  against 
laws,  Mr.  Finn ;  though  the  less  of  them,  too, 
the  better.  But  what  does  these  lords  do  in  the 
Government  ?  Lords  indeed  !  I'll  tell  you 
what  they  do,  Mr.  Finn.  They  wotes ;  that's 
what  they  do !  They  wotes  hard ;  black  or 
white,  white  or  black.  Ain't  that  true  ?  When 
you're  a  '  lord, '  will  you  be  able  to  wote  against 
Mr.  iMildmay  to  save  your  very  soul  ?" 

"If  it  comes  to  be  a  question  of  soul-saving, 
Mr.  Bunce,  I  shan't  save  my  place  at  the  expense 
of  my  conscience." 

"Xot  if  you  knows  it,  you  mean.  But  the 
worst  of  it  is  that  a  man  gets  so  thick  into  the 
mud  that  he  don't  know  whether  he's  dirty  or 
clean.  You'll  have  to  wote  as  you're  told,  and 
of  course  you'll  think  it's  right  enough.  Ain't 
you  been  among  Parliament  gents  long  enough 
to  know  that  that's  the  way  it  goes?" 

"You  think  no  honest  man  can  be  a  member 
of  the  Government?" 

"  I  don't  say  that,  but  I  think  honesty's  a  deal 
easier  away  from  'em.  The  fact  is,  Mr.  Finn, 
it's  all  wrong  with  us  yet,  and  will  be  tdl  we  gets 
it  nigher  to  the  great  American  model.  If  a 
poor  man  gets  into  Parliament — you'll  excuse 
me,  Mr.  Finn,  but  I  calls  you  a  poor  man." 
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"  Certainly,  as  a  member  of  Parliament  I  am 
a  very  poor  man." 

"Just  so,  and  therefore  what  do  yoii  do? 
Yoii  goes  and  lays  yourself  out  for  government ! 
I'm  not  saying  as  how  you're  any  ways  wrong. 
A  man  has  to  live.  You  has  winning  ways,  and 
a  good  physognomy  of  your  own,  and  are  as  big 
as  a  life-guardsman."  Phineas  as  he  heard  this 
doubtful  praise  laughed  and  blushed.  "  Very 
well ;  you  makes  your  way  with  the  big  wigs, 
lords  and  carls  and  them  "like,  and  you  gets  re- 
turned for  a  rotten  borough — you'll  excuse  me, 
but  that's  about  it,  ain't  it  ? — and  then  you  goes 
in  for  government !  A  man  may  have  a  mission 
to  govern,  such  as  Washington  and  Cromwell 
and  the  like  o'  them.  But  when  I  hears  of  Mr. 
Fitzgibboa  a  governing,  why  then  I  says,  d — n 
it  all." 

"There  must  be  good  and  bad, yon  know." 

"We've  got  to  change  a  deal  yet,  Mr.  Finn, 
and  we'll  do  it.  When  a  young  man  as  has  lib- 
eral feelngs  gets  into  Parliament,  he  shouldn't 
be  snapped  up  and  brought  into  the  governing 
business  just  because  he's  poor  and  wants  a  sal- 
ary. They  don't  do  it  that  way  in  the  States ; 
and  they  won't  do  it  that  way  here  long.  It's  the 
system  as  I  hates,  and  not  you,  Mr.  Finn.  Well, 
good-bye,  sir.  I  hope  you'll  like  the  governing 
business,  and  find  i't  suits  your  health." 

These  condolements  from  Mr.  Bunce  were  not 
pleasant,  but  they  set  him  thinking.  He  felt 
assured  that  Bunce  and  Quintus  Slide  and 
Mr.  Turnbull  were  wrong.  Bunce  was  igno- 
rant. Quintus  Slide  was  dishonest.  Turnbull 
was  greedy  of  popularity.  For  himself,  he 
thought  that  as  a  young  man  he  was  fairly  well 
informed.  He  knew  that  he  meant  to  be  true 
in  his  vocation.  And  he  was  quite  sure  that  the 
object  nearest  to  his  heart  in  polities  was  not 
self-aggrandizement,  but  the  welfare  of  the  peo- 
ple in  general.  And  yet  he  could  not  but  agi'ce 
with  Bunce  that  there  was  something  wrong. 
When  such  men  as  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  were 
called  upon  to  act  as  governors,  was  it  not  to  be 
expected  that  the  ignorant  but  still  intelligent 
Bunces  of  the  population  should  "d — n  it  all?" 

On  the  evening  of  that  day  he  went  up  to 
Mrs.  Low's,  very  sure  that  he  should  receive 
some  encouragement  from  her  and  from  her  hus- 
band. She  had  been  angry  with  him  because  he 
had  put  himself  into  a  position  in  which  money 
must  be  spent  and  none  could  be  made.  The 
Lows,  and  especially  Mrs.  Low,  had  refused  to 
believe  that  any  success  was  within  his  reach. 
Now  that  he  had  succeeded,  now  that  he  was  in 
receipt  of  a  salary  on  which  he  could  live  and 
save  money,  he  would  be  sure  of  sympathy  from 
his  old  friends  the  Lows ! 

But  Mrs.  Low  was  as  severe  upon  him  as  ]\tr. 
Bunce  had  been,  and  even  from  Mr.  Low  he 
could  extract  no  real  comfort.  "Of  course  I 
congratulate  you,"  said  Mr.  Low,  coldly. 

"And  you,  Mrs.  Low?" 

"  Well,  you  know,  Mr.  Finn,  I  think  you  have 
begun  at  the  wrong  end.  I  thought  so  before, 
and  I  think  so  still.  I  suppose  I  ought  not  to 
say  so  to  a  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  but  if  you  ask 
me,  what  can  I  do  ?" 

"  Speak  the  truth  out,  of  course." 

"  Exactly.  That's  what  I  must  do.  Well, 
the  truth  is,  Mr.  Finn,  that  I  do  not  think  it  is  a 
very  good  opening  for  a  young  man  to  be  made 


what  they  call  a  Lord  of  the  Treasury,  unless 
he  has  got  a  private  fortune,  you  know,  to  sup- 
port that  kind  of  life." 

"  You  see,  Phineas,  a  Ministry  is  such  an  un- 
certain thing,"  said  Mr.  Low. 

' '  Of  course  it's  uncertain ;  but  as  I  did  go  into 
the  House,  it's  something  to  have  succeeded." 

"  If  you  call  that  success,"  said  Mrs.  Low. 

"  You  did  intend  to  go  on  with  your  profes- 
sion," said  ]\Ir.  Low.  He  could  not  tell  them 
that  he  had  changed  his  mind,  and  tliat  he 
meant  to  marry  Violet  Effingham,  who  would 
much  prefer  a  parliamentary  life  for  her  husband 
to  that  of  a  working  barrister.  "  I  sujjpose 
that  is  all  given  up  now,"  continued  Mr.  Low. 

"Just  for  the  present,"  said  Phineas. 

"Yes;  and  forever,  I  fear,"  said  Mrs.  Low. 
"  You'll  never  go  back  to  real  work  after  fritter- 
ing away  your  time  as  a  Lord  of  the  Treasury. 
What  sort  of  work  must  it  be  when  just  any  body 
can  do  it  that  it  suits  them  to  lay  hold  of?  But 
of  course  a  thousand  a  year  is  something,  though 
a  man  may  have  it  for  only  six  months." 

It  came  out  in  the  course  of  the  evening  that 
Mr.  Low  was  going  to  stand  for  the  borough  va- 
cated by  Mr.  I\Iottram,  at  which  it  was  consid- 
ered that  the  Conservatives  might  possibly  pre- 
vail. "You  see,  after  all, 'Phineas,"  said  Mr. 
Low,  "that  I  am  following  your  steps." 

"Ah;  you  are,  going  into  the  House  in  the 
course  of  your  profession." 

"Just  so,"  said  Mrs.  Low. 

"And  are  taking  the  first  step  toward  being 
a  Tory  Attorney-General." 

"That's  as  may  be,"  said  Mr.  Low.  "But 
it's  the  kind  of  thing  a  man  does  after  twenty 
years  of  hard  work.  For  myself,  I  really  don't 
much  care  whether  I  succeed  or  fail.  I  should 
like  to  live  to  be  a  Vice-Chancellor.  I  don't 
mind  saying  as  much  as  that  to  you.  But  I'm 
not  at  all  sure  that  Parliament  is  the  best  way  to 
the  Equity  Bench." 

"But  it  is  a  grand  thing  to  get  into  Parlia- 
ment when  you  do  it  by  means  of  your  profes- 
sion," said  Mrs.  Low. 

Soon  after  that  Phineas  took  his  departure 
from  the  house,  feeling  sore  and  unhappy.  But 
on  the  next  morning  he  was  received  in  Gros- 
venor  Place  with  an  amount  of  triumph  which 
went  far  to  compensate  him.  Lady  Laura  had 
written  to  him  to  call  there,  and  on  his  arrival 
he  found  both  Violet  Effingham  and  Madame 
]\tax  Goesler  with  his  friend.  When  Phineas 
entered  the  room  his  first  feeling  was  one  of 
intense  joy  at  seeing  that  Violet  Effingliam  was 
present  there.  \Tlien  there  was  one  of  surprise 
that  Madame  Max  Goesler  should  make  one  of 
the  little  party.  Lady  Laura  had  told  him  at 
Mr.  Palliser's  dinner-])arty  that  they,  in  Port- 
man  Square,  had  not  as  yet  advanced  far  enough 
to  receive  ]\iadame  Max  Goesler,  and  yet  here 
was  the  lady  in  Mr.  Kennedy's  drawing-room. 
Now  Phineas  would  have  thought  it  more  likely 
that  he  should  find  her  in  Portman  Square  than 
in  Grosvenor  Place.  The  truth  was  that  Ma- 
dame Goesler  had  hctn  brought  by  Miss  Effing- 
ham, with  the  consent,  indeed,  of  Lady  Laura, 
but  with  a  consent  given  with  much  of  hesita- 
tion. "  What  are  you  afraid  of?"  Violet  had 
asked.  "  I  am  afraid  of  nothing,"  Lady  Laura 
had  answered;  "but  one  has  to  choose  one's 
acquaintance  in  accordance  with  rules  which  one 
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doesn't  lay  down  very  strictly. "  "  She  is  a  clev- 
er woman,"  said  Violet,  "and  every  body  likes 
her ;  but  if  you  think  Mr.  Kennedy  would  object, 
of  course  you  are  right."  Then  Lady  Laura 
had  consented,  telling  herself  that  it  was  not 
necessary  that  she  should  ask  her  husband's  ap- 
proval as  to  every  new  acquaintance  she  might 
form.  At  the  same  time  Violet  had  been  told 
that  Phineas  would  be  there,  and  so  the  party 
had  been  made  up. 

"'See  the  conquering  hero  comes,'"  said 
Violet,  in  her  cheeriest  voice. 

"  I  am  so  glad  that  'Mr.  Finn  has  been  make 
a  lord  of  something,"  said  Madame  Max  Goes- 
ler.  "  I  had  the  pleasure  of  a  long  political  dis- 
cussion with  him  the  other  night,  and  I  quite 
approve  of  him." 

"We  are  so  much  gratified,  Mr.  Finn,"  said 
Ladv  Laura.  "Mr.  Kennedy  says  that  it  is  the 
best  appointment  they  could  have  made,  and 
papa  is  quite  proud  about  it." 

"You  are  Lord  Brentford's  member,  are  you 
not?"  asked  IMadame  Max  Goesler.  This  was 
a  question  which  Phineas  did  not  quite  like,  and 
which  he  was  obliged  to  excuse  by  remembering 
that  the  questioner  had  lived  so  long  out  of 
England  as  to  be  probably  ignorant  of  the  myths, 
and  tlieories,  and  system,  and  working  of  the 
British  Constitution.  Violet  Effingham,  little 
as  she  knew  of  politics,  would  never  have  asked 
a  question  so  imprudent. 

But  the  question  was  turned  off,  and  Phineas, 
with  an  easy  grace,  submitted  himself  to  be  pet- 
ted, and  congratulated,  and  purred  over,  and  al- 
most caressed  by  the  three  ladies.  Their  good- 
natured  enthusiasm  was  at  any  rate  better  than 
the  satire  of  Bunce,  or  the  wisdom  of  Mrs.  Low. 
Lady  Laura  had  no  misgivings  as  to  Phineas 
being  fit  for  governing,  and  Violet  Effingham 
said  nothing  as  to  the  short-lived  tenure  of  Min- 
isters. jNIadame  Max  Goesler,  though  she  had 
asked  an  indiscreet  question,  thoroughly  appre- 
ciated the  advantage  of  Government  pay,  and 
the  prestige  of  Government  power.  "You  are 
a  lord  now,"  she  said,  speaking,  as  was  customa- 
ry with  her,  with  the  slightest  possible  foreign 
accent,  "and  you  will  be  a  president  soon,  and 
then  perhaps  a  secretary.  The  order  of  promo- 
tion seems  odd,  but  I  am  told  it  is  very  pleas- 
ant." 

"It  is  pleasant  to  succeed,  of  course,"  said 
Phineas,  "  let  the  snccess  be  ever  so  little." 

"We  knew  you  would  succeed,"  said  Lady 
Laura.  "We  were  quite  sure  of  it.  Were  we 
not,  Violet  ?" 

"You  always  said  so,  my  dear.  For  myself 
I  do  not  venture  to  have  an  opinion  on  such  mat- 
ters. Will  you  always  have  to  go  to  that  big 
building  in  the  corner,  ^Ir.  Finn,  and  stay  there 
from  ten  to  four?     Won't  that  be  a  bore ?" 

"We  have  a  half-holiday  on  Saturday,  you 
know,"  said  Phineas. 

"And  do  the  Lords  of  the  Treasury  have  to 
take  care  of  the  money  ?"  asked  Madame  Max 
Goesler. 

"  Only  their  own ;  and  they  generally  fail  in 
doing  that,'*  said  Phineas. 

He  sat  there  for  a  considerable  time,  wonder-  ' 
ing  whether  Mr.  Kennedy  would  come  in,  and 
wondering  also  as  to  what  ilr.  Kennedy  would 
say  to  Madame  Max  Goesler  when  he  did  come  : 
in.     He  knew  that  it  was  useless  for  him  to  ex-  1 


pect  any  opportunity  then  or  there  of  being 
alone  for  a  moment  with  Violet  Effingham. 
His  only  chance  in  that  direction  would  be  in 
some  crowded  room,  at  some  ball  at  which  he 
might  ask  her  to  dance  with  him ;  but  it  seem- 
ed that  fate  was  very  unkind  to  him,  and  that 
no  such  chance  came  in  his  way.  I\Ir.  Kennedy 
did  not  appear,  and  Madame  Max  Goesler  with 
Violet  went  away,  leaving  Phineas  still  sitting 
with  Lady  Laura.  Each  of  them  said  a  kind 
word  to  him  as  they  went.  "I  don't  know 
whether  I  may  dare  to  expect  that  a  Lord  of  the 
Treasur}-  will  come  and  see  me?"  said  Madame 
Max  Goesler.  Then  Phineas  made  a  second 
promise  that  he  would  call  in  Park  Lane.  Vio- 
let blushed  as  she  remembered  that  she  could 
not  ask  him  tocall  at  LadyBaldock's.  "Good- 
bye, Mr.  Finn,"  she  said,  giving  him  her  hand. 
"I'm  so  very  glad  that  they  have  chosen  you  ; 
and  I  do  hope  that,  as  IMadame  Max  says,  they'll 
make  you  a  secretary  and  a  president,  and  every 
thing  else  very  quickly,  till  it  will  come  to  your 
turn  to  be  making  other  people."  "He  is  very 
nice,"  said  ^ladame  Goesler  to  Violet  as  she 
took  her  place  in  the  carriage.  "He  bears  being 
petted  and  spoiled  without  being  either  awkward 
or  conceited."  "  On  the  whole,  he  is  rather 
nice, "  said  Violet ;  "only  he  has  not  got  a  shilling 
in  the  world,  and  has  to  make  himself  before  he 
will  be  any  body."  "He  must  marry  money, 
of  course,"  said  Madame  Max  Goesler. 

"I  hope  you  are  contented?"  said  Lady  Lau- 
ra, rising  from  her  chair  and  coming  opposite 
to  him  as  soon  as  they  were  alone. 

' '  Of  course  I  am  contented. " 

"I  was  not,  when  I  first  heard  of  it.  Why 
did  they  promote  that  empty-headed  country- 
man of  yours  to  a  place  for  which  he  was  quite 
unfit?  I  was  not  contented.  But  then  I  am 
more  ambitious  for  you  than  you  are  for  your- 
self." He  sat  there  without  answering  her  for 
a  while,  and  she  stood  waiting  for  his  reply. 
"  Have  you  nothing  to  say  to  me?"  she  asked. 

"I  do  not  know  what  to  say.  When  I  think 
of  it  all,  I  am  lost  in  amazement.  You  tell  me 
that  you  are  not  contented ;  that  you  are  ambi- 
tious for  me.  Why  is  it  that  you  should  feel  any 
interest  in  the  matter  ?" 

"Is  it  not  reasonable  that  we  should  be  inter- 
ested for  our  friends?" 

"But  when  you  and  I  last  parted  here  in 
this  room  you  were  hardly  my  fiiend." 

"  Was  I  not  ?  You  wrong  me  there,  very 
deeply." 

"I  told  you  what  was  my  ambition,  and  you 
resented  it,"  said  Phineas. 

"I  think  I  said  that  I  could  not  help  you,  and 
I  think  I  said  also  that  I  thought  you  would 
fail.  I  do  not  know  that  I  showed  much  re- 
sentment. You  see,  I  told  her  that  you  were 
here,  that  she  might  come  and  meet  you.  You 
know  that  I  wished  my  brother  should  succeed. 
I  wished  it  before  I  ever  knew  you.  You  can 
not  expect  that  I  should  change  my  wishes." 

"But  if  he  can  not  succeed,"  pleaded  Phin- 
eas. 

"Who  is  to  say  that?  Has  a  woman  never 
been  won  by  devotion  and  perseverance?  Be- 
sides, how  can  I  wish  to  see  you  go  on  with  a 
suit  which  must  sever  you  from  my  father,  and 
injure  your  political  prospects ;  perhaps  fatally 
injure  them  ?     It  seems  to  me  now  that  my 
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father  is  almost  the  only  man  in  London  who 
has  not  heard  of  this  duel." 

"  Of  course  he  will  hear  of  it.  I  have  half 
made  up  my  mind  to  tell  him  myself." 

"  Do  not  do  that,  Mr.  Finn.  There  can  be 
no  reason  for  it.  But  I  did  not  ask  you  to  come 
here  to-day  to  talk  to  you  about  Oswald  or  Vio- 
let. I  have  given  you  my  advice  about  that, 
and  I  can  do  no  more." 

"  Lady  Laura,  I  can  not  take  it.  It  is  out  of 
my  power  to  take  it." 

"Very  well.  The  matter  shall  be  what  you 
members  of  Parliament  call  an  open  question 
between  us.  When  papa  asked  you  to  accept  this 
place  at  the  Treasury,  did  it  ever  occur  to  you  to 
refuse  it?" 

"  It  did  ;  for  half  an  hour  or  so." 

"I  hoped  you  would,  and  yet  I  knew  that  I 
was  wrong.  I  thought  that  you  should  count 
yourself  to  be  worth  more  than  that,  and  that 
you  should,  as  it  were,  assert  yourself.  But  then 
it  is  so  difficult  to  draw  the  line  between  prop- 
er self-assertion  and  proper  self-denial ;  to  know 
how  high  to  go  up  the  table,  and  how  low  to  go 
down.  I  do  not  doubt  that  you  have  been  right ; 
only  make  them  understand  that  you  are  not  as 
other  junior  lords ;  that  you  have  been  willing-to 
be  a  junior  lord,  or  any  thing  else,  for  a  purpose ; 
but  that  the  purpose  is  something  higher  than 
that  of  fetching  and  carrying  in  Parliament  for 
Mr.  Mildmay  and  Mr.  Palliser." 

"I  hope  in  time  to  get  beyond  fetching  and 
carrying,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Of  course  you  will ;  and  knowing  that,  I  am 
glad  that  you  are  in  oifice.  I  suppose  there  will 
be  no  difficulty  about  Loughton." 

Then  Phineas  laughed.  "I  hear,"  said  he, 
"that  Mr.  Quintus  Slide,  of  the  People's  Ban- 
ner, has  already  gone  down  to  canvass  the  elect- 
ors." 

"  Mr.  Quintus  Slide !  To  cavass  the  electors 
of  Loughton !"  and  Lady  Laura  drew  herself  up 
and  spoke  of  this  unseemly  intrusion  on  her 
father's  borough,  as  though  the  vulgar  man  who 
had  been  named  had  forced  his  way  into  the 
very  drawing-room  in  Portman  Square.  At 
that  moment  Mr.  Kennedy  came  in.  "  Do  you 
hear  what  Mr.  Finn  tells  me  ?"  she  said.  "  He 
has  heard  that  Mr.  Quintus  Slide  has  gone  down 
to  Loughton  to  stand  against  him." 

"And  why  not?"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"My  dear!"  ejaculated  Lady  Laura. 

"Mr.  Quintus  Slide  will  no  doubt  lose  his 
time  and  his  money ;  but  he  will  gain  the  pres- 
tige of  having  stood  for  a  borough,  which  will 
be  something  for  him  on  the  staff  of  the  People's 
fanner,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"He  will  get  that  horrid  man  Vellum  to  pro- 
pose him,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"Very  likely,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy.  "And 
the  less  any  of  us  say  about  it  the  better.  Finn, 
my  dear  fellow,  I  congratulate  you  heartily. 
Nothing  for  a  long  time  has  given  me  greater 
pleasure  than  hearing  of  your  api)ointment.  It 
is  equally  honorable  to  yourself  and  to  Mr. 
Mildmay.  It  is  a  great  step  to  have  gained  so 
early." 

Phineas,  as  he  thanked  his  friend,  could  not 
help  asking  himself  what  his  friend  had  done  to 
be  made  a  C.-ibinet  Minister.  Little  as  he, 
Phineas,  himself  had  done  in  the  House  in  his 
two  sessions  and  a  half,  Mr.  Kennedy  had  hard- 


ly done  more  in  his  fifteen  or  twenty.  But  then 
Mr.  Kennedy  was  posesssscd  of  almost  miracu- 
lous wealth,  and  owned  half  a  county,  whereas 
he,  Phineas,  owned  almost  nothing  at  all.  Of 
course  no  Prime  Minister  would  ofler  a  junior 
lordship  at  the  Treasury  to  a  man  with  £30,000 
a  year.  Soon  after  this  Phineas  took  his  leave. 
"  I  think  he  will  do  well,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy  to 
his  wife. 

"I  am  sure  he  will  do  well,"  replied  Lady 
Laura,  almost  scornfully. 

"  He  is  not  quite  such  a  black  swan  with  me 
as  he  is  with  you  ;  but  still  I  think  he  will  suc- 
ceed, if  he  takes  care  of  himself.  It  is  astonish- 
ing how  that  absurd  story  of  his  duel  with  Chil- 
tern  has  got  about." 

"7t  is  impossible  to  prevent  people  talking," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"I  supi  ose  theie  was  some  quarrel,  though 
neither  of  them  will  tell  you.  They  say  it  was 
about  Miss  Effingham.  I  should  hardly  think 
that  Finn  could  have  any  hopes  in  that  direc- 
tion." 

"Why  should  he  not  have  hopes  ?" 

"Because  he  has  neither  position,  nor  money, 
nor  birth,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"He  is  a  gentleman,"  said  Lady  Laura;  "  and 
I  think  he  has  position.  I  do  not  sec  why  he 
should  not  ask  any  girl  to  marry  him." 

"There  is  no  understanding  you,  Laura," 
said  Mr.  Kennedy  angrily.  "I  thought  you 
had  quite  other  hopes  about  Miss  Effingham." 

"  So  I  have;  but  that  has  nothing  to  do  with 
it.  You  spoke  of  JMr.  Finn  as  though  he  would 
be  guilty  of  some  crime  were  he  to  ask  Violet 
Effingham  to  be  his  wife.  In  that  I  disagree 
with  you.     ,Mr.  Finn  is — " 

"  You  will  make  me  sick  of  the  name  of  I\Ir. 
Finn." 

"  I  am  sorry  that  I  oilend  you  by  my  grati- 
tude to  a  man  who  saved  your  life."  Mr.  Ken- 
nedy shook  his  head.  He  knew  that  the  argu- 
ment used  against  him  was  false  ;  but  he  did 
not  know  how  to  show  that  he  knew  that  it  was 
false.  "  Perhaps  I  had  better  not  mention  his 
name  any  more,"  continued  Lady  Laura. 

"Nonsense!" 

"I  quite  agree  with  you  it  is  nonsense,  Rob- 
ert." 

"All  I  mean  to  say  is,  that  if  you  go  on  as 
you  do,  you  will  turn  his  head  and  spoil  him. 
Do  you  think  I  do  not  know  what  is  going  on 
among  you  ?" 

"  What  is  going  on  among  us — as  vou  call 
it?" 

"  You  are  taking  this  young  man  up  and  put- 
ting him  on  a  pedestal  and  worshijjing  him,  just 
because  he  is  well-looking,  and  rather  clever  and 
decently  behaved.  It's  always  the  way  with 
women  who  have  nothing  to  do,  and  who  can 
not  be  made  to  understand  that  they  should  have 
duties.  They  can  not  live  without  some  kind  of 
idolatry." 

"Have  I  neglected  my  duty  to  you,  Rob- 
ert?" 

"Yes,  you  know  you  have;  in  going  to  those 
receptions  at  your  father's  house  on  Simdnys." 

"  What  has  that  to  do  with  Mr.  Finn?" 

"Psha!" 

"I  begin  to  think  I  had  better  tell  Mr.  Finn 
not  to  come  here  any  more,  since  his  presence 
is  disagreeable  to  you.    All  the  world  knows 
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how  great  is  the  service  he  did  you,  and  it  will 
seem  to  be  very  ridiculous.  People  will  say  all 
manner  of  things  ;  but  any  thing  will  be  better 
tlian  that  you  should  go  on  as  you  have  done — 
accusing  your  wife  of  idolatry  toward — a  young 
man,  because — he  is — well-looking." 

"I  never  said  any  thing  of  the  kind." 

"  You  did,  Robert." 

"I  did  not.  I  did  not  speak  more  of  you 
than  of  a  lot  of  others." 

"You  accused  me  personally,  saying  that  be- 
cause of  my  idolatry  I  had  neglected  my  duty ; 
but  really  you  made  such  a  jumble  of  it  all,  with 
papa's  visitors,  and  Sunday  afternoons,  that  I 
can  not  follow  what  was  in  your  mind." 

Then  J\Ir.  Kennedy  stood  for  a  while,  collect- 
ing his  thoughts,  so  that  he  might  unravel  the 
jumble,  if  that  were  possible  to  him  ;  but  finding 
that  it  was  not  possible,  he  left  the  room,  and 
closed  the  door  behind  him. 

Then  Lady  Laura  was  left  alone  to  consider  the 
nature  of  the  accusation  which  her  husband  had 
brought  against  her  ;  or  the  natwre  rather  of  the 
accusation  which  she  had  chosen  to  assert  that 
her  husband  had  implied.  For  in  her  heart  she 
knew  that  he  had  made  no  such  accusation,  and 
had  intended  to  make  none  such.  The  idolatry 
of  which  he  had  spoken  was  the  idolatry  which 
a  woman  might  show  to  her  cat,  her  dog,  her 
picture,  her  china,  her  furniture,  her  carriage 
and  horses,  or  her  pet  maid-servant.  Such  was 
the  idolatry  of  which  Mr.  Kennedy  liad  spoken  ; 
but  was  there  no  other  worship  in  her  heart, 
worse,  more  jiernicious  than  that,  in  reference 
to  this  young  man  ? 

She  had  schooled  herself  about  him  very  se- 
verely, and  had  come  to  various  resolutions. 
She  had  found  out  and  confessed  to  herself  that 
she  did  not,  and  could  not,  love  her  husband. 
She  had  found  out  and  confessed  to  herself  that 
she  did  love,  and  could  not  help  loving,  Phineas 
Finn.  Then  slie  had  resolved  to  banish  him 
from  her  presence,  and  had  gone  the  length  of 
telling  him  so.  After  that  she  had  perceived  that 
she  had  been  wrong,  and  had  determined  to 
meet  him  as  she  met  other  men,  and  to  con- 
quer her  love.  Then,  when  this  could  not  be 
done,  when  something  almost  like  idolatry  grew 
upon  her,  she  determined  that  it  should  be  the 
idolatry  of  friendship,  that  she  would  not  sin 
even  in  thought,  that  there  should  be  nothing  in 
her  heart  of  which  she  need  be  ashamed ;  but 
that  the  one  great  object  and  purport  of  her  life 
should  be  the  promotion  of  this  friend's  welfare. 
She  had  just  begun  to  love  after  this  fashion, 
had  taught  herself  to  believe  that  she  might  com- 
bine something  of  the  pleasure  of  idolatry  to- 
ward her  friend  with  a  full  complement  of  duty 
toward  her  husband,  when  Phineas  came  to  her 
with  his  tale  of  love  for  Violet  Effingham.  The 
lesson  which  she  got  then  was  a  very  rough  one 
— so  hard  that  at  first  she  could  not  bear  it. 
Her  anger  at' his  love  for  her  brother's  wished- 
for  bride  was  lost  in  her  dismay  that  Phineas 
sliould  love  any  one  after  having  once  loved 
her.  But  by  sheer  force  of  mind  she  had  con- 
quered that  dismay,  that  feeling  of  desolation 
at  her  heart,  and  had  almost  taught  herself  to 
hope  that  Phineas  might  succeed  with  Violet. 
He  wished  it — and  why  should  he  not  have  what 
he  wished — he,  whom  she  so  fondly  idolized  ? 
It  was   not  his   fault   that  he   and   she   were 


not  man  and  wife.  She  had  chosen  to  arrange 
it  otherwise,  and  was  she  not  bound  to  assist 
him  now  in  the  present  object  of  his  reasonable 
wishes  ?  She  had  got  over  in  her  heart  that 
difficulty  about  her  brother,  but  she  could  not 
quite  conquer  the  other  difficulty.  She  could 
not  bring  herself  to  plead  his  cause  with  Violet. 
She  had  not  brought  herself  as  yet  to  do  it. 

And  now  she  was  accused  of  idolatry  for 
Phineas  by  her  husband — she  with  "  a  lot  of 
others,"  in  which  lot  Violet  was  of  course  in- 
cluded. Would  it  not  be  better  that  they  two 
should  be  brought  together?  Would  not  her 
friend's  husband  still  be  her  friend  ?  Would  she 
not  then  forget  to  love  him?  Would  she  not 
then  be  safer  than  she  was  now  ? 

As  she  sat  alone  struggling  with  her  difficul- 
ties, she  had  not  as  yet  forgotten  to  love  him — 
nor  was  she  as  yet  safe. 


CHAPTER  XLV. 

MISS  Effingham's  four  lovers. 

One  morning  early  in  June  Lady  Laura  call- 
ed at  Lady  Baldock's  house  and  asked  for  Miss 
Effingham.  The  servant  was  showing  her  into 
the  large  drawing-room,  when  she  again  asked 
specially  for  Miss  Effingham.  "  I  think  Miss 
Efhngham  is  there,"  said  the  man,  opening  the 
room.  JMiss  Effingham  was  not  there.  Lady 
Baldock  was  sitting  all  alone,  and  Lady  Laura 
perceived  that  she  had  been  caught  in  the  net 
which  she  specially  wished  to  avoid.  Now  Lady 
Baldock  had  not  actually  or  openly  quarreled 
with  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  or  with  Lord  Brent- 
ford, but  she  had  conceived  a  strong  idea  that 
her  niece  Violet  was  countenanced  in  all  imjiro- 
prieties  by  the  Standish  family  generalh-,  and 
that  tlierefore  the  Standish  family  was  to  be  re- 
garded as  a  family  of  enemies.  There  was 
doubtless  in  her  mind  considerable  confusion  on 
the  subject,  for  she  did  not  know  whether  Lord 
Chiltern  or  Mr.  Finn  was  the  suitor  which  she 
most  feared— and  she  was  aware,  after  a  sort 
of  muddled  fashion,  that  the  claims  of  these  two 
wicked  young  men  were  antagonistic  to  each 
other.  But  they  were  both  regarded  by  her 
as  emanations  from  the  same  source  of  iniquity, 
and  therefore,  without  going  deeply  into  the 
machinations  of  Lady  Laura — without  resolving 
whether  Lady  Laura  was  injuring  her  by  press- 
ing her  brother  as  a  suitor  upon  Miss  Effingham, 
or  by  pressing  a  rival  of  her  brother — still  she  be- 
came aware  that  it  was  her  duty  to  turn  a  cold 
shoulder  on  those  two  houses  in  Portnian  Square 
and  Grosvenor  Place.  But  her  difficulties  in  do- 
ing this  were  very  great,  and  it  may  be  said  th.at 
Lady  Baldock  was  placed  in  an  unjust  and 
cruel  position.  Before  the  end  of  IMay  she  had 
proposed  to  leave  London,  and  to  take  her 
daughter  and  Violet  down  to  Baddingham, 
or  to  Brighton  if  they  preferred  it,  or  to  Switz- 
erland. "Brighton  in  June!"  Violet  had  ex- 
claimed. "Would  not  a  month  among  the  gla- 
ciers be  delightful?"  Miss  Boreham  had  said. 
"Don't  let  me  keep  you  in  town,  aunt, "Violet 
replied  ;  "  but  I  do  not  think  I  shall  go  till  other 
people  go.  I  can  have  a  room  at  Laura  Ken- 
nedy's house."  Then  Lady  Baldock,  whose  po- 
sition was  hard   and  cruel,  resolved  that  she 
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would  stay  in  town.  Here  she  had  in  her  hand 
a  ward  over  whom  she  had  no  positive  power,  and 
yet  in  respect  to  whom  her  duty  was  imperative! 
Her  duty  was  imperative,  and  Lady  Baldock  was 
not  the  woman  to  neglect  her  duty ;  and  yet 
she  knew  that  the  doing  of  her  duty  would  all 
be  in  vain.  Violet  would  marry  a  shoe-black 
out  of  the  sti'eets  if  she  were  so  minded.  It 
was  of  no  use  that  the  poor  lady  had  provided 
hei'self  with  two  strings,  two  most  excellent 
strings,  to  her  bow — two  strings  either  one  of 
which  should  have  contented  Miss  Effingham. 
There  was  Lord  Fawn,  a  young  peer — not  very 
rich  indeed,  but  still  with  means  sufficient  for 
a  wife — a  rising  man,  and  in  every  way  respecta- 
ble, although  a  Whig.  And  tliere  was  Mr. 
Appledom,  one  of  the  richest  commoners  in 
England,  a  fine  Conservative  too,  with  a  seat  in 
the  House,  and  every  thing  appropriate.  He 
was  fifty,  but  looked  hardly  more  than  thirty- 
five,  and  was  —  so  at  least  Lady  Baldock  fre- 
quently asserted — violently  in  love  with  Violet 
Effingham.  Why  had  not  the  law,  or  the  ex- 
ecutors, or  the  Lord  Chancellor,  or  some  power 
levied  for  the  protection  of  the  proprieties,  made 
Violet  absolutely  subject  to  her  guardian  till  she 
should  be  made  subject  to  a  husband  ? 

"Yes,  I  think  she  is  at  home,"  said  Lady 
Baldock,  in  answer  to  Lady  Laura's  inquiry  for 
Violet.  ' '  At  least,  I  hardly  know.  She  sel- 
dom tells  me  what  she  means  to  do,  and  some- 
times she  will  walk  out  quite  alone  !"  A  most 
imprudent  old  woman  was  Lady  Baldock,  always 
opening  her  hand  to  her  adversaries,  unable  to 
control  herself  in  the  scolding  of  people,  either 
before  their  faces  or  behind  their  backs,  even  at 
moments  in  which  such  scolding  was  most  injuri- 
ous to  her  own  cause.  "  However,  we  will 
see,"  she  continued.  Then  the  bell  was  rung, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  Violet  was  in  the  room. 
In  a  few  minutes  more  they  were  up  stairs  to- 
gether in  Violet's  own  room,  in  spite  of  the  open- 
ly-displayed \yrath  of  Lady  Baldock.  "I  al- 
most wish  she  had  never  been  born,"  said  Lady 
Baldock  to  her  daughter.  "  Oh,  mamma,  don't 
say  that."  "  I  certainly  do  wish  that  I  had  never 
seen  her."  "  Indeed  she  has  been  a  grievous 
trouble  to  you,  mamma,"  said  Miss  Boreham, 
sympathetically. 

"Brighton!  What  nonsense!"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"Of  course  it's  nonsense.  Fancy  going  to 
Brighton  !  And  then  they  have  proposed  Switz- 
erland. If  you  could  only  hear  Augusta  talk- 
ing in  rapture  of  a  month  among  the  glaciers  ! 
And  I  feel  so  ungrateful.  I  believe  they  would 
spend  three  months  with  me  at  any  horrilile 
place  that  I  could  suggest — at  Hong  Kong  if  I 
were  to  ask  it — so  intent  are  they  on  taking  me 
away  from  metropolitan  danger." 

"  But  you  will  not  go  ?" 

"No!  I  won't  go.  I  know  I  am  very 
naughty  ;  but  I  can't  help  feeling  that  I  can  not 
be  good  without  being  a  fool  at  the  same  time. 
I  must  either  fight  my  aunt,  or  give  way  to  her.  If 
I  were  to  yield,  what  a  life  I  should  have  ;  and 
I  should  despise  myself  after  all." 

"  And  what  is  the  special  danger  to  be  feared 
now  ?" 

"I  don't  know;  you,  I  fancy.  I  told  her 
that  if  she  went,  I  should  go  to  you.  I  knew 
that  would  make  her  stay." 


"I  wish  you  would  come  to  me,"  said  Lady 
Laura. 

"  I  shouldn't  think  of  it  really,  not  for  any 
length  of  time." 

"Why  not?" 

"  Because  I  should  be  in  Mr.  Kennedy's  way." 

"  You  wouldn't  be  in  his  way  in  the  least. 
If  you  would  only  be  down  punctually  for  morn- 
ing prayers,  and  go  to  church  with  him  on  Sun- 
day afternoon,  he  would  be  delighted  to  have 
you." 

"What  did  he  say  about  Madame  Max  com- 
ing ?" 

"Not  a  word.  I  don't  think  he  quite  knew 
who  she  was  then.  I  fancy  he  has  inquired 
since,  by  something  he  said  yesterday. 

"  What  did  he  say  ?"' 

"Nothing  that  matters;  only  a  word.  I 
haven't  come  here  to  talk  about  Madame  Max 
Goesler,  nor  yet  about  Mr.  Kennedy." 

' '  Whom  have  you  come  to  talk  about  ?"  asked 
Violet,  laughing  a  little,  with  something  of  in- 
creased color  in  her  cheeks,  though  she  could 
not  be  said  to  blush. 

"  A  lover,  of  course,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"I  wish  you  would  leave  me  alone  with  my 
lovers.  You  are  as  bad  or  worse  than  my  aunt. 
She,  at  any  rate,  varies  her  ])rescri]jtion.  She 
has  become  sick  of  poor  Lord  Fawn  because  he's 
a  Whig." 

"  And  who  is  her  favorite  now?" 

"Old  INIr.  Appledom,  who  is  really  a  most 
unexceptionable  old  party,  and  whom  I  like  of 
all  things.  I  really  think  I  could  consent  to  be 
Mrs.  Appledom,  to  pet;  rid  of  my  troubles,  if 
he  did  not  dye  his  whiskers  and  have  his  coats 
padded." 

"  He'd  give  up  those  little  things  if  you  asked 
him." 

"  I  shouldn't  have  the  heart  to  do  it.  Besides 
this  isn't  his  time  of  the  year  for  making  pro- 
posals. His  love  fever,  which  is  of  a  very  low 
kind,  and  intermits  annually,  never  comes  on 
till  the  autumn.  It  is  a  rural  malady,  against 
which  he  is  proof  while  among  his  clubs !" 

"  Well,  Violet,  I  am  like  your  aunt," 

"  Like  Lady  Baldock  ?" 

"  In  one  respect.  I,  too,  will  vary  my  pre- 
scription." 

"What  do  you  mean,  Laura?"' 

"  Just  this-^that  if  you  like  to  marry  Phineas 
Finn,  I  will  say  that  you  are  right. "' 

"  Heaven  and  earth  !  And  why  am  I  to 
marry  Phineas  Finn  ?" 

"  Only  for  two  reasons :  because  he  loves  you, 
and  because — " 

"  No,  I  deny  it.     I  do  not." 

"I  had  come  to  fancy  that  you  did." 

"Keep  your  fancy  more  under  control  then. 
But  upon  my  word  I  can't  understand  this.  He 
was  your  great  friend." 

"What  has  that  to  do  with  it?"  demanded 
Lady  Laura. 

"  And  you  have  thrown  over  your  brother, 
Laura  ?" 

"  You  have  thrown  him  over.  Is  he  to  go  on 
forever  asking  and  being  refused  ?" 

"I  do  not  know  why  he  should  not,"  said 
Violet,  "seeing  how  very  little  trouble  it  gives 
him.  Half  an  hour  once  in  six  months  does  ili 
all  for  him,  allowing  him  time  for  coming  and 
going  in  a  cab." 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


141 


"  Violet,  I  do  not  understand  you.  Have 
you  refused  Oswald  so  often  because  he  does  not 
pass  hours  on  his  knees  before  you  ?" 

"No,  indeed:  His  nature  would  be  altered 
very  much  for  the  worse  before  he  could  do  that." 

"  Why  do  you  throw  it  in  his  teeth  then  that 
he  does  not  give  you  more  of  his  time  ?" 

"  Why  have  you  come  to  tell  me  to  marry 
Mr.  Phineas  Finn  ?  That  is  what  I  want  to 
know.  Mr.  Phineas  Finn,  as  far  as  I  am  aware, 
has  not  a  shilling  in  the  world,  except  a  month's 
salary  now  due  to  him  from  the  Government. 
Mr.  Phineas  Finn  I  believe  to  be  the  son  of  a 
country  doctor  in  Ireland,  with  about  seven  sis- 
ters. Mr.  Phineas  Finn  is  a  Roman  Catholic. 
Mr.  Phineas  Finn  is — or  was  a  short  time  ago — 
in  love  with  another  lady  ;  and  Mr.  Phineas  Finn 
is  not  so  much  in  love  at  this  moment  but  what 
he  is  able  to  entrust  his  cause  to  an  ambassador. 
None  short  of  a  royal  suitor  should  ever  do  that 
with  success." 

"  Has  he  never  pleaded  his  cause  to  you  your- 
self?" 

"My  dear,  I  never  tell  gentlemen's  secrets. 
It  seems  that  if  he  has,  his  success  was  so  tri- 
fling that  he  has  thought  he  had  better  trust 
some  one  else  for  the  future." 

"  He  has  not  trusted  me.  He  has  not  given 
me  any  commission." 

"Then  why  have  you  come  ?" 

"  Because — I  hardly  know  how  to  tell  his 
story.  There  have  been  things  about  Oswald 
which  made  it  almost  necessary  that  Mr.  Finn 
should  explain  himself  to  me." 

"I  know  it  all;  about  their  fighting.  Fool- 
ish young  men !  I  am  not  a  bit  obliged  to 
either  of  them,  not  a  bit.  Only  fancy,  if  my 
aunt  knew  it,  what  a  life  she  would  lead  me  ! 
Gustavus  knows  all  about  it,  and  I  feel  that  I 
am  living  at  his  mercy.  Why  were  they  so 
wrong-headed  ?" 

"  I  can  not  answer  that — though  I  know  them 
well  enough  to  be  sure  that  Chiltern  was  the 
one  in  fault." 

"  It  is  so  odd  that  you  should  have  thrown 
your  brother  over." 

"  I  have  not  thrown  my  brother  over.  Will 
you  accept  Oswald  if  he  asks  you  again  ?" 

"No,"  almost  shouted  Violet. 

' '  Then  I  hope  that  Mr.  Finn  may  succeed.  I 
want  him  to  succeed  in  every  thing.  There — 
you  may  know  it  all.  He  is  my  Phoebus  Apollo." 

"  That  is  flattering  to  me — looking  at  the 
position  in  which  you  desire  to  place  your 
Phcebus  at  the  present  moment." 

"  Come,  Violet,  I  am  true  to  you,  and  let  me 
have  a  little  truth  from  you.  This  man  loves 
you,  and  I  think  is  worthy  of  you.  He  does 
not  love  me,  but  he  is  my  friend.  As  his  friend, 
and  believing  in  his  worth,  I  wish  for  liis  suc- 
cess beyond  almost  any  thing  else  in  the  world. 
Listen  to  me,  Violet.  I  don't  believe  in  those 
reasons  which  you  gave  me  just  now  for  not  be- 
coming this  man's  wife." 

"  Nor  do  I. " 

"I  know  you  do  not.  Look  at  me.  I,  who 
have  less  of  real  heart  than  you,  I,  who  thought 
that  I  could  trust  myself  to  satisfy  my  mind  and 
my  ambition  )vithout  caring  for  my  heart,  I  have 
married  for  what  you  call  position.  My  hus- 
band is  very  rich,  and  a  Cabinet  Minister,  and 
will  probably  be  a  peer.     And  he  was  willing  to 


marry  me  at  a  time  when  I  had  not  a  shillino- 
of  my  own." 

"  He  was  very  generous." 

"He  has  asked  for  it  since,"  said  Lady  Lau- 
ra. "  But  never  mind.  I  have  not  come  to 
talk  about  myself — otherwise  than  to  bid  you 
not  do  what  I  have  done.  All  that  you  have 
said  about  this  man's  want  of  money  and  of 
family  is  nothing." 

"Nothing at  all,"  said  Violet.  " Mere  words, 
fit  only  for  such  people  as  my  aunt." 

"Well  then?" 

"Well?" 

"  If  you  love  him — !" 

"Ah!  but  if  I  do  not?  You  are  very  close 
in  inquiring  into  my  secrets.  Tell  me,  Laura, 
was  not  this  young  Crichton  once  a  lover  of  your 
own  ?" 

"Pshal  And  do  you  think  I  can  not  keep 
a  gentleman's  secret  as  well  as  you  ?" 

"What  is  the  good  of  any  secret,  Laura, 
when  we  have  been  already  so  open  ?  He  tried 
his  'prentice  hand  on  you ;  and  then  he  came 
to  me.  Let  us  watch  him,  and  see  who'll  be 
the  third.  I  too  like  him  well  enough  to  hope 
that  he'll  laud  himself  safely  at  last." 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 

THE    MOCSE-TRAP. 

PniN'EAS  had  certainly  no  desire  to  make 
love  by  an  ambassador — at  second-hand.  He 
had  given  no  commission  to  Lady  Laura,  and 
was,  as  the  reader  is  aware,  quite  ignorant  of 
what  was  being  done  and  said  on  his  behalf. 
He  had  asked  no  more  from  Lady  Laura  than 
an  opportunity  of  speaking  for  himself,  and 
that  he  had  asked  almost  with  a  conviction 
that  by  so  asking  he  would  turn  his  friend  into 
an  enemy.  He  had  read  but  little  of  the  work- 
ings of  Lady  Laura's  heart  toward  himself,  and 
had  no  idea  of  the  assistance  she  was  anxious  to 
give  him.  She  had  never  told  him  that  she 
was  willing  to  sacrifice  her  brother  on  his  be- 
half, and,  of  course,  had  not  told  him  that  she 
was  willing  also  to  sacrifice  herself.  Nor,  when 
she  wrote  to  him  one  June  morning  and  told 
him  that  Violet  would  be  found  in  Portmau 
Square,  alone,  that  afternoon — naming  an  hour, 
and  explaining  that  Miss  Efiingham  would  be 
there  to  meet  herself  and  her  father,  but  that  at 
such  an  hour  she  would  be  certainly  alone — did 
he  even  then  know  how  much  she  was  prepared 
to  do  for  him.  The  short  note  was  signed 
"L.,"  and  then  there  came  a  long  postscript. 
"Ask  for  me,"  she  said  in  a  postscript.  "I 
shall  be  there  later,  and  I  have  told  them  to  bid 
you  wait.  I  can  give  you  no  hope  of  success, 
but  if  you  choose  to  try  you  can  do  so.  If  you 
do  not  come,  I  shall  know  that  you  have 
changed  your  mind.  I  shall  not  think  the 
worse  of  you,  and  your  secret  will  be  safe  with 
me.  I  do  that  which  you  have  asked  me  to  do, 
simply  because  you  have  asked  it.  Burn  this  at 
once — becacise  I  ask  it."  Phineas  destroyed  the 
note,  tearing  it  into  atoms,  the  moment  that 
he  had  read  it  and  re-read  it.  Of  course  he 
would  go  to  "Portman  Square  at  the  hour 
named.  Of  course  he  would  take  his  chance. 
He  was  not  buoyed  up  by  much  of  hope  ;  but 
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even  though  there  were  no  hope,  he  would  take 
his  chance. 

When  Lord  Brentford  had  first  told  Phineas 
of  his  promotion,  he  had  also  asked  the  new 
Lord  of  the  Treasury  to  make  a  certain  commu- 
nication on  his  behalf  to  his  son.  This  Phineas 
had  found  himself  obliged  to  promise  to  do  ; 
and  he  had  done  it.  The  letter  had  been  diffi- 
cult enough  to  write,  but  he  had  written  it. 
After  having  made  the  promise,  he  had  found 
himself  bound  to  keep  it. 

"Dear  Lord  Chiltern,"  he  had  commenced, 
"  I  will  not  think  that  there  was  any  thing  in 
our  late  encounter  to  prevent  my  so  address- 
ing you.  I  now  write  at  the  instance  of  your 
father,  who  has  heard  nothing  of  our  little  af- 
fair." Then  he  explained  at  length  Lord  Brent- 
ford's wishes  as  he  understood  them.  "Pray  come 
home,"  he  said,  finishing  his  letter.  "Touch- 
ing V.  E.,  I  feel  that  I  am  bound  to  tell  you 
that  I  still  mean  to  try  my  fortune,  but  that  I 
have  no  ground  for  hoping  that  my  fortune  will 
be  good.  Since  the  day  on  tlie  sands,  I  have 
never  met  her  but  in  society.  I  know  you  will 
be  glad  to  hear  that  my  wound  was  nothing  ; 
and  I  think  you  will  be  glad  to  liear  that  I  have 
got  my  foot  on  to  the  ladder  of  promotion. — 
Yours  always,  Phineas  Finn." 

Now  he  had  to  try  his  fortune, — that  fortune 
of  which  he  had  told  Lord  Chiltern  that  he  had 
no  reason  for  hoping  that  it  would  be  good.  He 
went  direct  from  his  office  at  the  Treasury  to 
Portman  Square,  resolving  that  he  would  take 
no  trouble  as  to  his  dress,  simply  washing  his 
hands  and  brushing  his  hair  as  tliough  he  were 
going  down  to  the  House,  and  he  knocked  at 
the  earl's  door  exactly  at  the  hour  named  by 
Lady  Laura. 

"Miss  Effingham,"  he  said,  "I  am  so  glad 
to  find  you  alone." 

"Yes,"  she  said,  laughing.  "I  am  alone — 
a  poor  unprotected  female.  But  I  fear  nothing. 
I  have  strong  reason  for  believing  that  Lord 
Brentford  is  somewhere  about.  And  Pomfret 
the  butler,  who  has  known  me  since  I  was  a 
baby,  is  a  host  in  himself." 

"With  such  allies  you  can  have  nothing  to 
fear,"  he  replied,  attempting  to  carry  on  her 
little  jest. 

"  Nor  even  without  them,  Mr.  Einn.  We  un- 
protected females  in  these  days  are  so  self-re- 
liant that  our  natural  jjrotectors  fall  off  from 
lis,  finding  themselves  to  be  no  longer  wanted. 
Now  with  you,  what  can  I  fear  ?" 

"  Nothing,  as  I  hope." 

"There  used  to  be  a  time,  and  that  not  so 
long  ago  either,  when  young  gentlemen  and  la- 
dies were  thought  to  be  very  dangerous  to  each 
other  if  they  were  left  alone.  But  projjriety  is 
less  rampant  now,  and  upon  the  whole  virtue 
and  morals,  with  discretion  and  all  that  kind  of 
thing,  have  been  tiie  gainers.  Don't  vou  think 
so?" 

"  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"  All  the  same,  I  don't  like  to  be  caught  in  a 
trap,  Jlr.  Finn." 

"  In  a  tra])?" 

"  Yes,  in  a  trap.  Is  tlicrc  no  trap  here  ?  If 
you  will  say  so,  I  will  acknowledge  myself  to  be 
a  dolt,  and  Avill  beg  your  pardon." 


"  I  hardly  know  what  you  call  a  trap." 

*'  You  were  told  that  I  was  here?" 

He  paused  a  moment  before  he  replied. 
"  Yes,  I  was  told." 

"  I  call  that  a  trap." 

"Am  I  to  blame?" 

"I  don't  say  that  you  set  it,  but  you  use  it." 

"3Iiss  Effingham,  of  course  I  have  used  it. 
You  must  know — I  think  you  must  know — that  I 
have  that  to  say  to  you  which  has  made  me  long 
for  such  an  opportunity  as  this." 

"And  therefore  you  have  called  in  the  assist- 
ance of  your  friend. " 

"  It  is  true." 

' '  In  such  matters  you  should  never  talk  to  any 
one,  jMr.  Finn.  If  you  can  not  fight  your  own 
battle,  no  one  can  fight  it  for  you." 

"Miss  Effingham,  do  you  remember  our  ride 
at  Saulsby  ?" 

"  Very  well ;  as  if  it  were  yesterday." 

"And  do  you  remember  that  I  asked  j-ou  a 
question  which  you  have  never  answered  ?" 

"  I  did  answer  it,  as  well  as  I  knew  how,  so 
that  I  might  tell  you  a  trutii  without  hurting 
you." 

"It  was  necessary  —  is  necessary  —  tliat  I 
should  be  hurt  sorely,  or  made  perfectly  happy. 
Violet  Effingham,  I  have  come  to  you  to  ask 
you  to  be  my  wife ;  to  tell  you  that  I  love  you, 
and  to  ask  for  your  love  in  return.  Whatever 
may  be  my  fate,  the  question  must  be  asked,  and 
an  answer  must  be  given.  I  have  not  hoped 
that  you  should  tell  me  that  j'ou  loved  me — " 

"  For  what  then  have  you  hoped  ?" 

"  For  not  much,  indeed ;  but  if  for  any  thing, 
then  for  some  chance  that  you  might  tell  me 
so  hereafter." 

"  If  I  loved  you,  I  would  tell  you  so  now,  in- 
stantly.    I  give  you  my  word  of  that." 

"  Can  you  never  love  me  ?" 

"What  is  a  woman  to  answer  to  such  a  ques- 
tion ?  No ;  I  believe  never.  I  do  not  think  I 
shall  ever  wish  you  to  be  my  husband.  You  ask 
me  to  be  plain,  and  I  must  be  plain." 

"Is  it  because — ?"  He  paused,  hardly  know- 
ing what  the  question  was  which  he  proposed  to 
himself  to  ask. 

"It  is  for  no  because — for  no  cause  except 
that  simple  one  which  should  make  any  girl  re- 
fuse any  man  whom  she  did  not  love.  Mr. 
Finn,  I  could  say  pleasant  things  to  you  on 
any  other  subject  than  this,  because  I  like 
you." 

"I  know  that  I  have  nothing  to  justify  my 
suit." 

"You  have  every  thing  to  justify  it;  at  least 
I  am  bound  to  jn-csume  that  you  have.  If  you 
love  mc,  you  are  justified." 

"You  know  that  I  love  you." 

"I  am  sorry  that  it  should  ever  have  been  so, 
very  sorry.  I  can  only  hope  that  I  have  not 
been  in  fault." 

"Will  you  try  to  love  mc?" 

"  No  ;  why  should  I  try  ?  If  any  trying  were 
necessary,  I  would  rather  try  not  to  love  you. 
Why  should  I  try  to  do  that  which  would  dis- 
please every  body  belonging  to  me  ?  For  your- 
self, I  admit  your  right  to  address  mc,  and  tell 
you  frankly  that  it  would  not  be  in  vain,  if  I 
loved  you.  But  I  tell  you  as  frankly  that  such 
a  marriage  would  not  jilease  those  whom  I  am 
bound  to  try  to  please." 
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He  paused  a  moment  before  he  spoke  further. 
"I  shall  wait,"  he  said,  "and  come  again." 

"What  am  I  to  say  to  that?  Do  not  tease 
me,  so  that  I  be  driven  to  treat  you  with  lack 
of  courtesy.  Lady  Laura  is  so  much  attach- 
ed to  you,  and  Mr.  Kennedy,  and  Lord  Brent- 
ford— and  indeed  I  may  say,  I  myself  also — 
that  I  trust  there  may  be  nothing  to  mar  our 
good-fellowship.  Come,  Mr.  Finn,  say  that  you 
will  take  an  answer,  and  I  will  give  you  my 
hand." 

"Give  it  me,"  said  he.  She  gave  him  her 
hand,  and  he  put  it  up  to  his  lips  and  pressed  it. 
"I  will  wait  and  come  again,"  he  said.  "I 
will  assuredly  come  again."  Then  he  turned 
from  her  and  went  out  of  the  'house.  At  the 
corner  of  the  square  he  saw  Lady  Laura's  car- 
riage, but  did  not  stop  to  speak  to  her.  And  she 
also  saw  him. 

"So  you  have  had  a  visitor  here,"  said  Lady 
Laura  to  Violet. 

"  Yes ;  I  have  been  caught  in  the  trap." 

"Poor  mouse !  And  has  the  cat  made  a  meal 
of  you  ?" 

"I  fancy  he  has,  after  his  fashion.  There 
be  cats  that  eat  their  mice  without  playing ;  and 
cats  that  play  with  their  mice,  and  then  eat 
them  ;  and  cats  again  which  only  ])lay  with  their 
mice,  and  don't  care  to  eat  them.  JMr.  Finn  is 
a  cat  of  the  latter  kind,  and  has  had  his  after- 
noon's diversion." 

"You  wrong  him  there." 

"  I  think  not,  Laura.  I  do  not  mean  to  say 
that  he  would  not  have  liked  me  to  accept  him. 
But,  if  I  can  see  inside  his  bosom,  such  a  little 
job  as  that  he  has  now  done  will  be  looked  back 
upon  as  one  of  the  past  pleasures  of  his  life  not 
as  a  pain." 


CHAPTER  XLVII. 

MR.    MILDM.\t'S     bill. 

It  will  be  necessary  that  we  shoidd  go  back  in 
our  story  for  a  very  short  period  in  order  that 
the  reader  may  be  told  that  Phineas  Finn  was 
duly  re-elected  at  Loughton  after  his  appoint- 
ment at  the  Treasury  Board.  There  was  some 
little  trouble  at  Loughton,  and  something  more 
of  expense  tlian  he  had  before  encountered. 
Mr.  Qaintus  Slide  absolutely  came  down,  and 
was  jiroposed  by  Mr.  Vellum  for  the  borough. 
Mr.  Vellum  being  a  gentleman  learned  in  the 
law,  and  hostile  to  the  interests  of  the  noble  own- 
er of  Saulsby,  was  able  to  raise  a  little  trouble 
against  our  hero.  Mr.  vSlide  was  proposed  by 
Mr.  Vellum,  and  seconded  by  Mr.  Vellum's 
clerk  —  though,  as  it  afterward  appeared,  Mr. 
Vellum's  clerk  was  not,  in  truth,  an  elector  — 
and  went  to  the  poll  like  a  man.  He  received 
three  votes,  and  at  twelve  o'clock  withdrew. 
This  in  itself  could  hardly  have  afforded  com- 
pensation for  the  expense  which  Mr.  Slide  or  his 
backers  must  have  encountered  ;  but  he  had  an 
opportunity  of  making  a  speech,  every  word  of 
which  was  reported  in  the  People's  Banner ;  and 
if  the  speech  was  made  in  the  language  given  in 
the  report,  ]\Ir.  Slide  was  really  possessed  of  some 
oratorical  power.  Most  of  those  who  read  the 
speecli  in  the  columns  of  the  People's  Banner 
were  probably  not  aware  how  favorable  an  op- 


'  portunity  of  retouching  his  sentences  in  type  had 
been  given  to  Mr.  Slide  by  the  fact  of  his  con- 
nection with  the  newspaper.     The  speech  had 
been  very  severe  upon  our  hero ;  and  though  the 
j  speaker  had  been  so  hooted  and  pelted  at  Lough- 
j  ton   as  to  have  been  altogether  inaudible — so 
maltreated  that  in  point  of  fact  he  had  not  been 
able  to  speak  above  a  tenth  part  of  his  speech  at 
;  all — nevertheless,  the  speech  did  give  Phineas  a 
'  certain  amount  of  pain.     Why  Phineas  should 
have  read  it,  who  can  tell?     But  who  is  there 
I  that  abstains  from  reading  that  which  is  printed 
in  abuse  of  himself? 

I  In  the  speech  as  it  was  printed  'Mr.  Slide  de- 
'  clared  that  he  had  no  tliought  of  being  returned 
for  the  borough.  He  knew  too  well  how  the  bor- 
ough was  managed,  what  slaves  the  electors 
were ;  how  they  groaned  under  a  tyranny  from 
which  hitherto  they  had  been  unable  to  release 
themselves.  Of  course  the  Earl's  nominee,  his 
lackey,  as  the  honorable  gentleman  might  be 
called,  would  be  returned.  The  Earl  could  or- 
der them  to  return  whichever  of  his  lackeys  he 
pleased.  There  is  something  peculiarly  pleasing 
to  the  democratic  ear  in  the  word  lackey ! 
Any  one  serving  a  big  man,  whatever  the  serv- 
ice may  be,  is  tlie  big  man's  lackey  in  the  Peo- 
ple's Banner.  The  speech  throughout  was  very 
bitter.  Mr.  Phineas  Finn,  who  had  picviously 
served  in  Parliament  as  the  lackey  of  an  Irish 
earl,  and  had  been  turned  off  by  him,  had  now 
fallen  into  the  service  of  the  English  earl,  and 
was  the  lackey  chosen  for  the  present  occasion. 
But  he,  Quintus  Slide,  who  boasted  himself  to 
be  a  man  of  the  people,  he  could  tell  them  that 
the  days  of  their  thraldom  were  coming  to  an 
end,  and  that  their  enfranchisement  was  near  at 
hand.  That  friend  of  the  people,  IMr.  Turnbull, 
had  a  clause  in  his  breeches-pocket  which  ho 
would  either  force  down  the  unwilling  throat  of 
Mr.  Mildmay,,or  else  drive  the  imbecile  Premier 
from  office  by  carrying  it  in  his  teeth.  Lough- 
ton, as  Loughton,  must  be  destroyed,  but  it 
should  be  born  again  in  a  better  birth  as  a  part 
of  a  real  electoral  district,  sending  a  real  mem- 
ber, chosen  by  a  real  constituency,  to  a  real  Par- 
liament. In  those  days — and  they  would  come 
soon  —  Mr.  Quintus  Slide  rather  thought  that 
Mr.  Phineas  Finn  would  be  found  "nowhere," 
and  he  rather  thought  also  that  when  lie  show- 
ed himself  again,  as  he  certainly  should  do,  in 
the  midst  of  that  democratic  electoral  district  as 
the  popular  candidate  for  the  honor  of  represent- 
ing it  in  Parliament,  that  democratic  electoral 
district  would  accord  to  him  a  reception  very 
different  from  that  which  he  was  now  receiving 
from  the  Earl's  lackeys  in  the  Parliamentary 
village  of  Loughton.  A  prettier  bit  of  fiction 
than  these  sentences  as  composing  a  part  of  any 
speech  delivered,  or  proposed  to  be  delivered,  at 
Loughton,  Phineas  thought  he  had  never  seen. 
And  when  he  read  at  the  close  of  the  speech 
that  though  the  Earl's  hired  bullies  did  their 
worst,  the  remarks  of  JMr.  Slide  were  received  by 
the  people  with  reiterated  cheering,  he  threw 
himself  back  in  his  chair  at  the  Treasury  and 
roared.  The  poor  fellow  had  been  three"  min- 
utes on  his  legs,  had  received  three  rotten  eggs, 
and  one  dead  dog,  and  had  retired.  But  not 
the  half  of  the  speech  as  printed  in  tlie  People's 
Banner  had  been  quoted.  The  sins  of  Phineas, 
who  in  spite  of  his  inability  to  open  his  mouth 
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in  public  had  been  made  a  Treasury  back  by  the 
aristocratic  influence — "by  aristocratic  influ- 
ence not  confined  to  the  male  sex" — were  de- 
scribed at  great  length,  and  in  such  language  that 
Phineas  for  a  while  was  fool  enough  to  think 
that  it  would  be  his  duty  to  belabor  Mr.  Slide 
with  a  horsewhip.  This  notion,  however,  did 
not  endure  long  with  him,  and  when  Mr.  Monk 
told  him  that  things  of  that  kind  came  as  a  mat-  j 
ter  of  course,  he  was  comforted. 

But  be  found  it  much  more  difficult  to  obtain 
comfort  when  he  weighed  the  arguments  brought 
forward  against  the  abominations  of  such  a  bor-  ^ 
ough  as  that  for  which  be  sat,  and  reflected  that 
if  Mr.  TurnbuU  brought  forward  his  clause,  he, 
Phineas  Finn,  would  be  bound  to  vote  against 
the  clause,  knowing  the  clause  to  be  right,  be- 
cause he  was  a  servant  of  the  Government.  The 
arguments, even  though  they  appeared  in  the  Peo- 
ple's Banner,  were  true  arguments ;  and  be  had 
on  one  occasion  admitted  tlieir  truth  to  his  friend  ; 
Lady  Laura  iu  the  presence  of  that  great  Cab-  | 
inet  Minister,  her  husband.  "What  business 
has  such  a  man  as  that  down  there  ?  Is  there  a 
single  creature  who  wants  him  ?"  Lady  Laura 
had  said.  "  I  don't  suppose  any  body  does  want 
Mr.  Quintus  Slide,"  Phineas  had  replied  ;  "but 
I  am  disposed  to  think  the  electoi's  should  choose 
the  man  they  do  want,  and  that  at  present  they 
have  no  clioice  left  to  them."  "  They  are  quite 
satisfied,"  said  Lady  Laura,  angrily.  "Then, 
Lady  Lam-a,"  continued  Phineas,  "that  alone 
should  be  suificient  to  prove  that  their  privilege 
of  returning  a  member  to  Parliament  is  too  much 
for  them.  We  can't  defend  it."  "  It  is  defend- 
ed by  tradition,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy.  "  And  by 
its  great  utility,"  said  Lady  Laura,  bowing  to  the 
young  member  who  was  present,  and  forgetting 
that  very  useless  old  gentleman,  her  cousin,  who 
had  sat  for  the  borough  for  many  years.  "In 
this  country  it  doesn't  do  to  go  too  fast,"  said 
Mr.  Kennedy.  "  And  then  the  mixture  of  vul- 
garity, falsehood,  and  pretense !"  said  Lady 
Laura,  shuddering  as  her  mind  recurred  to  the 
fact  that  Mr.  Quintus  Slide  had  contaminated 
Lougliton  by  bis  presence.  "I  am  told  that 
they  hardly  let  him  leave  the  place  alive." 

Whatever  iNIr.  Kennedy  and  Lady  Laura 
might  think  about  Loughton  and  the  general 
question  of  small  boroughs,  it  was  found  by  the 
Government,  to  their  great  cost,  that  Mr.  Turn- 
bull's  clause  was  a  reality.  After  two  months 
of  bard  work,  all  questions  of  franchise  had  been 
settled,  rating  and  renting,  new  and  new-fangled, 
fancy  franchises  and  those  which  no  one  fancied, 
franchises  for  boroughs  and  franchises  for  coun- 
ties, franchises  single,  dual,  three-cornered,  and 
four -sided — by  various  clauses  to  which  the 
Committee  of  the  whole  House  bad  agreed  after 
some  score  of  divisions — the  matter  of  the  fran- 
chise had  been  settled.  No  doubt  there  was  the 
House  of  Lords,  and  there  might  yet  be  ship- 
wreck. But  it  was  generally  believed  that  the 
Lords  would  hardly  look  at  the  bill — that  they 
would  not  even  venture  on  an  amendment. 
The  Lords  would  only  be  too  happy  to  let  the 
matter  be  settled  by  the  Commons  themselves. 
But  then,  after  the  franchise,  came  redistribu- 
tion. How  sick  of  the  subject  were  all  members 
of  the  Government,  no  one  could  tell  who  did 
not  see  their  weary  faces.  The  whole  House 
was  sick,  having  been  whipped  into  various  lob- 


bies, night  after  night,  during  the  heat  of  the 
summer,  for  weeks  past.  Redistribution!  Why 
should  there  be  any  redistribution  ?  They  bad 
got,  or  would  get,  a  beautiful  franchise.  Could 
they  not  see  what  that  would  do  for  them  ? 
W^by  redistribute  any  thing?  But,  alas,  it  was 
too' late  to  go  back  to  so  blessed  an  idea  as  that  I 
Redistribution  they  must  have.  But  there 
should  be  as  little  redistribution  as  possible. 
Men  were  sick  of  it  all,  and  would  not  be  exi- 
geant.  Something  should  be  done  for  over- 
grown counties  ;  something  for  new  towns  which 
had  prospered  in  brick  and  mortar.  It  would 
be  easy  to  crush  up  a  peccant  borough  or  two 
— a  borough  that  had  been  discovered  in  its  sin. 
And  a  few  boroughs  now  blessed  with  two  mem- 
bers might  consent  to  be  blessed  only  with  one. 
Fifieen  small  clauses  might  settle  the  redistribu- 
tion, in  spite  of  Mr.  Turnbull,  if  only  Mr.  Datv — 
beny  would  be  good-natured.       """      " 

Neither  the  weather,  which  was  very  hot,  nor 
the  tedium  of  the  session,  which  had  been  very 
great,  nor  the  anxiety  of  Ministers,  which  was 
very  pressing,  had  any  effect  in  impairing  the 
energy  of  Mr.  Turnbull.     He  was  as  instant,  as 
oratorical,  as  hostile,  as  indignant  about  redistri- 
bution as  he  had  been  about  fheTragcEser    He 
bad  been  sure  then,  and  he  was  sure  now,  that 
Ministers  desired  to  burke  the  question,  to  de- 
,  ceive  the  people,  to  produce  a  bill  that  should  be 
no  bill.     He  brought  out  his  clause — and  made 
Loughton  bis  instance.     "Would  the  honorable 
:  gentleman  who  sat  lowest  on  the  Treasury  bench 
!  — who  at  this  moment  was  in  sweet  confidential 
1  intercourse  with  the  right  honorable  gentleman 
I  now  President  of  the  Board  of  Trade,  who  had 
once  been  a  friend   of  the  people — would  the 
1  young  Lord  of  the  Treasury  get  up  in  his  place 
and  tell  them  that  no  peer  of  Parliament  had  at 
I  present  a  voice  in  sending  a  member  to  their 
j  House  of  Commons — that  no  peer  would  have  a 
I  voice  if  this  bill,  as  proposed  by  the  Government, 
were  passed  in  its  present  useless,  inettectual, 
conservative,  and  most  dishonest  form  ?" 

Phineas,  who  replied  to  this,  and  who  told 
Mr.  Turnbull  that  he  himself  could  not  answer 
for  any  peers — but  that  he  thought  it  probable 
that  most  peers  would,  by  their  opinions,  some- 
what influence  the  opinions  of  some  electors — 
was  thought  to  have  got  out  of  his  difficulty  very 
well.  'iBut  there  was  the  clause  of  Mr.  Turnbull 
to  be  dealt  with — a  clause  directly  disfranchising 
seven  single-winged  boroughs,  of  which  Lough- 
ton was  of  course  one — a  clause  to  which  the 
Government  must  either  submit  or  object.  Sub- 
mission would  be  certain  defeat  in  one  way,  and 
objection  would  be  as  certain  defeat  in  another 
— if  the  gentlemen  on  the  other  side  were  not 
disposed  to  assist  the  ministers.  It  was  said  that 
the  Cabinet  was  divided.  Mr.  Gresham  and 
Mr.  Monk  were  for  letting  the  seven  boroughs 
go.  Mr.  j\Iildmay  could  not  bring  himself  to 
obej'  Mr.  Turnbull,  and  ^Ir.  Palliser  sujiported 
him.  When  Mr.  Mildmay  was  told  that  Mr. 
Daiibcny  would  certainly  go  into  the  same  lobby 
with  Mr.  Turnbull  respecting  the  seven  boroughs, 
he  was  reported  to  have  said  that  in  that  case 
Mr.  Daubeny  must  be  prepared  with  a  Govern- 
ment. Mr.  Daubeny  made  a  beautiful  speech 
about  the  seven  boroughs  ; — the  seven  sins,  and 
seven  stars,  and  seven  churches,  and  seven  lamps. 
He  would  make  no  party  question  of  this.     Gen- 
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tlemen  who  usually  acted  with  him  would  vote 
as  their  own  sense  of  right  or  wrong  directed 
tliem ;  —  from  which  expression  of  a  special 
sanction  it  was  considered  that  these  gentlemen 
were  not  accustomed  to  exercise  the  privilege 
now  accorded  to  them.  But  in  regarding  the 
question  as  one  of  right  and  wrong,  and  in  look- 
ing at  what  he  believed  to  be  both  the  wish  of 
the  country  and  its  interests,  he,  I\Ir.  Daubeny — 
he,  himself,  being  simply  an  humble  member  of 
tliat  House  —  must  support  the  clause  of  the 
honorable  gentleman.  Almost  all  those  to  whom 
had  been  surrendered  the  privilege  of  using  their 
own  judgment  for  that  occasion  only  used  it  dis- 
creetly— as  their  chief  had  used  it  himself — and 
Mr.  Turnbull  carried  his  clause  by  a  majority  of 
fifteen.  It  was  then  3  a.m.,  and  Mr.  Greshara 
rising  after  the  division,  said  that  his  right  honor- 
able friend  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treasury  was 
too  tired  to  return  to  the  House,  and  had  re- 
quested him  to  state  that  the  Government  would 
declare  their  purpose  at  G  p.m.  on  the  following 
evening. 

Phincas,  though  he  had  made  his  little  speech 
iii^fiSwer  to  Mr.  Turnbull  with  good-humored 
flippancy,  had  recorded  his  vote  in  favor  of  the 
seven  JjorougSs^liir  a  sore  heart-  Much  as  he 
'Hisliked  Mr.  Turnbull,  he  knew  that  Mr.  Turn- 
bull  was  right  in  this.  He  had  spoken  to  Mr. 
Monk  on  the  subject,  as  it  were,  asking  Mr. 
ISIonk's  permission  to  throw  up  his  office,  and 
vote  against  Mr.  ]\Iildmay.  But  Mr.  Monk  was 
angry  with  him,  telling  him  that  his  conscience 
was  of  that  restless,  uneasy  sort  which  is  neither 
useful  nor  manly.  "We  all  know,"  said  Mr. 
Monk,  "and  none  better  than  Mr.  Mildmay, 
that  we  can  n^ot  justify  such  a^borou^li  as  Lough- 
ton  byThe  tlTeory^orour  paJ'liamentary  repre- 
.;gentatioh — anymore  than  we  can  justify  the  fiict 
that  Huntingdonshire  should  return  as  many 
members  as  the  East  Riding.  There  must  be 
compromises,  and  you  should  trust  toothers  who 
have  studied  the  matter  more  thoroughly  than 
you,  to  say  how  far  the  compromise  sliould  go  , 
at  the  present  moment." 

"  It  is  the  influence  of  the  peer,  not  the  paucity 
of  the  electors,"  said  Phineas. 

"  And  has  no  peer  any  influence  in  a  county  ? 
AYould  you  disfrancliise  Westmoreland  ?  Be- 
lieve me,  Finn,  if  you  want  to  be  useful,  you  must 
submit  yourself  in  such  matters  to  those  with 
whom  you  act." 

Phineas  had  no  answer  to  make,  but  he  was 
not  happy  in  his  mind.     And  he  was  the  less 
happy,  perhaps,  because  he  was  very  sure  that , 
Mr.  Mildmay  would  be  beaten.     Mr.  Low  in 
these  days  harassed  him  sorely.     Mr.  Low  was  ; 
very  keen  against  such  boroughs  as  Loughton, 
declaring  that  I\Ir.  Daubeny  was  quite  right  to 
join  his  standard  to  that  of  Jlr.  Turnbull  on  such  i 
an  issue.     Mr.  Low  was  the  reformer  now,  and 
Phineas  found  himself  obliged  to  fight  a  losing 
battle  on  behalf  of  an  acknowledged  abuse.     He  : 
never  went  near  Bunco ;  but,  unfortunately  for  ' 
him,  Bunce  caught  him  once  in  the  street,  and 
showed  him  no  mercy.     "  Slide  was  a  little  'eavy 
on  you  in  the  Banner  the  other  day — eh,  Mr. 
Finn  ?  too  'eavy,  as  I  told  him." 

"Mr.  Slide  can  be  just  as  heavy  as  he  pleases, 
Bunce." 

"That's  in  course.     The  press  is  free,  thank 
God,  as  yet.     But  it  wasn't  any  good  rattling 
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away  at  the  Earl's  little  borough  when  it's  sure 
to  go.     Of  course  it'll  go,  Mr.  Finn." 

"I  think  it  will." 

"The  whole  seven  on 'em.  The 'ouse  couldn't 
but  do  it.  They  tell  me  it's  all  Mr.  Mildmay's 
own  work,  sticking  out  for  keeping  on  'em. 
He's  very  old,  and  so  we'll  forgive  him.  But 
he  must  go,  Mr.  Finn." 

"We  shall  know  all  about  that  soon,  Bunce." 
'  "If  you  don't  get  another  seat,  Mr.  Finn,  I 
suppose  we  shall  see  you  back  at  the  Inn.  I 
hope  we  may.  It's  better  than  being  member 
for  Loughton,  Mr.  Finn ;  you  may  be  sure  of 
that."     And  then  Mr.  Bunce  passed  on. 

Mr.  Turnbull  carried  his  clause,  and  Lough- 
ton was  doomed.  Loughton  and  the  other  six 
deadly  sins  were  anathematized,  exorcised,  and 
finally  got  rid  of  out  of  the  world  by  the  voices 
of  gentlemen  who  had  been  proclaiming  the 
beaut}'  of  such  pleasant  vices  all  their  lives,  and/ 
who  in  their  hearts  hated  all  changes  that  tend- 
ed toward  popular  representation.  But  not  the 
less  wasINIr.  Mildmay  beaten ;  and,  in  accordance 
with  the  promise  made  by  his  first  lieutenant/ 
immediately  after  the  vote  was  taken,  tliePrime-l 
minister  came  forward  on  the  next  evening  and 
made  his  statement.  He  had  already  put  his 
resignation  into  the  hands  of  Her  Majesty,  and'i 
Her  Majesty  had  graciously  accepted  it.  He 
was  very  old,  and  felt  that  the  time  had  come  in 
which  it  behooved  him  to  retire  into  that  leisure 
which  he  thought  he  had,  perhaps,  earned.  He 
had  hoped  to  carry  this  bill  as  the  last  act  of  his 
political  life ;  but  he  was  too  old,  too  stiff',  as  he 
said,  in  his  prejudices,  to  bend  further  than  he 
had  bent  already,  and  he  must  leave  the  comple- 
tion of  the  matter  in  other  hands.  Her  Majesty 
had  sent  for  ^Ir.  Gresham,  and  ]\Ir.  Gresham 
had  already  seen  Her  Majesty.  Mr.  Gresham 
and  his  other  colleagues,  though  they  dissented 
from  the  clause  which  had  been  carried  by  the 
united  efforts  of  gentlemen  opposite  to  him,  and 
of  gentlemen  below  him  on  his  own  side  of  the 
House,  were  younger  men  than  he,  and  would, 
for  the  country's  sake — and  for  the  sake  of  Her 
Majesty  —  endeavor  to  carry  the  bill  through. 
There  would  then,  of  course,  be  a  dissolution, 
and  the  future  Government  would,  no  doubt,  de- 
pend on  the  choice  of  the  country.  From  all 
which  it  was  understood  that  Mr.  Gresham  was 
to  go  on  with  the  bill  to  a  conclusion,  whatever 
might  be  the  divisions  carried  against  him,  and 
that  a  new  Secretary  of  State  for  Foreign  Affairs 
must  be  chosen.  Phineas  understood,  also,  that 
he  had  lost  his  seat  at  Loughton.  For  the  bor- 
ough of  Loughton  there  would  never  again  be  an 
election.  "  If  I  had  been  ]\Ir.  Mildmay,  I  would 
have  thrown  the  bill  up  altogether,"  Lord  Brent- 
ford said  afterward;  "but  of  course  it  was  not 
for  me  to  interfere." 

The  session  was  protracted  for  two  months 
after  that  —  beyond  the  time  at  which  grouse 
should  have  been  shot — and  by  the  23d  of  Au- 
gust became  the  law  of  the  land.  "  I  shall 
never  get  over  it,"  said  Mr.  Ratler  to  Mr.  Finn, 
seated  one  terribly  hot  evening  on  a  bench  be- 
hind the  Cabinet  Ministers,  "  never,  I  don't 
suppose  such  a  session  for  work  was  ever  known 
before.  Think  what  it  is  to  have  to  keep  men 
together  in  August,  with  the  thermometer  at  81°, 
and  the  river  stinking  like — like  the  very  mis- 
chief."    Mr.  Ratler  however  did  not  die. 
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On  the  last  day  of  the  season  Lam-ence  Fitz- 
gibbon  resigned.  Rumors  reached  the  ears  of 
Phineas  as  to  the  cause  of  this,  but  no  certain 
cause  was  told  him.  It  was  said  that  Lord 
Cantrip  had  insisted  upon  it,  Laurence  having 
by  mischance  been  called  upon  for  some  official 
statement  during  an  unfortunate  period  of  ab- 
sence. There  was,  however,  a  mystery  about 
it ;  but  the  mystery  was  not  half  so  wondefful  as 
the  triumph  to  Phineas,  when  3Ir.  Gresham  of- 
fered him  the  place. 

"But  I  shall  have  no  seat,"  said  Phineas. 

"  "VYc  shall  none  of  us  have  seats  to-morrow," 
said  Mr.  Gresham. 

"  But  I  shall  be  at  a  loss  to  find  a  place  to 
stand  for." 

' '  The  election  will  not  come  on  till  November, 
and  you  must  look  about  you.  Both  Mr.  IMonk 
and  Lord  Brentford  seem  to  think  you  will  be  in 
the  House." 

And  so  the  bill  was  carried,  and  the  session 
was  ended. 


CHAPTER  XLVIII. 

"the  DUlvE." 

By  the  middle  of  September  there  was  as- 
sembled a  large  party  at  Matching  Priory,  a 
country  mansion  belonging  to  Mr.  Plantagenet 
Palliser.  The  men  had  certainly  been  chosen 
in  reference  to  their  political  feelings  and  posi- 
tion, for  there  was  not  a  guest  in  the  house  who 
]^hd  voted  for  Mr.  Turnbull's  clause,  or  the  wife 
/or  daughter,  or  sister  of  any  one  who  had  so 
voted.  Indeed,  in  these  days  politics  ran  so 
high  that  among  politicians  all  social  gatherings 
were  brought  together  with  some  reference  to 
the  state  of  parties.  Phineas  was  invited,  and 
when  he  arrived  at  IMatching  he  found  that  half 
the  Cabinet  was  there.  Mr.  Kennedy  was  not 
there,  nor  was  Lady  Laura.  Mr.  Monk  was 
there,  and  the  Duke — with  the  Duchess,  and 
]\Ir.  Gresham,  and  Lord  Thrift;  Mrs.  Max 
Goesler  was  there  also,  and  IMrs.  Bonteen — Mr. 
Bonteen  being  detained  somewhere  out  of  the 
way;  and  Violet  Effingham  was  expected  in 
two  days,  and  Lord  Chiltern  at  the  end  of  the 
week.  Lady  Glencora  took  an  opportunity  of 
imparting  this  latter  information  to  Phineas  \evy 
soon  after  his  arrival ;  and  Phineas,  as  he  watch- 
ed her  eye  and  her  moutli  while  she  spoke,  was 
quite  sure  that  Lady  Glencora  knew  the  stoiy 
of  the  duel.  "  I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  him 
again,"  said  Phineas.  "That  is  all  right,"  said 
Lady  Glencora.  There  were  also  there  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Grey,  who  were  great  friends  of  the  Palli- 
sers — and  on  the  very  day  on  which  Phineas 
reached  Matching,  at  half  an  hour  before  the 
time  for  dressing,  the  Duke  of  Omnium  arrived. 
Now,  Mr.  Palliser  was  the  Duke's  nephew  and 
heir,  and  the  Duke  of  Omnium  was  a  very  great 
person  indeed.  I  hardly  know  why  it  should 
have  been  so,  but  the  Duke  of  Omnium  was  cer- 
tainly a  greater  man  in  public  estimation  than 
the  other  duke  then  present — the  Duke  of  St. 
Bungay.  The  Duke  of  St.  Bungay  was  a  useful 
man,  and  had  been  so  all  his  life,  sitting  in  Cab- 
inets and  serving  his  country,  constant  as  any 
peer  in  the  House  of  Lords,  always  ready  to  take 
on  his  own  shoulders  any  troublesome  work  re- 


quired of  him,  than  whom  Mr.  Mildmay,  and 
Mr.  jNIildmay's  predecessor  at  the  head  of  the 
liberal  party,  had  had  no  more  devoted  adherent. 
But  the  Duke  of  Omnium  had  never  yet  done  a 
day's  work  on  behalf  of  his  country.  They  both 
wore  the  garter,  the  Duke  of  St.  Bungay  having 
earned  it  by  service,  the  Duke  of  Omnium  hav- 
ing been  decorated  with  the  blue  i-ibbon — because 
he  was  Duke  of  Omnium.  The  one  was  a  moral 
good  man,  a  good  husband,  a  good  father,  and  a 
good  friend.  The  other — did  not  bear  quite  so 
high  a  reputation .  But  men  and  women  thought 
but  little  of  the  Duke  of  St.  Bungay,  while  the 
other  duke  was  regarded  with  an  almost  rever- 
ential awe.  I  think  the  secret  lay  in  the  simple 
fact  that  the  Duke  of  Omnium  had  not  been 
common  in  the  eyes  of  the  people.  He  had  con- 
trived to  envelop  himself  in  something  of  the 
ancient  mystery  of  wealth  and  rank.  Within 
three  minutes  of  the  Duke's  arrival  ^Irs.  Bonteen, 
with  an  air  of  great  importance,  whispered  a 
word  to  Phineas.  "He  has  come.  He  arrived 
exactly  at  seven!" 

"Who  has  come?"  Phineas  asked. 

"The  Duke  of  Omnium!"  she  said,  almost 
reprimanding  him  by  her  tone  of  voice  for  his 
indifference.  "There  has  been  a  great  doubt 
whether  or  no  he  would  show  himself  at  last. 
Lady  Glencora  told  me  that  he  never  will  pledge 
himself.     I  am  so  glad  he  has  come." 

"I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  him,"  said  Phineas. 

"Oh,  I  have  seen  him — a  magnificent-look- 
ing man !  I  think  it  is  so  very  nice  of  Lady 
Glencora  getting  him  to  meet  us.  It  is  very 
rarely  that  he  will  join  a  great  party,  but  they  say 
Lady  Glencora  can  do  any  thing  with  him  since 
the  heir  was  born.  I  suppose  you  have  heard 
all  about  that." 

"  No,"  said  Phineas ;  "  I  have  heard  nothing 
of  the  heir,  but  I  know  that  there  are  three  or 
four  babies." 

"  There  was  no  heir,  you  know,  for  a  year  and 
a  half,  and  they  were  all  an  desespoir ;  and  the 
Duke  was  very  nearly  quarreling  with  his  neph- 
ew ;  and  I\Ir.  Palliser — ;  you  know  it  had  very 
nearly  come  to  a  separation." 

"I  don't  know  any  thing  at  all  about  it,"  said 
Phineas,  who  was  not  very  fond  of  the  lady  who 
was  giving  him  the  information. 

"  It  is  so,  I  can  assure  you  ;  but  since  the  boy 
was  born  Lady  Glencora  can  do  any  thing  with 
tlie  Duke.  She  made  him  go  to  Ascot  last 
spring,  and  he  presented  her  with  the  favorite 
for  one  of  the  races  on  the  very  morning  the  horse 
ran.  They  say  he  gave  three  thousand  pounds 
for  him." 

"  And  did  Lady  Glencora  win?" 

"  No  ;  the  horse  lost ;  and  Jlr.  Palliser  has  nev- 
er known  what  to  do  with  him  since.  But  it 
was  very  pretty  of  the  Duke,  was  it  not  ?" 

Phineas,  though  he  had  intended  to  show  to 
Mrs.  Bonteen  how  little  he  thought  about  the 
Duke  of  Omnium — how  small  was  his  respect 
for  a  great  peer  who  took  no  part  in  politics — 
could  not  protect  himself  from  a  certain  feeling 
of  anxiety  as  to  the  aspect  and  gait  and  words 
of  the  man  of  whom  people  thouglit  so  much,  of 
whom  he  liad  heard  so  often,  and  of  wliom  he 
had  seen  so  little.  He  told  himself  that  the 
Duke  of  Omnium  should  be  no  more  to  him  th.nn 
any  other  man,  but  yet  tlie  Duke  of  Omnium 
was  more  to  him  than  other  men.     When  he 


PHIXEAS  FINN,  THE  IKISH  MEMBER. 


147 


came  down  into  the  drawing-room  he  was  angry 
with  himself,  and  stood  apart;  and  was  then  an- 
gr}' with  himself  again  because  he  stood  apart. 
Why  sliould  he  make  a  difference  in  his  own 
bearing  because  there  was  such  a  man  in  the 
company  ?  And  yet  he  could  not  avoid  it. 
When  he  entered  the  room  the  Duke  was  stand- 
in^  in  a  large  bow-window,  and  two  or  three  la- 
dies and  two  or  three  men  were  standing  round 
him.  rhineas  would  not  go  near  the  group, 
telling  himself  that  he  would  not  approach  a  man 
so  grand  as  was  the  Duke  of  Omnium.  He  saw 
Madame  Jlax  Goesler  among  the  party,  and  aft- 
er a  while  he  saw  her  retreat.  As  she  retreated, 
Phineas  knew  that  some  word  from  IMadame 
Max  Goesler  had  not  been  received  with  the 
graciousness  which  she  had  expected.  There 
was  the  prettiest  smile  in  the  world  on  the  lady's 
face,  and  she  took  a  corner  on  a  sofa  with  an  air 
of  perfect  satisfaction.  But  yet  Phineas  knew 
that  she  had  received  a  wound. 

"  I  called  twice  on  you  in  London,"  said  Fhm- 
eas,  coming  up  close  to  her,  "  but  was  not  for- 
tunate enough  to  find  you  !" 

"Yes  ;  but  you  came  so  late  in  the  season  as 
to  make  it  impossible  that  there  should  be  any 
arrangements  for  our  meeting.  What  can  any 
woman  do  when  a  gentleman  calls  on  her  in 
August  ?" 

"  I  came  in  July." 

"Yes,  you  did";  on  the  31st.  I  keep  the 
most  accurate  record  of  all  such  things,  ]\Ir.  Finn. 
But  let  us  hope  that  we  may  have  better  luck  next 
year.  In  the  mean  time,  we  can  only  enjoy  the 
good  things  that  are  going." 

"  Socially,  or  politically,  Madame  Goesler  ?" 

"  Oh,  socially.  How  can  I  mean  any  thing 
else  when  the  Duke  of  Omnium  is  here  ?  I  feel 
so  much  taller  at  being  in  the  same  house  with 
him.  Do  not  yon?  But  you  are  a  spoiled  child 
of  fortune,  and  perhaps  you  have  met  him  be- 
fore." 

"  I  think  I  once  saw  the  back  of  a  hat  in  the 
park,  and  somebody  told  me  that  the  Duke's  head 
was  inside  it." 

"  And  you  have  never  seen  him  but  that 
once  ?" 

"  Never  but  that  once — till  now." 

"  And  do  not  you  feel  elated  ?" 

"  Of  course  I  do.  For  what  do  you  take  me, 
Sladame  Goesler?" 

"I  do — immensely.  I  believe  him  to  be  a 
fool,  and  I  never  heard  of  his  doing  a  kind  act 
to  any  body  in  my  life." 

"Not  when  he  gave  the  racehorse  to  Lady 
Glencora  ?" 

"I  wonder  whether  that  was  true.  Did  you 
ever  hear  of  such  an  absurdity  ?  As  I  was  say- 
ing, I  don't  think  he  ever  did  any  thing  for  any 
body ;  but  then,  you  know,  to  be  Duke  of  Om- 
nium! It  isn't  necessary — is  it — that  a  Duke 
of  Omnium  should  do  any  thing  except  be  Duke 
of  Omnium  ?" 

At  this  moment  Lady  Glencora  came  up  to 
Phineas,  and  took  him  across  to  the  Duke.  The 
Duke  had  expressed  a  desire  to  be  introduced  to 
him.  Phineas,  half-pleased  and  half-disgusted, 
had  no  alternative,  and  followed  Lady  Glencora. 
The  Duke  shook  hands  with  him,  and  made  a 
little  bow,  and  said  something  about  the  garrot- 
ers,  which  Phineas,  in  his  confusion,  did  not 
quite  understand.     He  tried  to  reply  as  he  would 


have  replied  to  any  body  else ;  but  the  weight  of 
the  Duke's  majesty  was  too  much  for  him,  and 
he  bungled.  The  Duke  made  another  little 
bow,  and  in  a  moment  was  speaking  a  word  of 
condescension  to  some  other  favored  individual. 
Phineas  retreated  altogether  disgusted — hating 
the  Duke,  but  hating  himself  worse;  but  he 
would  not  retreat  in  the  direction  of  Madame 
Max  Goesler.  It  might  suit  that  lady  to  take  an 
instant  little  revenge  for  her  discomfiture,  but  it 
did  not  suit  him  to  do  so.  The  question  with 
him  would  be,  whether  in  some  future  part  of 
his  career  it  might  not  be  his  duty  to  assist  in 
putting  down  Dukes  of  Omnium. 

At  dinner  Phineas  sat  between  Mrs.  Bonteen 
and  the  Duchess  of  St.  Bungay,  and  did  not  find 
himself  very  happy.  At  the  other  end  of  the  ta- 
ble the  Duke — the  great  Duke,  was  seated  at 
Lady  Glencora's  right  hand,  and  on  his  other 
side  Fortune  had  placed  Madame  Max  Goesler. 
The  greatest  interest  which  Phineas  had  during 
the  dinner  was  in  watching  the  operations — the 
triumphantly  successful  operations  of  that  lady. 
Before  dinner  she  had  been  wounded  by  the 
duke.  The  duke  had  not  condescended  to  ac- 
cord the  honor  of  his  little  bow  of  graciousness  to 
some  little  flattering  morsel  of  wit  which  the  lady 
had  uttered  on  his  behoof.  She  had  said  a  sharp 
word  or  two  in  her  momentary  anger  to  Phineas ; 
but  when  Fortune  was  so  good  to  her  in  that 
matter  of  her  place  at  dinner,  she  was  not  fool 
enough  to  throw  away  her  chance.  Throughout 
the  soup  and  fish  she  was  very  quiet.  She  said 
a  word  or  two  after  herfirst  glass  of  champagne. 
The  Duke  refused  two  dishes,  one  after  another, 
and  then  she  glided  into  conversation.  By  the 
time  that  he  had  his  roast-mutton  before  him 
she  was  in  full  play,  and  as  she  eat  her  peach, 
the  Duke  was  bending  over  her  with  his  most 
gracious  smile. 

"  Didn't  you  think  the  session  was  very  long, 
Mr.  Finn  ?"  said  the  Duchess  to  Phineas. 

"Very  long  indeed,  Duchess,"  said  Phineas, 
with  his  attention  still  fixed  on  Madame  Max 
Goesler. 

"  The  Duke  found  it  very  troublesome." 

"I  dare  say  he  did,"  said  Phineas.  That 
duke  and  that  duchess  were  no  more  than  any 
other  man  and  any  other  man's  wife.  The  ses- 
sion had  not  been  longer  to  the  Duke  of  St.  Bun- 
gay than  to  all  the  public  servants.  Phineas 
had  the  greatest  possible  respect  for  the  Duke  of 
St.  Bungay,  but  he  could  not  take  much  interest 
in  the  wailings  of  the  Duchess  on  her  husband's 
behalf. 

"  And  things  do  seem  to  be  so  very  uncom- 
fortable now,"  said  the  Duchess — thinking  part- 
ly of  the  resignation  of  Jlr.  Mildmay,  and  partly 
of  the  fact  that  her  own  old  peculiar  maid  who 
had  lived  with  her  for  thirty  years  had  retired 
into  private  life. 

"Not  so  very  bad,  Duchess,  I  hope,"  said 
Phineas,  observing  that  at  this  moment  JNIadame 
Max  Goesler's  eyes  were  brilliant  with  triumph. 
Then  there  came  upon  him  a  sudden  ambition 
— that  he  would  like  to  "  cut  out "  the  Duke  of 
Omnium  in  the  estimation  of  Madame  Max  Goes- 
ler. The  brightness  of  Madame  Max  Goesler's 
eyes  had  not  been  thrown  away  upon  our  hero. 

Violet  Effingham  came  at  the  appointed  time, 
and,  to  the  surprise  of  Phineas,  was  brouglit  to 
Matching  by  Lord  Brentford.     Phineas  at  first 
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thought  that  it  was  intended  that  the  Earl  and 
his  son  sliould  meet  and  make  up  their  quarrel 
at  Mr.  -Falliser's  house.  But  Lord  Brentford 
staid  only  one  night,  and  Phineas  on  tlie  next 
morning  heard  the  wliole  history  of  his  coining 
and  going  from  Violet.  "I  have  almost  been 
on  my  knees  to  him  to  stay,"  she  said.  "Indeed, 
I  did  go  on  my  knees — actually  on  ray  knees." 

"And  what  did  he  say  ?" 

"He  put  his  arm  round  me  and  kissed  me, 
and — and— I  can  not  tell  you  all  that  lie  said. 
But  it  ended  in  this — that  if  Chiltern  can  be 
made  to  go  to  Saulsby,  fatted  calves  without  stint 
will  be  killed.  I  shall  do  all  I  can  to  make  liim 
go;  and  so  must  you,  IMr.  Finn.  Of  course  that 
silly  affair  in  foreign  parts  is  not  to  make  any 
difference  between  you  two." 

Phineas  smiled,  and  said  he  would  do  his 
best,  and  looked  up  into  her  face,  and  was  just 
able  to  talk  to  lier  as  though  things  were  going 
comfortably  with  him.  But  liis  lieart  was  very 
cold.  As  Violet  had  spoken  to  iiim.  about  Lord 
Chiltern,  there  had  come  upon  him,  for  the  first 
time — for  the  first  time  since  he  had  known 
that  Lord  Chiltern  had  been  refused — an  idea, 
a  doubt,  whether  even  yet  Violet  might  not  be- 
come Lord  Chiltern's  wife.  His  heart  was  very 
sad,  but  he  struggled  on,  declaring  that  it  was 
incumbent  on  them  both  to  bring  together  the 
father  and  son. 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  Mr.  Finn," 
said  A^'iolet.  "I  really  do  believe  that  you  can 
do  more  toward  it  than  any  one  else.  Lord 
Chiltern  would  think  nothing  of  my  advice — 
would  hardly  speak  to  me  on  such  a  subject. 
But  he  respects  you  as  well  as  likes  you,  and 
not  the  less  because  of  what  has  occurred." 

How  was  it  that  Violet  should  know  aught  of 
the  respect  or  liking  felt  by  this  rejected  suitor 
for  that  other  suitor,  who  had  also  been  rejected  ? 
And  how  was  it  that  she  was  thus  able  to  talk  of 
one  of  them  to  the  other,  as  though  neither  of 
them  had  ever  come  forward  with  such  a  suit  ? 
Phineas  felt  his  position  to  be  so  strange  as  to  be 
almost  burdensome.  He  had  told  Violet,  when 
she  had  refused  him,  very  plainly,  that  lie  should 
come  again  to  her,  and  ask  once  more  for  the 
great  gift  which  he  coveted.  But  he  could  not 
ask  again  now.  In  the  first  place,  there  was 
that  in  her  manner  which  made  him  sure  that 
were  he  to  do  so,  he  would  ask  in  vain  ;  and 
then  he  felt  that  she  was  placing  a  special  confi- 
dence in  him,  against  which  he  w'ould  commit 
a  sin  were  he  to  use  her  present  intimacy  with 
hira  for  purposes  of  making  love.  They  two 
were  to  jnit  their  shoulders  together  to  help 
Lord  Chiltern,  and  while  doing  so  he  could  not 
continue  a  suit  which  would  be  felt  by  both  of 
them  to  be  hostile  to  Lord  Chiltern.  There 
miglit  be  opportunity  for  a  chance  word,  and  if 
so  the  chance  word  should  be  sj)okcn ;  but  he 
could  not  make  a  deliberate  attack,  such  as  he 
had  made  in  Portman  Square.  Violet  also 
probably  understood  that  she  had  not  now  been 
caught  in  a  mouse-trap. 

The  Duke  was  to  spend  four  days  at  Match- 
ing, and  on  the  third  day — the  day  before  Lord 
Chiltern  was  expected — he  w\^s  to  be  seen  rid- 
ing with  Madame  ISIax  Goesler  by  his  side. 
Madame  ]\Iax  Goesler  was  known  as  a  perfect 
horscw'oman — one,  indeed,  who  was  rather  fond 
of  going   a  little  fast  on  liorseback,  and  who 


rode  well  to  hounds.  But  the  Duke  seldom 
moved  out  of  a  walk,  and  on  this  occasion  Ma- 
dame Max  was  as  steady  in  her  seat  and  almost 
as  slow  as  the  mounted  ghost  in  Don  Juan. 
But  it  was  said  by  some  there,  especially  by 
Mrs.  Bonteen,  that  the  conversation  between 
them  was  not  slow.  And  on  the  next  morning 
the  Duke  and  Madame  Max  Goesler  were  to- 
gether again  before  luncheon,  standing  on  a 
terrace  at  the  back  of  the  house,  looking  down 
on  a  parly  who  were  playing  croquet  on  the 
lawn. 

"Do  you  never  play?"  said  the  Duke. 

"Oh  yes  ;  one  does  every  thing  a  little." 

"I  am  sure  you  would  play  well.  Why  do 
you  not  play  now  ?" 

"  No  ;  I  shall  not  play  now." 

"I  should  like  to  see  you  with  your  mallet." 

"  I  am  sorry  your  Grace  can  not  be  gratified. 
I  have  played  croquet  till  I  am  tired  of  it,  and 
have  come  to  think  it  is  only  fit  for  boys  and 
girls.  The  great  thing  is  to  give  them  oppor- 
tunities for  flirting,  and  it  does  that." 

"And  do  you  never  flirt,  Madame  Goesler?" 

"Never  at  croquet,  Duke." 

"  And  what  with  you  is  the  choicest  time  ?" 

"  That  depends  on  so  many  things,  and  so 
much  on  the  chosen  person.  AYhat  do  j'ou  rec- 
ommend ?"' 

"  Ah  !  I  am  so  ignorant.  I  can  recommend 
nothing." 

"What  do  you  say  to  a  mountain-top  at 
dawn  on  a  summer  day?"  asked  Madame  Max 
Goesler. 

"  You  make  me  shiver,"  said  the  Duke. 

"  Or  a  boat  on  a  lake  on  a  summer  evening, 
or  a  good  lead  after  hounds  with  nobody  else 
within  three  fields,  or  the  bottom  of  a  salt-mine, 
or  the  deck  of  an  ocean  steamer,  or  a  military 
hospital  in  time  of  war,  or  a  railway  journey 
from  Paris  to  Marseilles  ?" 

"Madame  Max  Goesler,  you  have  the  most 
uncomfortable  ideas." 

"I  have  no  doubt  your  Grace  has  tried  each 
of  them — successfully.  But  perhaps,  after  all, 
a  comfortable  chair  over  a  good  fire,  in  a  juet- 
ty  room,  beats  every  thing." 

"I  think  it  does,  certainly,"  said  the  Duke. 
Then  he  whispered  something  at  which  Ma- 
dame Max  Goesler  blushed  and  smiled,  and  im- 
mediately after  that  she  followed  those  who  had 
already  gone  in  to  lunch. 

Mrs.  Bonteen  had  been  hovering  round  the 
spot  on  the  terrace  on  wliicli  the  Duke  and 
Madame  Max  Goesler  had  been  standing,  look- 
ing on  with  envious  eyes,  meditating  some  at- 
tack, some  interru])tion,  some  excuse  for  an  in- 
terpolation, but  her  courage  had  failed  her,  and 
she  had  not  dared  to  approach.  The  Duke  liad 
known  nothing  of  the  hovering  propinquity  of 
Mrs.  Bonteen,  but  JMadame  Goesler  had  seen 
and  had  understood  it  all. 

"Dear  ]\Irs.  Bonteen,"  she  said  afterward, 
"why  did  you  not  come  and  join  us?  The 
Duke  was  so  pleasant." 

"Two  is  company,  and  three  is  none,"  said 
Mrs.  Bonteen,  who  in  her  auger  was  hardly  able 
to  choose  her  words  (luite  as  well  as  she  might 
have  done  had  she  been  more  cool. 

"Our  friend  Madame  Max  has  made  quite 
a  new  conquest,"  said  Mrs.  Bonteen  to  Lady 
Glencora. 
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"  I  am  so  pleased,"  said  Lady  Glencora,  with 
apparently  unaffected  delight.  "It  is  such  a 
great  thing  to  get  any  body  to  amuse  my  uncle. 
You  see  every  body  can  not  talk  to  him,  and  he 
will  not  talk  to  every  body." 

"  He  talked  enough  to  her,  in  all  conscience," 
said  Mrs.  Bonteen,  who  was  now  more  angry 
than  ever. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 


THE    DUELISTS    MEET. 


Lord  Chilteen  arrived,  and  Phineas  was  a 
little  nervous  as  to  their  meeting.  He  came 
•  back  from  shooting  on  the  day  in  question,  and 
was  told  by  the  servant  that  Lord  Chiltern  was 
in  the  house.  Phineas  went  into  the  billiard- 
room  in  iiis  knickerbockers,  thinking  probably 
tliat  he  might  be  there,  and  then  into  the  draw- 
ing-room, and  at  last  into  the  library — but  Lord 
Ciiiltern  was  not  to  be  found.  At  last  he  came 
across  Violet. 

"Have  you  seen  him?"  he  asked. 

"Yes;  he  was  with  me  half  an  hour  since, 
walking  round  the  gardens." 

"  And  how  is  he  ?  Come ;  tell  me  something 
about  him." 

"I  never  knew  him  to  be  more  pleasant.  He 
would  give  no  promise  about  Saulsby,  but  he 
did  not  say  that  he  would  not  go."  . 

"  Does  he  kno^v  that  I  am  here  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  I  told  him  so.  I  told  him  how  much 
pleasure  I  should  have  in  seeing  you  two  to- 
gether as  friends." 
■  "  And  what  did  he  say  ?" 
"  "  He  laughed,  and  said  you  were  the  best 
fellow  in  the  world.  You  see  I  am  obliged  to 
be  explicit." 

"But  why  did  he  laugh?"  Phineas  asked. 

"He  did  not  tell  me,  but  I  suppose  it  was  be- 
cause he  was  thinking  of  a  little  trip  he  once 
took  to  Belgium,  and  he  perceived  that  I  knew 
all  about  it." 

"I  wonder  who  told  you.  But  never  mind. 
I  do  not  mean  to  ask  any  questions.  As  I  do 
not  like  that  our  first  meeting  should  be  before 
all  the  people  in  the  drawing-room,  I  -will  go  to 
(,  him  in  his  own  room." 
M  "  Do,  do  ;  that  will  be  so  nice  of  you." 
*  Phineas  sent  his  card  up  by  a  servant,  and  in 
a  few  minutes  was  standing  with  his  hand  on 
the  lock  of  Lord  Chiltern 's  door.  The  last  time 
he  had  seen  this  man,  they  had  met  with  pistols 
in  their  hands  to  shoot  at  each  other,  and  Lord 
Chiltern  had  in  truth  done  his  very  best  to  shoot 
his  opponent.  The  cause  of  quarrel  was  the 
same  between  them  as  ever.  Phineas  had  not 
given  up  Violet,  and  had  no  intention  of  giving 
iier  up.  And  he  had  received  no  intimation 
whatever  from  his  rival  that  there  was  to  be  a 
truce  between  them.  Phineas  had  indeed 
written  in  friendship  to  Lord  Chiltern,  but  he 
had  received  no  answer :  and  nothing  of  cer- 
tainty was  to  be  gathered  from  the  report  wiiich 
Violet  had  just  made.  It  might  well  be  that 
Lord  Chiltern  would  turn  upon  him  now  in  his 
wrath,  and  that  there  would  be  some  scene 
which  in  a  strange  house  would  be  obviously  ob- 
jectionable. Nevertheless  he  had  resolved  that 
even  that  would  be  better  than  a  chance  en- 


counter among  strangers  in  a   drawing-room. 
So  the  door  was  opened,  and  the  two  men  met. 

"Well,  old  fellow,"  said  Lord  Chiltern, 
laughing.  Then  all  doubt  was  over,  and  in  a 
moment  Phineas  was  shaking  his  former,  and 
present  friend,  warmly  by  the  hand.  "  So  we've 
come  to  be  an  Under-secretary,  have  we,  and 
all  that  kind  of  thing  ?" 

"I  had  to  get  into  harness,  when  the  harness 
offered  itself,"  said  Phineas. 

"  I  suppose  so.  It's  a  deuce  of  a  bore,  isn't 
it?" 

"  I  always  liked  work,  you  know." 

"I  thought  you  liked  hunting  better.  You 
used  to  ride  as  if  you  did.  There's  Bonebreaker 
back  again  in  the  stable  for  you.  That  poor  fool 
who  bought  him  could  do  nothing  with  him,  and 
I  let  him  have  his  money  back." 

"  I  don't  see  why  you  should  have  done  that." 

"Because  I  was  the  biggest  fool  of  the  two. 
Do  you  remember  when  that  brute  got  me  down 
under  the  bank  in  the  river?  That  was  about 
the  nearest  touch  I  ever  had.  Lord  bless  me ; 
how  he  did  squeeze  me.  So  here  you  are  ; 
staying  with  the  Pallisers,  one  of  a  Government 
party,  I  suppose.  But  what  arc  you  going  to  do 
for  a  seat,  my  friend?" 

"  Don't  talk  about  that  yet,  Chiltern." 

"  A  sore  subject,  isn't  it?  I  think  they  have 
been  quite  right,  you  know,  to  put  Loughton 
into  the  melting-pot,  though  I'm  sorry  enough 
for  your  sake." 

"Quite  right,"  said  Phineas. 

"  And  yet  you  voted  against  it,  old  chap  ? 
But,  come  ;  I'm  not  going  to  be  down  upon  you. 
So  my  father  has  been  here?" 

"  Yes  ;  he  was  here  for  a  day  or  two." 

"  Violet  has  just  been  telling  me.  You  and 
he  are  as  good  friends  as  ever?" 

"  I  trust  we  are." 

"He  never  heard  of  that  little  affair  ?"  And 
Lord  Chiltern  nodded  his  head,  intending  to 
indicate  the  direction  of  Blankenberg. 

"I  do  not  think  he  has  as  yet." 

"  So  Violet  tells  me.  Of  course  you  know 
that  she  has  heard  all  about  it." 

"I  have  reason  to  suppose  as  much." 

"  And  so  does  Laura." 

"  I  told  her  myself,"  said  Phineas. 

"The  deuce  you  did.  But  I  dare  say  it  was 
for  the  best.  It's  a  pity  you  had  not  proclaimed 
it  at  Charing  Cross,  and  then  nobody  would 
have  believed  a  word  about  it.  Of  course  my 
father  will  hear  it  some  day." 

"  You  are  going  to  Saulsby,  I  hope,  Chiltern  ?" 

"  That  question  is  easier  asked  than  answered. 
It  is  quite  true  that  the  great  difficulty  has  been 
got  over.  Laura  has  had  her  money.  And  if 
my  father  will  only  acknowledge  that  he  has 
wronged  me  throughout,  from  beginning  to  end, 
I  will  go  to  Saulsby  to-morrow  ;  and  would  cut 
you  out  at  Loughton  the  next  day,  only  that 
Loughton  is  not  Loughton  any  longer." 

"  You  can  not  expect  your  father  to  do  that." 

"  No  ;  and  therefore  there  is  a  difficulty.  So 
you've  had  that  awfully  ponderous  Duke  here. 
How  did  you  get  on  with  him?" 

"  Admirabl}'.  He  condescended  to  do  some- 
thing which  he  called  shaking  hands  with  me." 

"He  is  the  greatest  old  dust  out," said  Lord 
Chiltern  disrespectfully.  "Did  he  take  any 
notice  of  Violet  ?" 
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"  Not  that  I  observed." 

"He  ought  not  to  be  allowed  into  the  same 
room  with  her."  After  that  there  was  a  short 
pause,  as  Phineas  felt  some  hesitation  in  speak- 
ing of  Miss  Effingham  to  Lord  Chiltcrn.  "And 
how  do  you  get  on  with  her  ?"  asked  Lord  Chil- 
tern.  Here  was  a  question  for  a  man  to  answer. 
The  question  was  so  hard  to  be  answered,  that 
Phineas  did  not  at  first  make  any  attempt  to 
answer  it.  "You  know  exactly  the  ground  that 
I  stand  on,"  continued  Lord  Chiltern.  "She 
has  refused  me  three  times.  Have  you  been 
more  fortunate?" 

Lord  Chiltern,  as  he  asked  his  question,  look- 
ed full  into  Finn's  face  in  a  manner  that  was  ir- 
resistible. His  look  was  not  one  of  anger,  nor 
even  of  pride.  It  was  not,  indeed,  without  a 
strong  dash  of  fun.  But  such  as  it  was  it  sliow- 
ed  Phineas  that  Lord  Chiltern  intended  to  have 
an  answer.  "No," said  he  at  last,  "I  have 
not  been  more  fortunate." 

"Perhaps  you  have  changed  your  mind," 
said  his  host. 

"Xo;  I  have  not  changed  my  mind,"  said 
Phineas  quickly. 

"How  stands  it,  then?  Come;  let  us  be 
honest  to  each  other.  I  told  you  down  at  WiU 
lingford  that  I  would  quarrel  with  any  man  who 
attempted  to  cut  me  out  with  Violet  Effingham. 
You  made  up  your  mind  that  you  would  do  so, 
and  therefore  I  quarreled  with  you.  But  we 
can't  always  be  fighting  duels." 

"  I  hope  we  may  not  have  to  fight  another." 

"No;  it  would  be  absurd,"  said  Lord  Chil- 
tern. "I  rather  think  that  what  we  did  was 
absurd.  But  upon  my  life  I  did  not  see  any 
other  way  out  of  it.  However,  that  is  over. 
How  is  it  to  be  now?" 

"What  am  I  to  say  in  answer  to  that?"  ask- 
ed Phineas. 

"  Just  the  truth.  You  have  asked  her,  I  sup- 
pose?" 

"Yes;  I  have  asked  her." 

"  And  she  has  refused  you  ?" 

"Yes;  she  refused  me." 

"  And  you  mean  to  ask  her  again?" 

"I  shall,  if  I  ever  think  that  there  is  a  chance. 
Indeed,  Chiltern,  I  believe  I  shall,  whether  I 
think  that  I  have  any  chance  or  not." 

"  Then  we  start  fairly,  Finn.  I  certainly  shall 
do  so.  I  believe  I  once  told  you  that  I  never 
would  ;  but  tliat  was  long  before  I  suspected 
that  you  would  enter  for  the  same  plate.  What 
a  man  says  on  such  a  matter  when  he  is  down 
in  the  mouth  goes  for  nothing.  Now  we  under- 
stand each  other,  and  you  had  better  go  and 
■dress.  The  bell  rang  nearly  half  an  hour  ago,  and 
my  fellow  is  hanging  about  outside  the  door." 

The  interview  had  in  one  respect  been  very 
pleasant  to  Phineas,  and  in  another  it  had  been 
very  bitter.  It  was  ])leasant  to  him  to  know 
that  he  and  Lord  Chiltern  were  again  friends. 
It  was  a  delight  to  him  to  feel  that  this  half-sav- 
age but  high-sjiirited  young  nobleman,  who  had 
been  so  anxious  to  figlit  with  him  and  to  shoot 
him,  was  nevertheless  ready  to  own  that  he  had 
behaved  well.  Lord  Chiltern  had  in  fact  ac- 
knowledged that  though  he  had  been  anxious 
to  blow  out  our  hero's  brains,  he  was  aware  all 
the  time  that  our  hero  was  a  good  sort  of  fellow. 
Phineas  understood  this,  and  felt  that  it  was 
pleasant.     But  with  this  uuderstanding,  and  ac- 


companying this  pleasure,  there  was  a  conviction 
in  his  heart  that  the  distance  between  Lord 
Chiltern  and  Violet  would  daily  grow  to  be  less 
and  still  less,  and  that  Lord  Cliiltern  could  af- 
ford to  be  generous.  If  Miss  Effimrliam  could 
teach  herself  to  be  fond  of  Lord  Chiltern,  what 
had  he,  Phineas  Finn,  to  oflfer  in  opposition  to 
the  claims  of  such  a  suitor? 

That  evening  Lord  Chiltern  took  INIiss  Effing-, 
ham  out  to  dinner.  Phineas  told  himself  that 
this  was  of  course  so  arranged  by  Lady  Glenco- 
ra,  with  the  express  view  of  serving  the  Saulsby 
interest.  It  was  almost  nothing  to  him  at  the 
moment  that  I\Iadame  Max  Goesler  was  intrust- 
ed to  him.  He  had  his  ambition  respecting 
Madame  Max  Goesler;  but  that  for  the  time 
was  in  abeyance.  He  could  hardly  keep  his 
eyes  off"  Jliss  Effingham.  And  yet,  as  he  well 
knew,  his  observation  of  her  must  be  quite  use- 
less. He  knew  beforehand,  with  absolute  accura- 
cy, the  manner  in  which  she  would  treat  her 
lover.  She  would  be  kind,  genial,  friendly,  con- 
fidential, nay,  aftectionate ;  and  yet  her  manner 
would  mean  nothing — would  give  no  clue  to  her 
future  decision  either  for  or  against  Lord  Chil- 
tern. It  was,  as  Phineas  thought,  a  peculiarity 
with  Violet  Effingliam  that  she  could  treat  her 
rejected  lovers  as  dear  familiar  friends  immedi- 
ately after  her  rejection  of  them. 

"Mr.  Finn,"  said  Madame  Max  Goesler, 
"your  eyes  and  ears  are  tell-tales  of  your  pas- 
sion." 

"I hope  not,"  said  Phineas,  "as  I  certainly 
do  not  wish  that  any  one  should  guess  how  strong 
is  my  regard  for  you." 

"That  is  prettily  turned — very  prettily  turn- 
ed ;  and  shows  more  readiness  of  wit  than  I  gave 
you  credit  for  under  your  present  suffering.  But 
of  course  we  all  know  where  your  heart  is.  Men 
do  not  undertake  perilous  journeys  to  Belgium 
for  nothing." 

"  That  unfortunate  journey  to  Belgium  !  But, 
dear  Madame  Max,  really  nobody  knows  why  I 
went." 

"You  met  Lord  Chiltern  there?" 

"  Oh  yes;  I  met  Lord  Chiltern  there." 

"  And  there  was  a  duel  ?" 

"  Madame  Max,  you  must  not  ask  me  to  crim- 
inate myself." 

"  Of  course  there  was,  and  of  course  it  was 
about  Miss  Effingham,  and  of  course  the  lady- 
thinks  herself  bound  to  refuse  both  the  gentle- 
men who  were  so  very  wicked,  and  of  course — " 

"Well,  what  follows?" 

"Ah!  if  you  have  not  wit  enough  to  sec,  I 
do  not  think  it  can  be  my  duty  to  tell  you.  But 
I  wished  to  caution  you  as  a  frisnd  that  j'our 
eyes  and  ears  should  be  more  under  your  com- 
mand." 

"You  will  go  to  Saulsby?"  Violet  said  to 
Lord  Chiltern. 

"  I  can  not  possibly  tell  as  yet, "  said  he,  frown- 
ing. 

"Then  I  can  tell  you  that  you  ought  to  go. 
I  do  not  care  a  bit  for  your  frowns.  What  does 
the  fifth  commandment  say?" 

"  If  you  have  no  better  arguments  than  the 
commandments,  Violet — " 

"There  can  be  none  better.     Do  you  mean  to      | 
say  that  the  commandments  are  nothing  to  you  ?"      I 

"  I  mean  to  say  that  I  sha'n't  go  to  Saulsby, 
because  I  am  told  in  the  twentieth  chapter  of 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  lEISH  MEMBER. 


Exodus  to  honor  my  father  and  mother — and 
that  I  shouldn't  believe  any  body  who  told  me 
that  he  did  any  thing  because  of  the  command- 
ments." 

"Oh,  Lord  Chiltern !" 

"People  are  so  prejudiced  and  so  used  to  hum- 
bug that,  for  the  most  part,  they  do  not  in  the 
least  know  their  own  motives  for  wliat  they  do. 
I  will  go  to  Saulsby  to-morrow — for  a  reward." 

"  For  what  reward  ?"  said  Violet,  blushing. 

"For  the  only  one  in  the  world  that  could 
tempt  me  to  do  any  thing." 

' '  You  should  go  for  the  sake  of  duty.  I  should 
not  even  care  to  see  you  go,  much  as  I  long  for 
it,  if  that  feeling  did  not  take  you  there." 

It  was  arranged  that  Phineas  and  Lord  Chil- 
tern were  to  leave  ISIatching  togetiier.  Phineas 
was  to  remain  at  his  office  all  October,  and  in 
Nnve,iTibaiithe  general  electi&a-was  to  take  place. 
^WIiaJLheJiiJj&tttherto~1]eard  about  a  fiitiife  seat 
was  most  vague,  but  he  was  to  meet  Ratler  and 
Barrington  Erie  in  London,  and  it  had  been 
understood  that  Barrington  Erie,  who  was  now 
at  Saulsby,  was  to  make  some  inquiry  as  to  that 
group  of  boroughs  of  which  Loughton  at  this 
moment  formed  one.  But  as  Loughton  was  the 
smallest  of  four  boroughs,  and  as  one  of  the  four 
had  for  many  years  had  a  representative  of  its 
own,  Phineas  feared  that  no  success  would  be 
found  there.  In  his  present  agony  he  began  to 
think  that  there  might  be  a  strong  plea  made  for 
a  few  private  seats  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
and  that  the  propriety  of  throwing  Loughton 
into  the  melting-pot  was,  after  all,  open  to  ques- 
tion. He  and  Lord  Chiltern  were  to  return  to 
London  together,  and  Lord  Chiltern,  according 
to  his  present  scheme,  was  to  proceed  at  once  to 
Willingford  to  look  after  the  cub-hunting.  Noth- 
ing tliat  either  Violet  or  Phineas  could  say  to 
him  would  induce  him  to  promise  to  go  to  Sauls- 
by. "When  Phineas  pressed  it,  he  was  told  by 
Lord  Chiltern  that  he  was  a  fool  for  his  pains — 
by  which  Phineas  understood  perfectly  well  that 
when  Lord  Chiltern  did  go  to  Saulsby,  he,  Phin- 
eas, was  to  take  that  as  strong  evidence  that 
every  thing  was  over  for  him  as  regarded  Violet 
Effingham.  When  Violet  exjiressed  her  eager- 
ness that  the  visit  should  be  made,  she  was  stop- 
ped with  an  assurance  that  she  could  have  it  done 
at  once  if  she  pleased.  Let  him  only  be  enabled 
to  carry  with  him  the  tidings  of  his  betrothal, 
and  he  would  start  for  his  father's  house  without 
an  "nour's  delay.  But  this  authority  Violet  would 
not  give  him.  When  he  answered  her  after  this 
fashion  she  could  only  tell  him  that  he  was  un- 
generous. "At  any  rate,  I  am  not  false,"  he 
replied  on  one  occasion.  '•  \Yhat  I  say  is  the 
truth." 

There  was  a  very  tender  parting  between  Phin- 
eas and  Madame  Max  Goesler.  She  had  learn- 
ed from  him  pretty  nearly  all  his  history,  and 
certainly  knew  more  of  the  reality  of  his  affairs 
than  any  of  those  in  London  who  had  been  his 
most  stanch  friends.  "  Of  course  you'll  get  a 
seat,"  she  said  as  he  took  his  leave  of  her.  "  If 
I  understand  it  at  all,  they  never  throw  over  an 
ally  so  useful  as  you  are." 

"But  the  intention  is  that  in  tliis  matter  no- 
body shall  any  longer  have  the  power  of  throw- 
ing over,  or  of  not  throwing  over,  any  body." 

"  That  is  all  very  well,  my  friend ;  but  cakes 
will  still  be  hot  in  the  mouth,  even  though  Mi; 
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Daubeny  turn  purist,  with  Mr.  Turnbull  to  help 
him.  If  you  want  any  assistance  in  finding  a 
seat  you  will  not  go  to  the  People's  Banner — 
even  yet." 

"  Certainly  not  to  the  People's  Banner. ^^ 

"  I  don't  quite  understand  what  the  franchise 
is,"  continued  Madame  JNIax  Goesler. 

"  Household  in  boroughs,"  said  Phineas  with 
some  energy. 

"Very  well,  household  in  boroughs.  I  dare 
say  that  is  very  fine  and  very  liberal,  though  I 
don't  comprehend  it  in  the  least.  And  you  want 
a  borough.  Very  well.  You  wont  go  to  the 
houseliolds.  I  don't  think  you  will — not  at  first, 
that  is." 

"  Where  shall  I  go  then  ?" 

"Oh,  to  some  great  patron  of  a  borough; 
or  a  club  ;  or  perhaps  to  some  great  firm.  The 
households  will  know  nothing  about  it  till  they 
are  told.     Is  not  that  it?" 

"  The  truth  is,  Madame  Max.  I  do  not  know 
where  I  shall  go.  I  am  like  a  child  lost  in  a 
wood.  And  you  may  understand  this;  if  you 
do  not  see  me  in  Park  Lane  before  the  end  of 
January,  I  shall  have  perished  in  the  wood." 

"Then  I  will  come  and  find  you  —  with  a 
troop  of  householders.  You  will  come.  You 
will  be  there.  I  do  not  believe  in  death  coming 
without  signs.  You  are  fall  of  life."  As  she 
spoke,  she  had  hold  of  his  hand,  and  there  was 
nobody  near  them.  They  were  in  a  little  book- 
room  inside  the  library  at  Matching,  and  the 
door,  though  not  latched,  was  nearly  closed. 
Phineas  had  flattered  himself  that  Madame 
Goesler  had  retreated  there  in  order  that  this 
farewell  might  be  spoken  without  interruption. 
"And,  Mr.  Finn,  I  wonder  whether  I  may  say 
one  thing,"  she  continued. 

"You  may  say  any  thing  to  me,"  he  re- 
plied. 

"No,  not  in  this  country,  in  this  England. 
There  are  things  one  may  not  say  here — that 
are  tabooed  by  a  sort  of  consent — and  that  with- 
out any  reason."  She  paused  again,  and  Phin- 
eas was  at  a  loss  to  think  what  was  the  subject  on 
which  she  was  about  to  speak.  Could  she 
mean — ?  No;  she  cov.ld not  mean  to  give  him 
any  outward  plain-spoken  sign  that  she  was  at- 
tached to  him.  It  was  the  peculiar  merit  of  this 
man  that  he  was  not  vain,  though  much  was 
done  to  him  to  fill  him  with  vanity  ;  and  as  the 
idea  crossed  his  brain,  he  hated  himself  because 
it  had  been  there. 

"To  me  you  may  say  any  thing,  Madame 
Goesler," he  said,  "here  in  England,  as  plainly 
as  though  we  were  in  Vienna." 

"But  I  can  not  say  it  in  English,"  she  said. 
Then  in  French,  blushing  and  laugliing  as  she 
spoke — almost  stammering  in  spite  of  her  usual 
self-confidence — she  told  him  that  accident  had 
made  her  rich,  full  of  money.  jNIoney  was  a 
drug  with  her.  Money  she  knew  was  wanted, 
even  for  householders.  Would  he  not  under- 
stand her,  and  come  to  her,  and  learn  from  her 
;  how  faithful  a  woman  could  be? 

He  still  was  holding  her  by  the  hand,  and  he 
now  raised  it  to  his  lips  and  kissed  it.  "The 
offer  from  you,"  lie  said,  "is  as  high-minded,  as 
generous,  and  as  honorable  as  its  acceptance  by 
me  would  be  mean-spirited,  vile,  and  ignoble. 
But  wliether  I  fail  or  whetlier  I  succeed,  you  shall 
see  me  before  the  winter  is  over. " 
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CHAPTER  L. 

AGAIN   SUCCESSFUL. 

PuiNEAS  also  said  a  word  of  farewell  to  Vio- 
let beftn-e  he  left  Matching,  but  tliere  was  noth- 
ing peculiar  in  her  little  speech  to  liira,  or  in  his 
to  her.  "  Of  course  we  shall  see  each  other  in 
London.  Don't  talk  of  not  being  in  the  House. 
Of  course  you  will  be  in  the  House."  Then 
Phineas  had  shaken  liis  head  and  smiled. 
Where  was  he  to  find  a  requisite  number  of 
householders  prepared  to  return  him  ?  But  as 
he  went  up  to  London  he  told  liimself  that  the 
air  of  the  House  of  Commons  was  now  the  very 
breath  of  his  nostril^.  Life  to  Iiim  without  it 
would  be  no  life.  To  have  come  within  the  reach 
of  the  good  things  of  political  life,  to  have  made 
his  mark  so  as  to  have  almost  insured  future 
success,  to  have  been  the  petted  young  official 
aspirant  of  the  day — and  then  to  sink  down  into 
the  miserable  platitudes  of  private  life,  to  undergo 
daily  attendance  in  law-courts  without  a  brief,  to 
listen  to  men  who  liad  come  to  be  much  below 
him  in  estimation  and  social  intercourse,  to  sit 
in  a  wretched  chamber  up  three  pairs  of  stairs 
at  Lincoln's  Inn,  wiiereas  he  was  now  at  this 
moment  provided  with  a  gorgeous  apartinent 
looking  out  into  the  park  from  the  Colonial  Of- 
fice in  Downing  Street,  to  be  attended  by  a 
mongrel  between  a  clerk  and  an  errand-boy  at 
17s.  (jd.  a  week  instead  of  by  a  private  secretary 
who  was  the  son  of  an  earl's  sister,  and  was  pet- 
ted by  countesses'  daughters  innumerable — all 
this  would  surely  break  his  heart.  He  could 
have  done  it,  so  he  told  himself,  and  could  have 
taken  glory  in  doing  it,  had  not  these  otlier  things 
come  in  his  way.  But  the  other  tilings  had 
come.  He  had  run  the  risk,  and  had  thrown  the 
dice.  And  now,  when  the  game  was  so  nearly 
won,  must  it  be  that  every  thing  should  be  lost 
at  last? 

He  knew  that  nothing  was  to  be  gained  by 
melancholy  looks  at  his  club,  or  by  sliow  of 
wretchedness  at  his  office.  London  was  very 
empty  ;  but  the  approaching  elections  still  kept 
some  there  who  otherwise  would  have  been  look- 
ing after  the  first  flush  of  pheasants.  Barring- 
ton  Erie  was  there,  and  was  not  long  in  asking 
Phineas  what  were  his  views. 

"Ah!  that  is  so  hard  to  say.  Ratler  told 
me  that  he  would  be  looking  about." 

"  Ratler  is  very  well  in  the  House,"  said  Bar- 
rington,  "  but  he  is  of  no  use  for  any  tiling  be- 
yond it.  I  suppose  you  were  not  brouglit  up  at 
the  London  L^niversity  ?" 

"Oh  no, "said Phineas,  remembering  the  glo- 
ries of  Trinity. 

"  Because  tliere  would  have  been  an  opening. 
"What  do  you  say  to  Stratford — the  new  Essex 
borough  ?" 

"  Broadbury,  the  brewer,  is  there  already  !" 
"  Yes ;  and  ready  to  spend  any  money  you 
like  to  name.  Let  me  see.  Loughton  is  group- 
ed with  Smotherem,  and  Walker  is  a  deal  too 
strong  at  Smotlierem  to  hear  of  any  other  claim. 
I  don't  think  we  could  dare  to  pro])Ose  it.  Tiiere 
are  tlie  Chelsea  hamlets,  but  it  will  take  a  whack 
of  money." 

"  I  have  not  got  a  whack  of  money,"  said 
Phineas,  laughing. 

"  Tliat's  tlie  devilof  it.  I  think,  if  I  wore  you, 
I  should  hark  back  upon  some  jilace  in  Ireland. 


Couldn't  you  get  Laurence  to  give  you  up  his 
scat?" 

"What!  Fitzgibbon?" 

"  Yes.  He  has  not  a  ghost  of  a  chance  of 
getting  into  office  again.  Nothing  on  earth 
would  induce  him  to  look  at  a  pajier  during  all 
those  weeks  he  was  at  the  Colonial  Ofiice  ;  and 
when  Cantrip  spoke  to  him,  all  he  said  was,  '  Ali, 
bother  !'    Cantrip  did  not  like  it,  I  can  tell  you." 

"But  that  wouldn't  make  him  give  up  his 
seat." 

"Of  course  you'd  have  to  arrange  it."  By 
which  Phineas  understood  Barrington  Erie  to 
mean  that  he,  Phineas,  was  in  some  way  to  give 
to  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  some  adequate  compen- 
sation for  the  surrender  of  his  position  as  a  coun- 
ty member. 

"I'm  afraid  that's  out  of  the  question,"  said 
Phineas.     "If  he  were  to  go,  I  should  not  get  it." 

"  Would  you  have  a  chance  at  Loughshane?" 

"  I  was  thinking  of  trying  it,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Of  course  you  know  that  Morris  is  very  ill." 
This  Mr.  Morris  was  the  brother  of  Lord  Tulla, 
and  was  the  sitting  member  for  Loughshane. 
"Upon  my  word,  I  think  I  should  try  that.  I 
don't  see  where  we're  to  put  our  hands  on  a  seat 
in  England.  I  don't  indeed."  Phineas,  as  he  lis- 
tened to  this,  could  not  help  thinking  that  Bar- 
rington Erie,  though  he  had  certainly  expressed 
a  great  deal  of  solicitude,  was  not  as  true  a  friend 
as  he  used  to  be.  Perhaps  he,  Phineas,  had  risen 
too  fast,  and  Barrington  Erie  was  beginning  to 
think  that  he  might  as  well  be  out  of  the  way. 

He  wrote  to  his  father,  asking  after  tlie  bor- 
ough, and  asking  after  tiic  health  of  Mr.  Morris. 
And  in  his  letter  he  told  his  own  story  very  plain- 
ly— almost  patlictically.  He  perliajis  had  been 
wrong  to  make  tlie  attempt  which  he  had  made. 
He  began  to  believe  that  he  had  been  wrong. 
But  at  any  rate  he  had  made  it  so  far  successful- 
ly, and  failure  now  would  be  doubly  bitter.  He 
thought  that  the  party  to  which  he  belonged  must 
now  remain  in  office.  It  would  hardly  be  possible 
that  a  new  election  would  produce  a  House  of 
Commons  favorable  to  a  conservative  ministiy. 
And  with  a  liberal  ministry  he,  Piiincas,  would  be 
sure  of  his  place,  and  sure  of  an  official  income 
— if  only  he  could  find  a  seat.  It  was  all  very 
true,  and  was  almost  pathetic.  The  old  doctor, 
who  was  inclined  to  be  proud  of  his  son,  was  not 
unwilling  to  make  a  sacrifice.  JMrs.  Finn  de- 
clared before  her  daughters  that  if  there  was  a 
seat  in  all  Ireland,  Phineas  ought  to  have  it. 
And  Mary  Flood  Jones  stood  by  listening,  and 
wondering  what  Phineas  would  do  if  he  lost  his 
seat.  Would  he  come  back  and  live  in  County 
Clare,  and  be  like  any  other  girl's  lover  ?  Poor 
Mary  had  come  to  lose  her  ambition,  and  to  think 
that  girls  whose  lovers  staid  at  home  were  the 
happiest.  Nevertheless,  she  would  have  walked 
all  the  way  to  Lord  Tulla's  house  and  back  again, 
might  that  have  availed  to  get  the  seat  for  Phin- 
eas. Then  there  came  an  express  over  from 
Castlemorris.  The  doctor  was  wanted  at  once 
to  see  J\lr.  Morris.  Mr.  Morris  was  very  liad 
with  gout  in  his  stomach.  According  to  the  mes- 
senger, it  was  supposed  that  Mr.  Morris  was  dv- 
ing.  Before  Dr.  Finn  had  had  an  ojijiortunity 
of  answering  his  son's  letter,  I\Ir.  Morris,  the  late 
meinber  for  Loughshane,  had  been  gathered  to 
his  fathers. 

Dr.  Finn  understood  enough  of  elections  for 
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Parliament,  and  of  the  nature  of  boroughs,  to  be 
aware  that  a  candidate's  chance  of  success  is  very 
much  imijroved  by  being  early  in  the  field  ;  and 
he  was  aware,  also,  that  the  death  of  I\Ir.  Morris 
would  probably  create  various  aspirants  for  the 
honor  of  representing  Loughshane.  But  he 
could  hardly  address  the  Earl  on  the  subject 
while  the  dead  body  of  the  late  member  was  lying 
in  the  house  at  Castlemorris.  The  bill  which 
had  been  passed  in  the  late  session  for  reform- 
ing the  constitution  of  the  House  of  Commons 
liad  not  touched  Ireland,  a  future  measure  having 
been  promised  to  the  Irish  for  their  comfort ;  and 
Loughshane  therefore  was,  as  to  Lord  Tulla's  in- 
fluence, the  same  as  it  had  ever  been.  He  had 
not  tlien  the  plenary  power  which  the  other  lord 
had  held  in  his  hands  in  i-egard  to  Loughton ; 
but  still  the  Castlemorris  interest  would  go  a  long 
way.  It  might  be  possible  to  stand  against  it, 
but  it  would  be  much  more  desirable  that  the 
candidate  should  have  it  at  his  back.  Dr.  Einn 
was  fully  alive  to  this  as  he  sat  opposite  to  the 
old  lord,  saying  now  a  word  about  the  old  lord's 
gout  in  his  legs  and  arms,  and  then  about  the 
gout  in  the  stomach,  which  had  carried  away  to 
another  world  the  lamented  late  member  for  the 
borough. 

"Poor  Jack  I"  said  Lord  Tulla,  piteously. 
"If  I'd  known  it,  I  needn't  have  paid  over  two 
thousand  pounds  for  him  last  year — need  I,  doc- 
tor ?" 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Dr.  Finn,  feeling  that  his 
patient  might  perhaps  approach  the  subject  of 
the  borough  himself. 

"  He  never  would  live  by  any  rule,  you  know," 
said  the  desolate  brother. 

"  Very  hard  to  guide ;  was  he  not,  my  lord?" 

"The  very  devil.  Now,  you  see,  I  do  do  what 
I'm  told  pretty  well — don't  I,  doctor?" 

"  Sometimes." 

"By  George,  I  do  nearly  always.  I  don't 
know  what  you  mean  by  sometimes.  I've  been 
drinking  brandy-and-water  till  I'm  sick  of  it  to 
oblige  you,  and  you  tell  me  about — sometimes. 
You  doctors  expect  a  man  to  be  a  slave. 
Haven't  I  kept  it  out  of  my  stomach  ?" 

"  Thank  God,  yes." 

"It's  all  very  well  thanking  God,  but  I  should 
have  gone  as  poor  Jack  has  gone,  if  I  hadn't  been 
the  most  careful  man  in  the  world.  He  w-as 
drinking  champagne  ten  days  ago  —  would  do 
it,  you  know."  Lord  Tulla  could  talk  about 
himself  and  his  own  ailments  by  the  hour  to- 
gether, and  Dr.  Finn,  who  had  thought  that  his 
noble  patient  was  approaching  the  subject  of  tlie 
borough,  was  beginning  again  to  feel  that  the 
double  interest  of  the  gout  that  was  present,  and 
the  gout  that  had  passed  away,  would  be  too  ab- 
sorbing. He,  however,  could  say  but  little  to  di- 
rect the  conversation. 

"Mr.  ]\Iorris,  you  see,  lived  more  in  London 
than  you  do,  and  was  subject  to  temptation." 

"I  don't  know  what  you  call  temptation. 
Haven't  I  the  temptation  of  a  bottle  of  wine  un- 
der my  nose  every  day  of  my  life  ?" 

"No  doubt  you  have." 

"  And  I  don't  drink  it.  I  hardly  ever  take 
above  a  glass  or  two  of  brown  sherry.  By 
George,  when  I  think  of  it,  I  wonder  at  my  own 
courage.     I  do,  indeed." 

"  But  a  man  in  London,  my  lord — " 

"Why  the  deuce  would  he  go  to  London? 


By-the-bye,  what  am  I  to  do  about  the  borough, 
now  ?" 

"  Let  my  son  stand  for  it,  if  you  will,  my  lord." 

"  They've  clean  swept  away  Brentford's  seat 
at  Loughton,  liaven't  they  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  What 
a  nice  game  for  him — to  have  been  forced  to  help 
to  do  it  himself!  There's  nobody  on  earth  I 
pity  so  much  as  a  Radical  peer  who  is  obliged  to 
work  like  a  nigger  with  a  spade  to  shovel  away 
tlie  ground  from  under  his  own  feet.  As  for 
me,  I  don't  care  who  sits  for  Loughshane.  I 
did  care  for  poor  Jack  while  he  was  alive.  I 
don't  think  I  shall  interfere  any  longer.  I  am 
glad  it  lasted  Jack's  time."  Lord  Tulla  had 
probably  already  forgotten  that  he  himself  had 
thrown  Jack  over  for  the  last  session  but  one. 

"  Piiineas,  my  lord,"  began  the  father,  "is 
now  Under-Secretary  of  State.'' 

"  Oh,  I've  no  doubt  he's  a  very  fine  fellow ; 
but,  you  see,  he's  an  out-and-out  Radical." 

"No,  my  lord." 

"  Then  how  can  he  serve  with  such  men  as 
Mr.  Gresham  and  Mr.  Monk  ?  They've  turned 
out  poor  old  Mildmay  among  them,  because  he's 
not  fast  enough  for  them.     Don't  tell  me." 

"My  anxiety,  of  course,  is  for  my  boy's  pros- 
pects. He  seems  to  have  done  so  well  in  Par- 
liament." 

"  Why  don't  he  stand  for  Marylcbone  or  Fins- 
burg?" 

"  The  money,  you  know,  my  lord  !" 

"  I  sha'n't  interfere  here,  doctor.  If  he  comes, 
and  the  people  then  choose  to  return  him,  I  shall 
say  nothing.  They  may  do  just  as  they  please. 
They  tell  me  Lambert  St.  George,  of  ^Mockrath,  is 

going  to  stand.     If  he  does,  it's  the  d piece 

of  impudence  I  ever  heard  of.  He's  a  tenant  of 
my  own,  though  he  has  a  lease  forever  ;  and  his 
father  never  owned  an  acre  of  land  in  the  coun- 
ty till  his  uncle  died."  Then  the  doctor  knew 
that,  with  a  little  management,  the  lord's  inter- 
est might  be  secured  for  his  son. 

Piiineas  came  over  and  stood  for  the  borough 
against  iNIr.  Lambert  St.  George,  and  the  contest 
was  sharp  enough.  The  gentry  of  the  neighbor- 
hood could  not  understand  why  such  a  man  as 
Lord  Tulla  should  admit  a  liberal  candidate  to 
succeed  his  brother.  No  one  canvassed  for  the 
young  Under  -  secretary  with  more  persistent 
zeal  than  did  his  father,  who,  when  Phineas 
first  spoke  of  going  into  Parliament,  had  pro- 
duced so  many  good  arguments  against  that 
])erilous  step.  Lord  Tulla's  agent  stood  aloof — 
desolate  wirh  grief  at  the  death  of  the  late  mem- 
ber. At  such  a  moment  of  family  affliction. 
Lord  Tulla,  he  declared,  could  not  think  of  such 
a  matter  as  the  borough.  But  it  was  known 
that  Lord  Tulla  was  dreadfully  jealous  of  ]Mr. 
Lambert  St.  George,  whose  property  in  that  part 
of  the  county  was  nownearly  equal  to  his  own,  and 
who  saw  much  more  company  at  JNIockrath  than 
was  ever  entertained  at  Castlemorris.  A  word 
from  Lord  Tulla — so  said  the  Conservatives  of 
the  county — would  have  put  Mr.  St.  George  into 
tlie  seat ;  but  that  word  was  not  spoken,  and  the 
Conservatives  of  the  neighborhood  swore  that 
Lord  Tulla  was  a  renegade.  Tlie  contest  was 
very  sharp,  but  our  hero  was  returned  by  a  majori- 
ty of  seventeen  votes. 

Again  successful !  As  he  thought  of  it,  he  re- 
membered stoi-ies  of  great  generals  who  were 
said  to  have  chained  Fortune  to  the  wheels  of 
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their  chariots,  but  it  seemed  to  him  that  the  god- 
dess had  never  served  any  general  with  such 
stanch  obedience  as  she  had  displayed  in  his 
cause.  Had  not  every  thing  gone  well  with 
him  —  so  well,  as  almost  to  justify  him  in  ex- 
pecting that  even  yet  Violet  Effingliam  would 
became  his  wife  ?  Dear,  dearest  Violet !  If  he 
could  only  achieve  that,  no  general  who  ever  led 
an  army  across  the  Alps  would  be  his  equal, 
either  in  success  or  in  the  I'eward  of  success. 
Then  he  questioned  himself  as  to  what  he  would 
say  to  ]Miss  Flood  Jones  on  that  very  night,  lie 
was  to  meet  dear  little  ilary  Flood  Jones  that 
evening  at  a  neighbor's  house.  His  sister  Bar- 
bara had  so  told  him  in  a  tone  of  voice  which  he 
quite  understood  to  imply  a  caution.  "I  shall 
be  so  glad  to  see  her,"  Phineas  had  replied. 

"If  there  ever  was  an  angel  on  earth,  it  is 
Mary,"  said  Barbara  Finn. 

"  I  know  that  she  is  as  good  as  gold." 

"Gold!"  replied  Barbara — "gold,  indeed! 
She  is  more  precious  than  refined  gold.  But 
Phineas,  perhaps  you  had  better  not  single  her 
out  for  any  special  attention.  She  has  thought 
it  wisest  to  meet  you." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Phineas.      "  Why  not  ?" 

"  That  is  all,  Phineas.  I  have  nothing  more 
to  say.     ^len  of  course  are  different  from  girls." 

"That's  true,  Barbara,  at  any  rate." 

"  Don't  laugh  at  me,  Phineas,  when  I  am 
thinking  of  nothing  but  of  you  and  your  inter- 
ests, and  when  I  am  making  all  manner  of  ex- 
cuses for  you  because  I  know  what  must  be  the 
distractions  of  the  world  in  which  you  live." 
Barbara  made  more  than  one  attempt  to  renew 
the  conversation  before  the  evening  came,  but 
Phineas  thought  that  he  had  had  enough  of  it. 
He  did  not  like  being  told  that  excuses  were 
made  for  him.  After  all,  what  had  he  done  ? 
He  had  once  kissed  Mary  Flood  Jones  behind 
the  door. 

"I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,  Mary,"  he  said, 
coming  and  taking  a  chair  by  her  side.  He  had 
been  specially  warned  not  to  single  Mary  out  for 
his  attention,  and  yet  there  was  the  chair  left 
vacant  as  though  it  were  expected  that  he  would 
fall  into  it. 

"  Thank  you.  We  did  not  happen  to  meet 
last  year,  did  we,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"Do  not  call  me  Mr.  Finn,  Mary." 

"You  are  such  a  great  man  now  !"' 

"Not  at  all  a  great  man.  If  you  only  knew 
what  little  men  we  understra])pers  are  in  Lon- 
don you  would  hardly  speak  to  me." 

"But  you  are  something — of  State  now,  are 
you  not  ?" 

"Well  —  yes.  That's  the  name  they  give 
me.  It  simply  means  that  if  any  member  w  ants 
to  badger  some  one  in  the  House  about  the  Colo- 
nies, I  am  the  man  to  be  badgered.  But  if  there 
is  any  credit  to  be  had,  I  am  not  the  man  who 
is  to  have  it." 

"  But  it  is  a  great  thing  to  be  in  Parliament, 
and  in  the  Government  too." 

"  It  is  a  great  thing  for  me,  Mary,  to  have  a 
salary,  though  it  may  only  be  for  a  year  or  two. 
However,  I  will  not  deny  that  it  is  pleasant  to 
have  been  successful." 

"It  has  been  very  pleasant  to  us,  Phineas. 
Mamma  has  been  so  much  rejoiced." 

"  I  am  so  sorry  not  to  see  her.  She  is  at 
Floodborough,  I  suppose. " 


"Oh,  yes;  she  is  at  home.  She  does  not 
like  coming  out  at  niglit  in  winter.  I  have 
been  staying  here,  you  know,  for  two  days,  but  I 
go  home  to-morrow." 

"I  will  ride  over  and  call  on  your  mother." 
Then  there  was  a  pause  in  the  conversation  for 
a  moment.  Does  it  not  seem  odd,  Mary,  that 
we  should  see  so  little  of  each  other  ?" 

"  You  are  so  much  away,  of  course," 

"Yes  ;  that  is  the  reason.  But  still  it  seems 
almost  unnatural.  I  often  wonder  when  the  time 
will  come  that  I  shall  be  quietly  at  home  again. 
I  have  to  be  back  to  my  office  in  London  this 
day  week,  and  yet  I  have  not  had  a  single  hour 
to  myself  since  I  have  been  at  Killaloe.  But  I 
will  certainly  ride  over  and  see  your  mother. 
You  will  be  at  home  on  Wednesday,  I  suppose." 

"  Yes  ;  I  shall  be  at  home." 

Upon  that  he  got  up  and  went  away,  but 
again  in  the  evening  he  found  himself  near  her. 
Perhaps  there  is  no  position  more  ])erilous  to  a 
man's  honesty  than  that  in  which  Phineas  now- 
found  himself — that,  namely,  of  knowing  him- 
self to  be  quite  loved  by  a  girl  whom  he  almost 
loves  himself  Of  course  he  loved  Violet  Effing- 
ham ;  and  they  who  talk  best  of  love  protest  that 
no  man  or  woman  can  be  in  love  with  two  per- 
sons at  once.  Phineas  was  not  in  love  with 
Mary  Flood  Jones ;  but  he  would  have  liked  to 
take  her  in  his  arms  and  kiss  her  ;  he  would  have 
liked  to  gratify  her  by  swearing  that  she  was 
dearer  to  him  than  all  the  world ;  he  would 
have  liked  to  have  an  episode,  and  did  at  the 
moment  think  that  it  might  be  possible  to  have 
one  life  in  London  and  another  life  altogether  dif- 
ferent at  Killaloe.  "Dear  Mary,"  he  said  as  he 
pressed  her  hand  that  night,  "things  will  get 
themselves  settled  at  last,  I  suppose."  He  was 
behaving  very  ill  to  her,  but  he  did  not  mean  to 
behave  ill. 

He  rode  over  to  Floodborough,  and  saw  Mrs, 
Flood  Jones,  ilrs.  Flood  Jones,  however,  re- 
ceived him  very  coldly ;  and  ]\Iary  did  not  ap- 
pear, Mary  had  communicated  to  her  mother 
lier  resolutions  as  to  her  future  life,  "■  The  fact 
is,  mamma,  I  love  him,  I  can  not  help  it  If 
he  ever  chooses  to  come  for  me,  here  I  am.  If 
he  does  not,  I  will  bear  it  as  well  as  I  can.  It 
may  be  very  mean  of  me,  but  it's  true." 


CHAPTER  LI. 

TROUBLES  AT    LOUOnLINTER. 

There  was  a  dull  house  at  Loughlinter  dur- 
ing the  greater  part  of  this  autumn.  A  few  men 
went  down  for  the  grouse-shooting  late  in  the 
season ;  but  they  staid  but  a  short  time  ;  and 
when  they  went  Lady  Laura  was  left  alone  with 
her  husband.  Jlr,  Kennedy  had  explained  to 
his  wife,  more  than  once,  that  though  he  under- 
stood the  duties  of  hospitality  and  enjoyed  the 
performance  of  them,  he  had"  not  married  with 
the  intention  of  living  in  a  whirlwind.  He  was 
disposed  to  think  that  the  whirlwind  had  hither- 
to been  too  predominant,  and  had  said  so  very 
])lainly  with  a  good  deal  of  marital  authority. 
This  autumn  and  winter  were  to  be  devoted  to 
the  cultivation  of  proper  relations  between  him 
and  his  wife.  "Does  that  mean  Darby  and 
Joan  ?"  his  wife  had  asked  him,  w  hen  the  prop- 
osition was  made  to  her.     "  It  means  mutual  re- 
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gard  and  esteem,"  replied  Mr.  Kennedy  in  his 
most  solemn  tone,  "  and  I  trust  that  such  mutual 
regard  and  esteem  between  us  may  yet  be  possi- 
ble." When  Lady  Laura  showed  him  a  letter 
from  her  brother,  received  some  weeks  after  this 
conversation,  in  which  Lord  Chiltern  expressed 
his  intention  of  coming  to  Loughlinter  for  Christ- 
mas, he  returned  the  note  to  his  wife  without  a 
word.  lie  suspected  that  she  had  made  the  ar- 
rangement without  asking  him,  and  was  angry ; 
butlie  would  not  tell  her  that  her  brother  would 
not  be  welcome  at  his  house.  "  It  is  not  my  do- 
ing," she  said,  when  she  saw  the  frown  on  his 
brow. 

"  I  said  nothing  about  any  body's  doing." 
"  I  will  write  to  Oswald  and  bid  him  not  come, 
if  you  wish  it.     Of  course  you  can  understand 
why  he  is  coming." 

"  Not  to  see  me,  I  am  sure,"  said  Mr.  Kennc- 

"Nor  me,"  replied  Lady  Laura.  ''He  is 
coming  because  my  friend  Violet  Effingham  will 
be  here." 

"Miss  Effingham!  Why  was  I  not  told  of 
this  ?  I  knew  nothing  of  Miss  Effingham's  com- 
ing." 

"  Robert,  it  was  settled  in  vour  own  presence 
last  July." 

"I  deny  it." 

Then  Lady  Laura  rose  up,  very  haughty  in  her 
gait  and  with  something  of  fire  in  her  eye,  and 
silently  left  the  room.  Mr.  Kennedy,  when  he 
found  himself  alone,  was  verj'  unhappy.  Look- 
ing back  in  his  mind  to  the  summer  weeks  in 
London,  he  remembered  that  his  wife  had  told 
Violet  that  she  was  to  spend  her  Christmas  at 
Loughlinter,  that  he  himself  had  given  a  mutter- 
ed assent,  and  that  Violet,  as  far  as  he  could  re- 
member, had  made  no  reply.  It  had  been  one 
of  those  things  which  are  so  often  mentioned,  but 
not  settled.  He  felt  that  he  had  been  strictly 
right  in  denying  that  it  had  beeu  "settled"  in 
his  presence :  but  yet  he  felt  that  he  had  been 
wrong  in  contradicting  his  wife  so  peremptorily. 
He  was  a  just  man,  and  he  would  apologize  for 
his  fault ;  but  he  was  an  austere  man,  and  would 
take  back  the  value  of  his  apology  in  additional 
austerity.  He  did  not  see  his  wife  for  some  [ 
hours  after  the  conversation  which  has  been  nar- 
rated, but  when  he  did  meet  her  his  mind  was 
still  full  of  the  subject.  "Laura,"  he  said,  "I 
am  sorry  that  I  contradicted  3"ou." 

"  I  am  quite  used  to  it,  Robert." 

"No;  you  are  not  used  to  it."  She  smiled 
and  bowed  her  head.  "You  wrong  me  by  say- 
ing that  you  are  used  to  it."  Then  he  paused  a 
moment,  but  she  said  not  a  word — only  smiled 
and  bowed  her  head  again.  "I  remember,"  he 
continued,  "that  something  was  said  in  my  pres- 
ence to  Miss  Effingham  about  her  coming  here 
at  Christmas.  It  was  so  slight,  however,  that  it 
had  passed  out  of  my  memory  till  recalled  by  an 
effort.     I  beg  your  pardon." 

"That  is  unnecessary,  Robert." 

"It is,  dear." 

"And  do  yon  wish  that  I  should  put  her  off, 
or  put  Oswald  off,  or  both  ?  My  brother  never 
yet  has  seen  me  in  your  house." 

"  And  whose  fault  has  that  been  ?" 

"I  have  said  nothing  about  any  body's  fault, 
Robert.  I  merely  mentioned  a  fact.  Will  you 
let  me  know  whether  I  shall  bid  him  stay  away  ?" 


"  He  is  welcome  to  come,  only  I  do  not  like 
assignations  for  love-making." 

"Assignations!" 

"  Clandestine  meetings.  Lady  Baldock  would 
not  wish  it." 

"Lady  Baldock!  Do  you  think  that  Violet 
would  exercise  any  secrecy  in  the  matter,  or  that 
she  will  not  tell  Lady  Baldock  that  Oswald  will 
be  here  as  soon  as  she  knows  it  herself?" 

"That  has  nothing  to  do  with  it." 

"Surely,  Robert,  it  must  have  much  to  do 
with  it.  And  why  should  not  these  two  young 
people  meet  ?  The  acknowledged  wish  of  all 
the  family  is  that  they  should  marry  each  other. 
And  in  this  matter,  at  any  rate,  my  brother  has 
behaved  uniformly  well."  Mr.  Kennedy  said 
nothing  further  at  the  time,  and  it  becam.e  an 
understanding  that  Violet  Effingham  was  to  be 
a  month  at  Loughlinter,  staying  from  the  20th 
of  December  to  the  20th  of  January,  and  that 
Lord  Chiltern  was  to  come  there  for  Christ- 
mas, which  with  him  would  probably  mean  three 
days. 

Before  Christmas  came,  however,  there  were  va- 
rious other  sources  of  uneasiness  at  Loughlinter. 
There  had  bee.n,  as  a  matter  of  course,  great  anx- 
iety as  to  the  elections.  With  Lady  Laura  this 
anxiety  had  been  been  very  strong,  and  even  Mr. 
Kennedy  had  been  warmed  with  some  amount 
of  fire  as  the  announcements  reached  him  of  the 
successes  and  of  the  fiiilures.  The  English  re- 
turns came  first,  and  then  the  Scotch,  which  wci-e 
quite  as  interesting  to  Mr.  Kennedy  as  the  En- 
glish. His  own  seat  was  quite  safe — was  not  con- 
tested ;  but  some  neighboring  seats  were  sources 
of  great  solicitude.  Then,  when  this  was  over, 
there  were  tlie  tidings  from  Ireland  to  be  received ; 
and  respecting  one  special  borough  in  Ireland, 
Lady  Laura  evinced  more  solicitude  than  her 
husband  approved.  There  was  much  danger  for 
the  domestic  bliss  of  the  house  of  Loughlinter, 
when  things  came  to  such  a  pass,  and  such  words 
were  spoken  as  the  election  at  Loughshane  pro- 
duced. 

"  He  is  in,"  said  Lady  Laura,  opening  a  tele- 
gram. 

"Who  is  in?"  said  Mr.  Kennedy,  with  that 
frown  on  his  brow  to  which  his  wife  Avas  now 
well  accustomed.  Though  he  asked  the  ques- 
tion, he  knew  very  well  who  W'as  the  hero  to 
whom  the  telegram  referred. 

"Our  friend  Phineas  Finn,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
speaking  still  with  an  excited  voice — with  a  voice 
that  was  intended  to  display  excitement.  If 
there  was  to  be  a  battle  on  this  matter,  there 
should  be  a  battle.  She  would  display  all  her 
anxiety  for  her  young  friend,  and  fling  it  in  her 
husband's  face  if  he  chose  to  take  it  as  an  inju- 
ry. What !  should  she  endure  reproach  from  her 
husband  because  she  regarded  the  interests  of  the 
man  who  had  saved  his  life,  of  the  man  respect- 
ing whom  she  had  suffered  so  many  heart-strug- 
gles, and  as  to  whom  she  had  at  last  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  he  should  ever  be  regarded  as 
a  second  brother,  loved  equally  with  the  elder 
brother?  She  had  done  her  duty  by  her  hus- 
band— so  at  least  she  assured  herself ;  and  should 
he  dare  to  reproach  her  on  this  subject,  she 
would  be  ready  for  the  battle.  And  now  the 
battle  came.  "  I  am  glad  of  this,"  she  said,  with 
all  the  eagerness  she  could  throw  into  her  voice. 
"I  am,  indeed  ;  and  so  ought  you  to  be."     The 
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husband's  brow  grew  blacker  and  blacker,  but 
still  he  said  notliing.  He  had  long  been  too 
proud  to  be  jealous,  and  was  now  too  proud  to 
express  his  jealousy,  if  onh'  he  could  keep  the  ex- 
pression back.  But  his  wife  would  not  leave  the 
subject.  "I  am  so  thankful  for  tliis,"  she  said, 
pressing  the  telegram  between  her  hands.  "  I 
was  so  afraid  he  would  fail !" 

''  You  overdo  your  anxiety  on  such  a  subject," 
at  last  he  said,  speaking  very  slowly. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Robert  ?  How  can  I  be 
overanxious  ?  If  it  concerned  any  other  dear 
friend  that  I  have  in  the  world,  it  would  not  be 
an  affair  of  life  and  death.  To  him  it  is  almost 
so.  I  would  have  walked  from  here  to  London 
to  get  him  his  election."  And  as  she  spoke  she 
held  up  the  clenched  fist  of  her  left  hand,  and 
shook  it,  while  she  still  held  the  telegram  in  her 
^right  hand. 

"Laura,  I  must  tell  you  that  it  is  improper 
that  you  should  speak  of  any  man  in  those  terms  ; 
of  any  man  that  is  a  stranger  to  your  blood." 

"  A  stranger  to  my  blood  !  What  has  that  to 
do  with  it?  This  man  is  my  friend,  is  your 
friend :  saved  your  life,  has  been  my  brother's 
best  friend,  is  loved  by  my  father,  and  is  loved 
by  me,  very  dearly.  Tell  me  what  you  mean 
by  improjier !" 

"  I  will  not  have  von  love  anv  man  very  dear- 
ly." 

"Robert!" 

"I  tell  you  that  I  will  have  no  such  expres- 
sions from  you.  They  are  unseemly,  and  are 
used  only  to  provoke  me." 

"  Am  I  to  understand  that  I  am  insulted  by 
an  accusation  ?  If  so,  let  me  beg  at  once  that  I 
may  be  allowed  to  go  to  Saulsby.  I  would  rather 
accept  your  apology  and  retractation  there  than 
here." 

"You  will  not  go  to  Saulsby,  and  there  has 
been  no  accusation,  and  there  will  be  no  apolo- 
gy. If  you  please,  there  will  be  no  more  men- 
tion of  Mv.  Finn's  name  between  us  for  the  pres- 
ent. If  you  will  take  my  advice,  you  will  cease 
to  think  of  him  extravagantly ;  and  I  must  de- 
sire you  to  hold  no  further  direct  communica- 
tion with  him." 

"I  have  held  no  communication  with  him," 
said  Lady  Laura,  advancing  a  step  toward  him. 
But  IMr.  Kennedy  simply  ])ointed  to  the  telegram 
in  her  hand,  and  left  tlie  room.  Now  in  respect 
to  this  telegram  there  had  been  an  unfortunate 
mistake.  I  am  not  prepared  to  say  that  there 
was  any  reason  why  Phineas  himself  should  not 
have  sent  the  news  of  his  sijcccss  to  Lady  Laura ; 
but  he  had  not  done  so.  The  piece  of  paper  which 
she  still  held  crushed  in  her  hand  was  in  itself 
very  innocent.  "Hurrah  for  the  Loughshane. 
Finny  has  done  the  trick."  Such  were  the  words 
written  on  the  slip,  and  they  had  been  sent  to 
Lady  Lanra  by  her  young  cousin,  the  clerk  in 
the  office  who  acted  as  private  secretary  to  the 
Under-Secretary  of  State.  Lady  Laura  resolved 
that  her  husband  should  never  see  those  inno- 
cent but  rather  undignified  words.  The  occa- 
sion had  become  one  of  importance,  and  such' 
words  were  unworthy  of  it.  Besides,  slie  would 
not  condescend  to  defend  herself  by  bringing  for- 
ward a  telegram  as  evidence  in  her  favor.  So 
she  burned  the  morsel  of  paper. 

Lady  Laura  and  Mr.  Kennedy  did  not  meet 
again  till  late  that  evening.     She  was  ill,  she 


said,  and  would  not  come  down  to  dinner.  After 
dinner  she  wrote  him  a  note.  "Dear  Robert, 
I  think  you  must  regret  wliat  you  said  to  me. 
If  so,  pray  let  me  have  a  line  from  you  to  that 
effect.  Yours  aflpectionately,  L."  When  the 
servant  handed  it  to  him,  and  he  had  read  it, 
he  smiled  and  thanked  the  girl  who  had  brought 
it,  and  said  he  would  see  her  mistress  just  now. 
Any  thing  would  be  better  than  that  the  servants 
should  know  thnt  tliere  was  a  quarrel.  But 
every  servant  in  the  house  had  known  all  about 
it  for  the  last  three  hours.  When  the  door  was 
closed  and  he  was  alone,  he  sat  fingering  the 
note,  tliinking  deeply  how  he  should  answer  it, 
or  whether  he  would  answer  it  at  all.  No  ;  he 
would  not  answer  it  —  not  in  writing.  He  would 
give  his  wife  no  written  record  of  his  humiliation. 
He  had  not  acted  wrongly.  He  had  said  noth- 
ing more  than  now,  upon  mature  consideration, 
he  thought  that  the  circumstances  demanded. 
But  yet  he  felt  that  he  must  in  some  sort  with- 
draw the  accusation  which  he  had  made.  If  he 
did  not  withdraw  it,  there  was  no  knowing  what 
his  wife  might  do.  About  ten  in  the  evening 
he  went  up  to  her  and  made  his  little  speech. 
"  My  dear,  I  have  come  to  answer  your  note." 

"I  thought  you  would  have  written  to  me  a 
line." 

"  I  have  come  instead,  Laura.  Now,  if  you 
will  listen  to  me  for  one  moment,  I  think  every 
thing  will  be  made  smooth." 

"  Of  course  I  will  listen,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
knowing  very  well  that  her  husband's  moment 
would  be  rather  tedious,  and  resolving  that  she 
also  would  have  her  moment  afterward. 

"  I  tliink  you  will  acknowledge  that  if  there 
be  a  dilference  of  opinion  between  you  and  me 
as  to  any  question  of  social  intercourse,  it  will 
be  better  that  you  should  consent  to  adopt  my 
opinion." 

"  You  have  the  law  on  your  side." 

"  I  am  not  speaking  of  the  law." 

"Well;  go  on,  Robert.  I  will  not  interrupt 
you  if  I  can  hclj)  it." 

"I  am  not  speaking  of  the  law.  I  am  speak- 
ing simi)ly  of  convenience,  and  of  that  which 
you  must  feel  to  be  right.  If  I  wish  that  your 
intercourse  with  any  person  should  be  of  such 
or  such  a  nature,  it  must  be  best  that  you  should 
comply  with  my  wishes."  He  paused  for  her  as- 
sent, but  she  neither  assented  nor  dissented. 
"As  far  as  I  can  understand  the  ])osition  of  a 
man  and  wife  in  this  country,  there  is  no  other 
way  in  which  life  can  be  made  harmonious." 

"Life  will  not  run  in  harmonies." 

"  I  expect  that  ours  shall  be  made  to  do  so, 
Laura.  I  need  hardly  say  to  you  that  I  intend 
to  accuse  you  of  no  irajn-ojiriety  of  feeling  in 
reference  to  this  young  man." 

"  No,  Robert ;  you  need  hardly  say  thnt.  In- 
deed, to  speak  my  own  mind,  I  think  tliat  you 
need  hardly  have 'alluded  to  it.  I  might  go  fur- 
ther, and  say  that  such  an  allusion  is  in  itself  an 
insult — an  insult  now  repeated  after  hours  of  de- 
liberation— an  insult  which  I  will  not  endure  to 
have  repeated  again.  If  you  say  another  word 
in  any  way  suggesting  the  [lossibility  of  improper 
relations  between  me  and  Mr.  Finn,  cither  as  to 
deeds  or  thoughts,  as  God  is  above  me,  I  will 
write  to  both  my  father  and  my  brother,  and  de- 
sire them  to  take  me  from  your  house.  If  you 
wish  nic  remain  here,  vou  hadbet'.er  be  careful !" 


so   SHE   BUKNED   THE    MORSEL   OF    PAPER. 
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As  she  was  making  this  speech,  her  temper  seem- 
ed to  rise,  and  to  become  hot,  and  then  hotter,  till 
it  glowed  with  a  red  heat.  She  had  been  cool 
till  the  word  insult,  used  by  herself,  had  convey- 
ed back  to  her  a  strong  impression  of  her  own 
wrong — or  perhaps  I  should  rather  say,  a  strong 
feeling  of  the  necessity  of  becoming  indignant. 
yhe  was  standing  as  she  spoke,  and  the  fire  flash- 
ed from  her  eyes,  and  he  quailed  before  her. 
The  threat  which  she  held  out  to  him  was  very 
dreadful  to  him.  He  was  a  man,  terribly  in 
fear  of  the  world's  good  opinion,  who  lacked  the 
courage  to  go  through  a  great  and  harassing 
trial  in  order  that  something  better  might  come 
afterward.  His  married  life  had  been  unhappy. 
His  wife  had  not  submitted  eitlier  to  his  will  or 
to  his  ways.  He  had  that  great  desire  to  enjoy 
his  full  rights,  so  strong  in  the  minds  of  weak, 
ambitious  men,  and  he  had  told  himself  that  a 
wife's  obedience  was  one  of  those  rights  which 
he  could  not  abandon  witiiout  injury  to  his  self- 
esteem.  He  had  thought  about  the  matter, 
slowly  as  was  his  wont,  and  had  resolved  that  he 
would  assert  himself.  He  liad  asserted  himself, 
and  his  wife  told  him  to  his  face  that  she  would 
go  away  and  leave  him.  He  could  detain  her 
legally,  but  he  could  not  do  even  that  without 
the  fact  of  such  forcible  detention  being  known 
to  all  the  world.  How  was  he  to  answer  her 
now  at  this  moment,  so  that  she  might  not  write 
to  her  father,  and  so  that  his  self-assertion  might 
still  be  maintained? 

"  Passion,  Laura,  can  never  be  right." 
"Would  you  have  a  woman  submit  to  insult 
without  passion  ?  I  at  any  rate  am  not  such  a 
woman."  Then  there  was  a  pause  for  a  mo- 
ment. "If  you  have  nothing  else  to  say  to  me, 
you  had  better  leave  me.  I  am  far  from  well, 
and  my  head  is  throbbing." 

He  came  up  and  took  her  hand,  but  she  snatch- 
ed it  away  from  him.  "  Laura,"  he  said,  "do 
not  let  us  quarrel." 

"I  certainly  shall  quarrel  if  such  insinuations 
are  repeated." 

"I  made  no  insinuation." 
"  Do  not  repeat  them.  That  is  all." 
He  was  cowed  and  left  her,  having  first  at- 
tempted to  get  out  of  the  difliculty  of  his  posi- 
tion by  making  much  of  her  alleged  illness,  and 
by  offering  to  send  for  Dr.  Macknuthrie.  She 
positively  refused  to  see  Dr.  Macknuthrie,  and 
at  last  succeeded  in  inducing  him  to  quit  the 
room. 

This  had  occun-ed  about  the  end  of  November, 
and  on  the  20th  of  December  Violet  Effingham 
reached  Loughlinter.  Life  in  Mr.  Kennedy's 
house  had  gone  quietly  during  the  intervening 
three  weeks,  but  not  very  ])leasantly.  The  name 
of  FhineasFinn  had  not  been  mentioned.  Lady 
Laura  had  triumphed  ;  but  she  had  no  desire  to 
acerbate  her  husband  by  any  unpalatable  allu- 
sion to  her  victory.  And  lie  was  quite  willing 
to  let  the  subject  die  away,  if  only  it  would  die. 
On  some  other  matters  ho  continued  to  assert 
himself,  taking  his  wife  to  church  twice  every 
Sunday,  using  longer  family  prayers  than  she 
approved,  reading  an  additional  sermon  himself 
every  Sunday  evening,  calling  upon  her  for 
Weekly  attention  to  elaborate  household  accounts, 
asking  for  her  personal  assistance  in  much  local 
visiting,  initiating  her  into  his  favorite  methods 
of  family  life  in  the  countrv,  till  sometimes  she 
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almost  longed  to  talk  again  about  Phineas  Finn, 
so  that  there  might  be  a  rupture,  and  she  might 
escape.  But  her  husband  asserted  himself  with- 
in bounds,  and  she  submitted,  longing  for  the 
coming  of  Violet  EfSngham.  She  could  not 
write  to  her  father  and  beg  to  be  taken  away 
because  her  husband  would  read  a  sermon  to 
her  on  Sunday  evening. 

To  Violet,  very  shortly  after  her  arrival,  she 
told  her  whole  story.  "Tliis  is  terrible,"  said 
Violet.  "This  makes  me  feel  that  I  never  will 
be  married." 

"And  yet  what  can  a  woman  become  if  she 
remains  single?  The  curse  is  to  be  a  woman 
at  all. " 

"  I  have  always  felt  so  proud  of  the  privileges 
of  my  sex,"  said  Violet. 

"1  never  have  found  them,"  said  the  other; 
"never.  I  have  tried  to  make  the  best  of  its 
weaknesses,  and  this  is  what  I  have  come  to  I 
I  suppose  I  ought  to  have  loved  some  man." 

"  And  did  you  never  love  any  man  ?" 

"No;  I  think  I  never  did,  not  as  people 
mean  when  they  speak  of  iove.  I  have  felt  that 
I  would  consent  to  be  cut  in  little  pieces  for  my 
brother  because  of  my  regard  for  him." 

"  Ah  !  that  is  nothing." 

"And  I  have  felt  something  of  the  same 
thing  for  another — a  longing  for  his  welfare,  a 
delight  to  hear  him  praised,  a  charm  in  his 
presence — so  strong  a  feeling  for  his  interest, 
that  were  he  to  go  to  wrack  and  ruin,  I  too 
should,  after  a  fashion,  be  wracked  and  ruined. 
But  it  has  not  been  love  either." 

"  Do  I  know  whom  you  mean  ?  May  I  name 
him  ?     It  is  Phineas  Finn." 

"Of  course  it  is  Phineas  Finn." 

"Did  he  ever  ask  you  to  love  him?" 

"  I  feared  he  would  do  so,  and  therefore  ac- 
cepted Mr.  Kennedy's  offer  almost  at  the  first 
word." 

"I  do  not  quite  understand  your  reasoning, 
Laura." 

"I  understand  it.  I  could  have  refused  him 
nothing  in  my  power  to  give  him,  but  I  did  not 
wish  to  be  his  wife." 

"And  he  never  asked  you?" 

Lady  Laura  paused  a  moment,  thinking  what 
reply  she  should  make  ;  and  then  she  told  a  fib. 
"No;  he  never  asked  me."  But  Violet  did 
not  believe  the  fib.  Violet  was  quite  sure  that 
Phineas  had  asked  Lady  Laura  Stand ish  to  be 
his  wife.  "As  far  as  I  can  see,"  said  Violet, 
"  Madame  Max  Goesler  is  his  present. passion." 

"I  do  not  believe  it  in  the  least,"  said  Lady 
Laura,  firing  up. 

"  It  does  not  much  matter,"  said  Violet.       • 

"  It  would  matter  very  much.  You  know,  you 
— you  ;  you  know  whom  he  loves.  And  I  do  be- 
lieve that  sooner  or  later  you  will  be  his  wife." 

"Never." 

"  Yes,  you  will.  Had  you  not  loved  him,  you 
would  never  have  condescended  to  accuse  him 
about  that  woman." 

"I  have  not  accused  him.  Why  should  he 
not  marry  Madame  Max  Goesler  ?  It  would 
be  just  the  thing  for  him.     She  is  very  rich." 

"  Never.     You  will  be  his  wife." 

"Laura,  you  are  the  most  capricious  of  wom- 
en. You  have  two  dear  friends,  and  you  insist 
that  I  shall  marry  them  both.  AVhich  shall  I 
take  first?" 
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"Oswald  will  be  here  in  a  day  or  two,  and 
j^ou  can  take  him  if  you  like  it.  No  doubt  he 
will  ask  you.     But  I  do  not  think  you  will." 

"No;  I  do  not  tiiink  I  shall.  I  shall  knock 
under  to  Mr.  Mill,  and  go  in  for  women's  rights, 
and  look  forward  to  stand  for  some  female  bor- 
ough. Matrimony  never  seemed  to  me  to  be 
very  charming,  and  upon  my  word  it  does  not 
become  more  alluring  by  what  I  find  at  Lough- 
linter." 

It  was  thus  that  Violet  and  Lady  Laura  dis- 
cussed these  matters  together,  but  Violet  had 
never  showed  to  her  friend  the  cards  in  her 
hand,  as  Lady  Laura  had  shown  those  which 
she  held.  Lady  Laura  had  in  fact  told  almost 
every  tiling  that  there  was  to  tell,  had  spoken 
either  plainly  with  true  words,  or  equally  plain- 
ly with  words  that  were  not  true.  Violet  Ef- 
fingham had  almost  come  to  love  Phineas  Finn  ; 
but  she  never  told  her  friend  that  it  was  so. 
At  one  time  she  had  almost  made  up  her  mind 
to  give  herself  and  all  her  wealth  to  this  adven- 
turer. He  was  a  better  man,  she  thought,  than 
Lord  Chiltern ;  and  she  had  come  to  persuade 
herself  that  it  was  almost  imperative  on  her  to 
take  the  one  or  the  other.  Though  she  could 
talk  about  remaining  unmarried,  she  knew  that 
that  was  practically  impossible.  All  those 
ai-ound  her — those  of  the  Baldock  as  well  as 
those  of  the  Brentford  faction — would  make 
such  a  life  impossible  to  hei\  Besides,  in  such 
a  case  what  could  she  do  ?  It  was  all  very  well 
to  talk  of  disregai'ding  the  world  and  of  setting 
up  a  house  for  herself;  but  she  was  quite  aware 
that  that  jjroject  could  not  be  used  further  than 
for  the  purpose  of  scaring  her  amiable  aunt. 
And  if  not  that,  then  could  she  content  herself 
to  look  forward  to  a  joint  life  with  Lady  Bal- 
dock and  Augusta  Boreham?  She  might,  of 
course,  oblige  her  aunt  by  taking  Lord  Fawn, 
or  oblige  her  aunt  equally  by  taking  Mr.  Apple- 
dom  ;  but  she  was  strongly  of  opinion  that  either 
Lord  Chiltern  or  Fhineas  would  be  preferable 
to  these.  Thinking  over  it  always,  she  had 
come  to  feel  that  it  must  be  either  Lord  Chiltern 
or  Phineas ;  but  she  had  never  whispered  her 
thought  to  man  or  woman.  On  her  journey  to 
Loughlinter,  where  she  then  knew  that  she  was  to 
meet  Lord  Chiltern,  she  endeavored  to  persuade 
herself  that  it  should  be  Phineas.  But  Lady 
Laura  had  marred  it  all  by  that  ill-told  fib. 
There  had  been  a  moment  before  in  which  Vio- 
let had  felt  that  Phineas  had  sacrificed  some- 
thing of  that  truth  of  love  for  which  she  gave 
him  credit  to  the  glances  of  IVfadame  Goeslcr's 
eyes  ;  but  she  had  rebuked  herself  for  the  idea, 
accusing  herself  not  only  of  little  jealousy,  but 
of  foolish  vanity.  Was  he,  whom  she  had  re- 
jected, not  to  speak  to  another  woman  ?  Tlien 
came  the  blow  from  Lady  Laura,  and  Violet 
knew  that  it  was  a  blow.  This  gallant  lover, 
this  young  Crichton,  this  unassuming  but  ar- 
dent lover,  had  simply  taken  up  with  her  as  soon 
as  he  had  failed  with  her  friend.  Lady  Laura 
had  been  most  enthusiastic  in  her  expressions  of 
friendship.  Such  Platonic  regards  might  be  all 
very  well.  It  was  for  Mr.  Kennedy  to  look  to 
that.  But,  for  lierself,  she  felt  that  such  ex- 
pressions were  hardly  compatible  with  her  ideas 
of  having  her  lover  all  to  herself.  And  then 
she  again  remembered  i\Lidame  Goeslcr's  bright 
blue  eves. 


Lord  Chiltern  came  on  Christmas-eve,  and 
was  received  with  ojien  arms  by  his  sister,  and 
with  that  painful  irritating  atFection  which  such 
a  girl  as  Violet  can  show  to  such  a  man  as  Lord 
Chiltern,  when  she  will  not  give  him  that  other 
affection  for  which  his  heart  is  panting.  The 
two  men  were  civil  to  each  other,  but  very 
cold.  The)'  called  each  other  Kennedy  and 
Chiltern,  but  even  that  was  not  done  without  an 
effort.  On  the  Christmas  morning  ]\Ir.  Kenne- 
dy asked  his  brother-in-law  to  go  to  church. 
"It's  a  kind  of  thing  I  never  do,"  said  Lord 
Chiltern.  Mr.  Kennedy  g.ave  a  little  start,  and 
looked  a  look  of  horror.  Lady  Laura  showed 
that  she  was  unhappy.  Violet  Effingham  turn- 
ed away  her  face,  and  smiled. 

As  they  walked  across  the  park  Violet  took 
Lord  Chiltern's  part.  "  He  only  means  that  he 
does  not  go  to  church  on  Christmas-day." 

"  I  don't  know  what  he  means,"  said  Mr. 
Kennedy. 

"  We  need  not  speak  of  it,"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"  I  have  been  to  church  with  him  on  Sundays 
myself,"  said  Violet,  perhaps  not  reflecting  that 
the  practices  of  early  years  had  little  to  do  with 
the  young  man's  life  at  present. 

Christmas-day  and  the  next  day  passed  with- 
out any  sign  from  Lord  Chiltern,  and  on  the 
day  after  that  he  was  to  go  away.  But  he  was 
not  to  leave  till  one  or  two  in  the  afternoon. 
Not  a  word  had  been  said  between  the  two 
women  since  he  had  been  in  the  house  on  the 
subject  of  which  both  of  them  were  thinking. 
Ver)^  much  had  been  said  of  the  expediency  of 
his  going  to  Saulsby,  but  on  this  matter  he  had 
declined  to  make  any  ]>romise.  Sitting  in  Lady 
Laura's  room,  in  the  presence  of  both  of  them, 
he  had  refused  to  do  so.  "  I  am  bad  to  drive," 
he  said,  turning  to  Violet,  "and  you  had  better 
not  try  to  drive  me." 

"Why  should  not  you  be  driven  as  well  as 
another?"  she  answered,  laughing. 


CHAPTER  LIL 

THE     FIUST     BLOW. 

Lord  Chiltern,  though  he  had  passed  two 
entire  days  in  the  house  with  Violet  without  re- 
newing his  suit,  had  come  to  Loughlinter  for 
the  express  purpose  of  doing  so,  and  had  his 
plans  perfectly  fixed  in  his  own  mind.  After 
breakfast  on  that  last  morning  he  was  up  stairs 
with  his  sister  in  her  own  room,  and  immediate- 
ly made  his  request  to  her.  "  Laura,"  he  said, 
"go  down  like  a  good  girl,  and  make  Violet 
come  up  here."  Siie  stood  a  moment  looking 
at  him  and  smiled.  "  And  mind,"  he  continued, 
"you  are  not  to  come  back  yourself.  I  must 
have  Violet  alone." 

"  But  suppose  Violet  will  not  come  ?  Young 
ladies  do  not  generally  wait  upon  young  men  on 
such  occasions." 

"No  ;  but  I  rank  her  so  high  among  young 
women,  that  I  think  she  will  have  common  sense 
enough  to  teach  her  that,  after  what  has  passed 
between  us,  I  have  a  right  to  ask  for  an  inter- 
view, and  that  it  may  be  more  conveniently  had 
here  than  in  the  wilderness  of  the  house  be- 
low." 
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Whatever  may  have  been  the  arguments  used 
by  her  friend,  Violet  did  come.  She  reached 
the  door  all  alone,  and  opened  it  bravely.  She 
had  promised  herself,  as  she  came  a]on>;  the  pLis- 
sages,  that  she  would  not  pause  with  her  hand 
on  the  lock  for  a  moment.  She  had  first  gone 
to  iier  own  room,  and  as  she  left  it  she  had 
looked  into  the  glass  with  a  hurried  glance,  and 
had  then  rested  for  a  moment,  thinking  that 
something  should  be  done,  that  her  hair  might 
be  smoothed,  or  a  ribbon  set  straiglit,  or  the 
chain  arranged  under  her  brooch.  A  girl  would 
wish  to  look  well  before  her  lover,  even  when 
she  means  to  refuse  him.  But  her  pause  was 
but  for  an  instant,  and  then  she  went  on,  hav- 
ing touched  nothing.  She  shook  her  head  and 
pressed  her  hands  together,  and  went  on  quick 
and  opened  the  door,  almost  with  a  little  start. 
"Violet,  this  is  very  good  of  you,"  said  Lord 
Chiltern,  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and 
not  moving  from  the  spot. 

"  Laura  has  told  me  that  you  thought  I  would 
do  as  much  as  this  for  you,  and  therefore  I  have 
done  it." 

"Thanks,  dearest.  It  is  the  old  story,  Vio- 
let, and  I  am  so  bad  at  words  !" 

"  I  must  have  been  bad  at  words  too,  as  I 
have  not  been  able  to  make  you  understand." 

"  I  think  I  have  understood.  You  are  always 
clear-spoken,  and  I,  though  I  can  not  talk,  am 
not  muddle-pated.  I  have  understood.  But 
while  you  are  single  there  must  be  yet  hope — 
unless,  indeed,  you  will  tell  me  that  you  have 
already  given  yourself  to  another  man." 

"I  have  not  done  that." 

"  Then  how  can  I  not  hope  ?  Violet,  I  would, 
if  I  could,  tell  you  all  my  feelings  plainly.  Once, 
twice,  thrice,  I  have  said  to  myself  that  I  would 
think  of  you  no  more.  I  have  tried  to  persuade 
myself  that  I  am  better  single  than  mai'ried." 

"  But  I  am  not  the  only  woman." 

"  To  me  you  are — absolutely,  as  though  there 
were  none  other  on  the  face  of  God's  earth.  I 
live  much  alone  ;  but  you  are  always  with  me. 
Should  you  marry  any  other  man,  it  will  be  the 
same  with  me  still.  If  you  refuse  me  now  I  shall 
go  away,  and  live  wildly." 

"  Oswald,  what  do  you  mean?" 

"  I  mean  that  I  will  go  to  some  distant  part 
of  the  world,  where  I  may  be  killed  or  live  a 
life  of  adventure.  But  I  shall  do  so  simply  in 
despair.  It  will  not  be  that  I  do  not  know  how 
much  better  and  greater  should  be  the  life  at 
home  of  a  man  in  my  position." 

"  Then  do  not  talk  of  going." 

"I can  not  stay.  You  will  acknowledge,  Vio- 
let, that  I  have  never  lied  to  you.  I  am  think- 
ing of  you  day  and  night.  The  more  indifferent 
you  show  yourself  to  me,  the  more  I  love  j'on. 
Violet,  try  to  love  me."  He  came  up  to  her,  and. 
took  her  by  both  her  hands,  and  tears  were  in  his 
eyes.     "  Say  you  will  try  to  love  me." 

"It  is  not  that,"  said  Violet,  looking  away, 
but  still  leaving  her  hands  with  him. 

"  It  is  not  what,  dear  ?" 

"  What  you  call — trying." 

"It  is  that  you  do  not  wish  to  try?" 

"Oswald,  you  are  so  violent,  so  headstrong. 
I  am  afraid  of  you — as  is  every  body.  Why  have 
you  not  written  to  vour  father,  as  we  have'asked 
you  ?" 

"  I  will  write  to  him  instantly,  now,  before  I 


leave  the  room,  and  you  shall  dictate  the  letter 
to  him.  By  heavens,  you  shall !"  He  had 
dropped  her  hands  when  she  called  him  violent; 
but  now  he  took  them  again,  and  still  she  per- 
mitted it.  "I  have  postponed  it  only  till  I  had 
spoken  to  you  once  again." 

"  No,  Lord  Chiltern,  I  will  not  dictate  to  you." 

"But  will  you  love  me?"  She  paused  and 
looked  down,  having  even  now  not  withdrawn 
her  hands  from  him.  But  I  do  not  think  he 
knew  how  much  he  had  gained.  "  You  used  to 
love  me — a  little,"  he  said. 

"Indeed,  indeed,  I  did." 

"  And  now  ?     Is  it  all  changed  now  ?" 

"No,"  she  said,  retreating  from  him. 

"  How  is  it,  then  ?  Violet,  speak  to  me  hon- 
estly. Will  you  be  my  wife  ?"  She  did  not  an- 
swer him,  and  he  stood  for  a  moment  looking  at 
her.  Then  he  rushed  at  her,  and,  seizing  lier 
in  his  arms,  kissed  her  all  over — her  forehead, 
her  lips,  her  cheeks,  then  both  her  hands,  and  then 

her  lips  again.     "By ,  she  is  my  own  !"  he 

said.  Then  he  went  back  to  the  rug  before  the 
fire,  and  stood  there  with  his  back  turned  to  her. 
Violet,  when  she  found  herself  thus  deserted,  re- 
treated to  a  sofa,  and  sat  herself  down.  She 
had  no  negative  to  produce  now  in  answer  to  the 
violent  assertion  which  he  had  pronounced  as 
to  his  own  success.  It  was  true.  She  had  doubt- 
ed, and  doubted,  and  still  doubted.  But  now 
she  must  doubt  no  longer.  Of  one  thing  she 
was  quite  sure.  She  could  love  him.  As  things 
had  now  gone,  she  would  make  him  quite  hapjiy 
with  assurances  on  that  subject.  As  to  that  other 
question — that  fearful  question,  whether  or  not 
she  could  trust  him — on  that  matter  she  had  bet- 
ter at  present  say  nothing,  and  think  as  little,  per- 
haps, as  might  be.  She  had  taken  the  jump, 
and  therefore  whv  should  she  not  be  gracious  to 
him  ?  But  how  was  she  to  be  gracious  to  a  lover 
who  stood  there  with  his  back  turned  to  her  ? 

After  the  interval  of  a  minute  or  two  he  re- 
membered himself,  and  turned  round.  Seeing 
her  seated,  he  approached  her,  and  went  down 
on  both  knees  close  at  her  feet.  Then  he  took 
her  hands  again,  for  the  third  time,  and  looked 
up  into  her  eyes. 

"Oswald,  you  on  j'our  knees!"  she  said. 

"I  would  not  bend  to  a  princess,"  he  said, 
"  to  ask  for  half  her  throne  ;  but  I  will  kneel  here 
all  day,  if  you  will  let  me,  in  thanks  for  the  gift 
of  your  love.     I  never  kneeled  to  beg  for  it." 

"  This  is  the  man  who  can  not  make  speeches. " 

"I  think  I  could  talk  now  by  the  hour,  with 
you  for  a  listener." 

"  Oh,  but  I  must  talk  too." 

"What  will  you  say  to  me?" 

"Nothing  while  you  are  kneeling.  It  is  not 
natural  that  you  should  kneel.  You  are  like 
Samson  with  his  locks  shorn,  or  Hercules  with  a 
distaff"." 

"Is  that  better?"  he  said,  as  he  got  up  and 
put  his  arm  round  her  waist. 

"You  are  in  earnest?"  she  asked. 

"  In  earnest.  I  hardly  thought  that  that  would 
be  doubted.     Do  you  not  believe  me  ?" 

"  I  do  believe  you.     And  you  will  be  good  ?" 

"  Ah  !  I  do  not  know  that." 

"  Try,  and  I  will  love  you  so  dearly.  Nay,  I 
do  love  you  dearly.     I  do.     I  do." 

"  Say  it  again." 

"I  will  say  it  fifty  times — till  your  ears  are 
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weary  witli  it ;"  and  slie  did  say  it  to  him,  after 
her  own  fasliion,  fifty  times. 

"This  is  a  great  change,"  he  said,  getting  up 
after  a  while  and  walking  about  tlie  room. 

"  But  a  change  for  the  better  ;  is  it  not,  Os- 
wald?" 

"So  much  for  the  better,  that  I  hardly  know 
myself  in  my  new  joy.  But,  Violet,  we'll  have 
no  delay — will  we  ?  No  shilly-shallying.  What 
is  tlie  use  of  waiting,  now  that  it's  settled?" 

"None  in  the  least.  Lord  Chiltern.  Let  us 
say — this  day  twelvemonth." 

"  You  are  laugiiing  at  me,  Violet." 

"  Remember,  sir,  that  the  first  thing  you  have 
to  do  is  to  write  to  your  father." 

He  instantly  went  to  the  writing-table  and 
took  up  paper  and  pen.  "Come  along,"  he  said. 
"You  arc  to  dictate  it."  But  this  she  refused 
to  do,  telling  him  that  he  must  write  his  letter 
to  his  father  out  of  his  own  head,  and  out  of  his 
own  heart.  "  I  can  not  write  it,"  he  said,  throw- 
ing down  the  pen.  "  My  blood  is  in  such  a  tu- 
mult that  I  can  not  steady  my  hand." 

"You  must  not  be  so  tumultuous,  Oswald,  or 
I  sliall  have  to  live  in  a  whirlwind." 

"  Oh,  I  shall  shake  down.  I  shall  become  as 
steady  as  an  old  stager.  I'll  go  as  quiet  in 
harness  by-and-bye  as  though  I  had  been  broken 
to  it  a  four-year-old.  I  wonder  whether  Laura 
could  not  write  this  letter." 

"I  think  you  should  write  it  yourself,  Oswald." 

"If you  bid  me,  I  will." 

"  Bid  you,  indeed  !  As  if  it  was  for  me  to  bid 
you.  Do  you  not  know  that  in  these  new  troub- 
les you  are  undertaking  you  will  have  to  bid  me 
in  every  thing,  and  that  I  shall  be  bound  to  do 
your  bidding  ?  Does  it  not  seem  to  be  dreadful  ? 
My  wonder  is  that  any  girl  can  ever  accept  any 
man." 

"  But  you  have  accepted  me,  now." 

"Yes,  indeed." 

"  And  you  repent  ?'' 

"No,  indeed,  and  I  will  try  to  do  your  bid- 
dings ;  but  you  must  not  be  rough  to  me,  and 
outrageous,  and  fierce — will  you,  Oswald?" 

"I  will  not  at  any  rate  be  like  Kennedy  is 
M'ith  poor  Laura." 

"  No  ;  that  is  not  j'our  nature." 

"I  Avill  do  my  best,  dearest.  And  you  may 
at  any  rate  be  sure  of  this,  that  I  will  love  you 
always.  So  much  good  of  myself,  if  it  be  good, 
I  can  say." 

"  It  is  very  good,"  she  answered  ;  "  the  best 
of  all  good  words.  And  now  I  must  go.  And 
as  you  are  leaving  Loughliuter,  I  will  say  good- 
bye. When  am  I  to  have  the  honor  and  felicity 
of  beholding  your  lordship  again  ?" 

"  Say  a  nice  word  to  me  before  I  am  off,  Vi- 
olet." 

"I — love — you — better — than  all  the  world 
beside ;  and  I  mean  —  to  be  your  wife — some 
da\'.     Are  not  those  twenty 'nice  words?" 

lie  would  not  ])rolong  his  stay  at  Loughlintcr, 
though  he  was  asked  to  do  so  both  by  Violet  and 
his  sister,  and  thougli,  as  he  confessed  himself, 
lie  had  no  special  business  elsewhere.  "  It  is 
no  use  mincing  the  matter.  I  don't  like  Kenne- 
dy, and  I  don't  like  being  in  his  house,"  he  said 
to  Violet.  And  then  he  promised  that  there 
should  be  a  party  got  up  at  Saulsby  before  the 
winter  was  over.  Ills  plan  was  to  stop  that 
night  at  Carlisle,  and  write  to  his  father  from 


thence.  "Your  blood,  perhaps,  won't  be  so  tu- 
multuous at  Carlisle,"  said  Violet.  He  shook 
his  head  and  went  on  with  his  plans.  He  would 
then  go  on  to  London  and  down  to  Willingford, 
and  there  wait  for  his  father's  answer.  "There 
is  no  reason  why  I  sliould  lose  more  of  the  hunt- 
ing than  necessary."  "Pray  don't  lose  a  day 
for  me,"  said  Violet.  As  soon  as  he  heard 
from  his  father,  he  would  do  his  father's  bidding. 
"You  will  go  to  Saulsby,"  said  Violet;  "you 
can  hunt  at  Saulsby,  you  know."  "  I  will  go  to 
Jericho  if  he  asks  me,  only  you  will  have  to  go 
with  me."  "  I  thought  we  were  to  go  to — Bel- 
gium,'' said  Violet. 

"  And  so  that  is  settled  at  last,"  said  Violet  to 
Laura  that  night. 

"I  hope  you  do  not  regret  it." 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  am  as  happy  as  the  mo- 
ments are  long." 

"  My  fine  girl !" 

"  I  am  happy  because  I  love  him.  I  have  al- 
ways loved  him.     You  have  known  that." 

"  Indeed,  no." 

"But  I  have,  after  my  fashion.  I  am  not  tu- 
mult.uous,  as  he  calls  himself.  Since  he  ijcgan 
to  make  eyes  at  me  when  he  was  nineteen — " 

"Fancy  Oswald  making  eyes!" 

"  Oh,  he  did,  and  mouths  too.  But  from  the 
beginning,  when  I  was  a  child,  I  have  known 
that  he  was  dangerous,  and  I  have  thought  tiiat 
he  would  pass  on  and  forget  me  after  a  while. 
And  I  could  have  lived  without  him.  Nay,  there 
have  been  moments  when  I  thought  I  could 
learn  to  love  some  one  else." 

"  Poor  Phineas,  for  instance." 

"We  will  mention  no  names.  Mr.  Apple- 
dom,  perhaps,  more  Jikely.  He  has  been  my 
most  cons.tant  lover,  and  then  he  would  be  so 
safe  I  Your  brother,  Laura,  is  dangerous.  He 
is  like  the  bad  ice  in  the  parks  where  they  stick 
up  the  poles.  He  has  had  a  pole  stuck  upon 
him  ever  since  he  was  a  boy." 

"Yes;  give  a  dog  a  bad  name  and  hang 
him." 

"Remember  that  I  do  not  love  him  a  bit  the 
less  on  that  account — perhaps  the  better.  A 
sense  of  danger  does  not  make  me  unhapp}-, 
though  the  threatened  evil  may  be  fatal.  I  have 
entered  myself  for  my  forlorn  hope,  and  I  mean 
to  stick  to  it.  Now  I  must  go  and  write  to  his 
worship.  Only  think  —  I  never  wrote  a  love- 
letter  yet!" 

Nothing  more  shall  be  said  about  Miss  Effing- 
ham's first  love-letter,  which  was,  no  doubt, 
creditable  to  her  head  and  heart ;  but  there  were 
two  other  letters  sent  by  the  same  post  from 
Loughliuter  which  shall  be  submitted  to  the 
reader,  as  they  will  assist  the  telling  of  the  story. 
One  was  from  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  to  her  friend 
Phineas  Finn,  and  the  other  from  Violet  to  her 
aunt.  Lady  Baldock.  No  letter  was  written  to 
Lord  Brentford,  as  it  was  thought  desirable  that 
he  should  receive  the  first  intimation  of  what  had 
been  done  from  his  son. 

Respecting  the  letter  to  Phineas,  which  shall 
be  first  given.  Lady  Laura  thought  it  right  to 
say  a  word  to  her  husband.  He  had  been  of 
course  told  of  the  engagement,  and  had  replied 
that  he  could  have  wi.-ihed  that  the  arrangement 
couR  have  been  made  elsewhere  than  at  his 
house,  knowing  as  he  did  that  Lady  Baldock 
would  not  approve  of  it.     To  this  Lady  Laura 
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had  made  no  reply,  and  Mr.  Kennedy  had  con- 
descended to  congratulate  the  bride-elect.  When 
Lady  Laura's  letter  to  Phineas  was  completed 
she  took  care  to  put  it  into  the  letter-box  in  the 
presence  of  her  husband.  "I  have  written  to 
INIr.  Finn,"  she  said,  "to  tell  him  of  this  mar- 
riage." 

"Why  was  it  necessary  that  he  should  be 
told?" 

"I  think  it  was  due  to  him,  from  certain  cir- 
cumstances." 

"I  wonder  whether  there  was  any  truth  in 
what  every  body  was  saying  about  their  fighting 
a  duel?"  asked  Mr.  Kennedy.  His  wife  made 
no  answer,  and  then  he  continued — "You  told 
me  of  your  own  knowledge  that  it  was  untrue." 

"Not  of  my  own  knowledge,  Robert." 

tfyes— of  your  own  knowledge."  Then  Mr. 
Kennedy  walked  away,  and  was  certain  that  his 
wife  had  deceived  him  about  the  duel.  There 
had  been  a  duel,  and  she  had  known  it ;  and  yet 
she  had  told  him  that  the  report  was  a  ridicu- 
lous fabrication.  He  never  forgot  any  thing. 
He  remembered  at  this  moment  the  words  of 
the  falsehood,  and  the  look  of  her  face  as  she 
told  it.  He  had  believed  her  implicitly,  but  he 
would  never  believe  her  again.  He  was  one  of 
those  men  who,  in  spite  of  their  experience  of 
the  world,  of  their  experience  of  their  own  lives, 
imagine  that  lips  that  have  once  lied  can  never 
tell  the  truth. 

Lady  Laura's  letter  to  Phineas  was  as  fol- 
lows : — 

"  Louoni-iNTEK,  December  2Sth,  ISO-. 

"Mt  dear  Friend, —  Violet  Efhngham  is 
here,  and  Oswald  has  just  left  us.  It  is  possible 
that  you  may  see  him  as  he  passes  through  Lon- 
don. But  at  any  rate,  I  think  it  best  to  let  you 
know  immediately  that  she  has  accepted  him — 
at  last.  If  there  be  any  pang  in  this  to  you,  be 
sure  that  I  will  grieve  for  you.  You  will  not 
wish  me  to  say  that  I  regret  that  which  was  the 
dearest  wish  of  my  heart  before  I  knew  you. 
Lately,  indeed,  I  have  been  torn  in  two  ways. 
You  will  understand  what  I  mean,  and  I  believe 
I  need  say  nothing  more  —  except  this,  that  it 
shall  be  among  my  prayers  that  you  may  obtain 
all  things  that  may  tend  to  make  you  happ}', 
honorable,  and  of  high  esteem.  Your  most  sin- 
cere friend,  Laura  Kennedy." 

Even  though  her  husband  should  read  the  let- 
ter, there  was  nothing  in  that  of  which  she  need 
be  ashamed.  But  he  did  not  read  the  letter. 
He  simply  speculated  as  to  its  contents,  and  in- 
quired within  himself  whether  it  would  not  be 
for  the  welfare  of  the  world  in  general,  and  for 
the  welfare  of  himself  in  particular,  that  hus- 
bands should  demand  to  read  their  wives'  letters. 

And  this  was  Violet's  letter  to  her  aunt : — 

"Mt  dear  Aunt, — The  thing  has  come  at 
last,  and  all  your  troubles  will  be  soon  over ; 
for  I  do  believe  that  all  your  troubles  have  come 
from  your  unfortunate  niece.  At  last  I  am  go- 
ing to  be  married,  and  thus  take  myself  off  your 
hands.  Lord  Chiltern  has  just  been  here,  and 
I  have  accepted  him.  I  am  afraid  you  hardly 
think  so  well  of  Lord  Chiltern  as  I  do ;  but 
then,  perhaps,  you  have  not  known  him  so  long. 
You  do  know,  however,  that  there  has  been  some 
difterence  between  him  and  his  father.     I  think 


I  may  take  upon  myself  to  say  that  now,  upon 
his  engagement,  this  will  be  settled.  I  have  the 
inexpressible  pleasure  of  feeling  sure  that  Loixl 
Brentford  will  welcome  me  as  his  daughter-in- 
law.  Tell  the  news  to  Augusta,  with  my  best  love. 
I  will  write  to  her  in  a  day  or  two.  I  hope  my 
cousin  Gustavus  will  condescend  to  give  me 
away.  Of  course  there  is  nothing  fixo^  about 
time ;  but  I  should  say,  perhaps,  in  nine  years. 
"  Your  affectionate  niece, 

"  Violet  Effingham. 

"  LouGULiNTER,  Friday." 

"What  does  she  mean  about  nine  years?" 
said  Lady  Baldock  in  her  wrath. 

"  She  is  joking,"  said  the  mild  Augusta. 

"  I  believe  she  would — ^joke,  if  I  were  going  to 
be  buried,"  said  Lady  Baldock. 


CHAPTER  LIII. 

SHOWING  HOW  PHINEAS  BORE  THE  BLOW. 

When  Phineas  received  Lady  Laura  Kenne- 
dy's letter  he  was  sitting  in  his  gorgeous  apart- 
ment in  the  Colonial  Ofiicc.  It  was  gorgeous 
in  comparison  with  the  very  dingy  room  at  Mr. 
Low's  to  which  he  had  been  accustomed  in  his 
early  days  —  and  somewhat  gorgeous,  also,  as 
compared  with  the  lodgings  he  had  so  long  in- 
habited in  Mr.  Bunco's  house.  The  room  was 
large  and  square,  and  looked  out  from  three 
windows  on  to  St.  James's  Park.  There  were 
in  it  two  very  comfortable  arm-chairs  and  a 
comfortable  sofa.  And  the  office-table  at  which 
he  sat  was  of  old  mahogany,  shining  brightly, 
and  seemed  to  be  fitted  up  with  every  possible 
appliance  for  official  comfort.  This  stood  near 
one  of  the  windows,  so  that  he  could  sit  and  look 
down  upon  the  park.  And  there  was  a  large 
round  table,  covered  with  books  and  newspapers. 
And  the  walls  of  the  room  were  bright  with  maps 
of  all  the  colonies.  And  there  was  one  very  in- 
teresting map — but  not  very  bright  —  showing 
the  American  colonies,  as  they  used  to  be.  And 
there  was  a  little  inner  closet  in  which  he  coyld 
brush  his  hair  and  wash  his  hands ;  and  in  the 
room  adjoining  there  sat — or  ought  to  have  sat, 
for  he  was  often  absent,  vexing  the  mind  of  Phin- 
eas —  the  Earl's  nephew,  his  private  secretary. 
And  it  was  all  very  gorgeous.  Often  as  he  look-  ^ 
ed  round  upon  it,  thinking  of  iiis  old  bedroom  at  h 
Killaloe,  of  his  little  garrets  at  Trinity,  of  thej-. 
dingy  chambers  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  he  would  tellig 
himself  that  it  was  very  gorgeous.  He  would-v 
wonder  that  any  thing  so  grand  had  fallen  to  his 
lot.. 

The  letter  from  Scotland  was  brought  to  him 
in  the  afternoon,  having  reached  London  by 
some  day-mail  from  Glasgow,  He  was  sitting 
at  his  desk,  with  a  heap  of  papers  before  him  re- 
ferring to  a  contemplated  railway  from  Halifax, 
in  Nova  Scotia,  to  the  foot  of  the  Rocky  Mount- 
ains. It  had  become  his  business  to  get  up  the 
subject,  and  then  discuss  with  his  principal.  Lord 
Cantrip,  the  expediency  of  advising  the  Govern- 
ment to  lend  a  company  five  million  of  monej% 
in  order  that  this  railway  might  be  made.  It 
was  a  big  subject,  and  the  contemplation  of  it 
gratified  him.  It  required  that  he  should  look 
forward  to  great  events,  and  exercise  the  wisdom 
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of  a  stalcsman.  What  was  the  chance  of  tliese 
colonies  being  swallowed  up  by  those  other  re- 
gions —  once  colonies — of  which  the  map  that 
hung  in  the  corner  told  so  eloquent  a  talc? 
And  if  so,  would  the  five  million  ever  be  repaid  ? 
And  if  not  swallowed  up,  were  the  colonies 
worth  so  great  an  adventure  of  national  money  ? 
Could  •they  repay  it  ?  Would  they  do  so  ? 
Should  they  be  made  to  do  so  ?  ISIr.  Low,  who 
was  now  a  Q.  C.  and  in  Parliament,  would  not 
have  greater  subjects  than  this  before  him,  even 
if  he  should  come  to  be  Solicitor-general.  Lord 
Cantrip  had  specially  asked  him  to  get  up  this 
matter  —  and  he  was  getting  it  up  sedulously. 
Once  in  nine  years  the  harbor  of  Halifax  was 
blocked  up  by  ice.  He  had  just  jotted  down 
that  fact,  which  was  material,  when  Lady  Lau- 
ra's letter  was  brought  to  him.  He  read  it,  and 
putting  it  down  b}-  his  side  very  gently,  went 
back  to  his  maps  as  though  the  thing  would  not 
so  trouble  his  mind  as  to  disturb  his  work.  He 
absolutely  wrote,  automatically,  certain  words  of 
a  note  about  the  harbor,  after  he  had  received 
the  information.  A  horse  will  gallop  for  some 
scores  of  yards,  after  his  back  has  been  broken, 
before  he  knows  of  his  great  ruin ;  and  so  it 
was  with  Phineas  Finn.  His  back  was  broken, 
but.  nevertheless,  he  galloped  for  a  yard  or  two. 
"Closed  in  1860-Gl  for  thirteen  days."  Then 
he  began  to  be  aware  that  his  back  was  broken, 
and  that  the  writing  of  any  more  notes  about  the 
ice  in  Halifax  harbor  was  for  the  present  out 
of  the  question.  "  I  think  it  best  to  let  you 
know  immediately  that  she  has  accepted  him." 
Those  were  the  words  which  he  read  the  often- 
est.  Then  it  was  all  over !  The  game  was 
played  out,  and  all  his  victories  were  as  nothing 
to  him.  He  sat  for  an  hour  in  his  gorgeous 
I'oom  thinking  of  it,  and  various  were  the  an- 
swers which  he  gave  during  the  time  to  various 
messages ;  but  he  would  see  nobody.  As  for 
the  colonies,  he  did  not  care  if  they  revolted  to- 
morrow. He  would  have  parted  with  ever}'  col- 
ony belonging  to  Great  Britain  to  have  gotten 
the  hand  of  Violet  Effingham  for  himself.  Now 
—  now  at  this  moment,  he  told  himself  with 
oaths  that  he  had  never  loved  any  one  but  Violet 
Effingham. 

There  had  been  so  much  to  make  such  a  mar- 
riage desirable !  I  should  wrong  my  hero  deeply 
were  I  to  say  that  the  weight  of  his  sorrow  was 
occasioned  by  the  fact  that  he  had  lost  an  heir- 
ess. He  would  never  have  thought  of  looking 
for  Violet  Effingham  had  he  not  first  learned  to 
love  her.  But  as  the  idea  opened  itself  out  to 
him,  every  thing  had  seemed  to  be  so  suitable. 
Had  ^liss  Effingham  become  his  wife,  the  mouths 
of  the  I<ows  and  of  the  Bunces  would  have  been 
stopped  altogether.  Mr.  Monk  would  have  come 
to  his  house  as  his  familiar  guest,  and  he  would 
have  been  connected  with  half  a  score  of  ])eers. 
A  seat  in  Parliament  would  be  simply  his  proper 
place,  and  even  Under-secretaryships  of  State 
might  soon  come  to  be  below  him.  He  was 
playing  a  great  game,  but  hitherto  he  had  jilaycd 
it  with  so  much  success — with  such  wonderful 
luck — that  it  had  seemed  to  him  that  all  things 
were  within  his  reach.  Nothing  more  had  been 
wanting  to  him  than  Violet's  hand  for  Ids  own 
comfort,  and  Violet's  fortune  to  support  his  po- 
sition ;  and  these,  too,  had  almost  seemed  to  be 
within  his  grasp.     His  goddess  had  indeed  re- 


fused him — but  not  with  disdain.  Even  Lady 
Laura  had  talked  of  his  marriage  as  not  improb- 
able. All  the  world,  almost,  had  heard  of  the 
duel :  and  all  the  world  had  smiled,  and  seemed 
to  tliink  that  in  the  real  fight  Phineas  Finn 
would  be  the  victor — that  the  lucky  pistol  was  in 
his  hands.  It  had  never  occurred  to  any  one  to 
suppose — as  far  as  he  could  see — that  he  was  pre- 
suming at  all,  or  pushing  himself  out  of  his  own 
sphere,  in  asking  Violet  Effingham  to  be  his  wife. 
No ;  he  would  trust  his  luck,  would  persevere, 
and  would  succeed.  Such  had  been  his  resolu- 
tion on  that  very  morning — and  now  there  had 
come  this  letter  to  dash  him  to  the  ground. 

There  were  moments  in  which  he  declared  to 
himself  that  he  would  not  believe  the  letter — not 
that  there  was  any  moment  in  which  there  was 
in  his  mind  the  slightest  spark  of  real  hope. 
But  he  would  tell  himself  that  he  would  still  per- 
severe. Violet  might  have  been  driven  to  except 
that  violent  man  by  violent  influence— or  it 
might  be  that  she  had  not  in  truth  accepted 
iiira,  that  Chiltern  had  simply  so  asserted.  Or, 
even  if  it  were  so,  did  women  never  change  their 
minds  ?  The  manly  thing  would  be  to  persevere 
to  the  end.  Had  he  not  before  been  successful, 
when  success  seemed  to  be  as  far  from  him? 
But  he  could  buoy  himself  up  with  no  real  hope. 
Even  when  these  ideas  were  present  to  his  mind, 
he  knew — he  knew  well — at  those  very  moments, 
that  his  back  was  broken. 

Some  one  had  come  in  and  lighted  the  can- 
dles and  drawn  down  the  blinds  while  he  was  sit- 
ting there,  and  now,  as  he  looked  at  his  watch, 
he  found  that  it  was  past  five  o'clock.  He  was 
engaged  to  dine  with  Madame  Max  Goesler  at 
eight,  and  in  his  agony  he  half  resolved  that  he 
would  send  an  excuse.  Jladame  Max  would  be 
full  of  wratli,  as  she  was  very  particular  about 
her  little  dinner-parties ;  but  what  did  he  care 
now  about  the  wratli  of  ]\Iadame  Max  Goesler? 
And  yet  only  this  morning  he  had  been  congrat- 
ulating himself,  among  his  other  successes,  upon 
her  favor,  and  had  laughed  inwardly  at  his  own 
falseness — his  falseness  to  Violet  Effingham — as 
he  did  so.  He  had  said  something  to  himself 
jocosely  about  lovers'  perjuries,  the  remembrance 
of  which  was  now  very  bitter  to  him.  He  took 
up  a  sheet  of  note-paper  and  scrawled  an  excuse 
to  ]Madame  Goesler.  News  from  the  country, 
he  said,  made  it  impossible  that  he  should  go  out 
to-night.  But  he  did  not  send  the  note.  At 
about  half-past  five  he  opened  the  door  of  his 
private  secretary's  room,  and  found  the  young 
man  fast  asleep,  with  a  cigar  in  his  mouth. 
"Halloo,  Charles,"  he  said. 

"All  right!"  Charles  Standish  was  a  first 
cousin  of  Lady  Laura's,  and,  having  been  in  the 
office  before  Phineas  had  joined  it,  and  being  a 
great  favorite  with  his  cousin,  had  of  course  be- 
come the  Under-secretary's  private  secretary. 
"  I'm  all  here,"  said  Charles  Standish,  getting  up 
and  shaking  himself. 

"  I  am  going.  Just  tie  up  those  papers — ex- 
actly as  they  are.  I  shall  be  here  early  to-mor- 
row, but  I  sha'n't  want  you  before  twelve.  Good- 
night, Charles." 

"  Ta,  ta,"  said  the  private  secretary,  who  was 
very  fond  of  his  master,  but  not  very  rcsjiectful 
— unless  upon  express  occasions. 

Then  Phineas  went  out  and  walked  across  the 
park ;  but  as  he  went  he  became  quite  aware  that 
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his  back  was  broken.  It  was  not  the  less  broken 
because  be  sang  to  bimself  little  songs  to  prove  to 
liimself  that  it  was  whole  and  sound.  It  was 
broken,  and  it  seemed  to  him  now  that  lie  nev- 
er could  become  an  Atlas  again,  to  bear  the 
weight  of  the  world  upon  his  shoulders.  What 
did°any  thing  signify  ?  All  that  he  had  done 
had  been  part  of  a  game  which  he  had  been  play- 
ing throughout,  and  now  he  had  been  beaten  in 
his  game.  He  absolutely  ignored  his  old  passion 
for  Lady  Laura  as  though  it  had  never  been,  and 
regarded  himself  as  a  model  of  constancy — as  a 
man  who  had  loved, not  wisely  perhaps,  but  much 
too  well — and  who  must  now  therefore  suffer  a 
living  death.  He  hated  Parliament.  He  hated 
the  Colonial  Office.  He  hated  his  friend  Mr. 
Monk ;  and  he  especially  hated  Madame  Max 
Goesler.  As  to  Lord  "Chiltern — he  believed 
that  Lord  Chiltern  had  obtained  his  object  by 
violence.  He  would  see  to  that !  Yes  ;  let  the 
consequences  be  what  they  might,  he  would  see 
to  that ! 

He  went  up  by  the  Duke  of  York's  column, 
and  as  he  passed  the  Athenreum  he  saw  his  chief, 
Lord  Cantrip,  standing  under  the  portico  talking 
to  a  bishop.  He  would  have  gone  on  unnoticed, 
had  it  been  possible ;  but  Lord  Cantrip  came 
down  to  him  at  once.  "  I  have  put  your  name 
down  here," said  his  lordship. 

"What's  the  use?"  said  Phincas,  who  was 
profoundly  indifferent  at  this  moment  to  all  the 
clubs  in  London. 

"It  can't  do  any  harm,  you  know.  You'll 
come  up  in  time.  And  if  you  should  get  into  the 
ministry,  they'll  let  yon  in  at  once." 

"  jNIi'nistry !"  ejaculated  Phineas.  But  Lord 
Cantrip  took  the  tone  of  voice  as  simply  suggest- 
ive of  humility,  and  suspected  nothing  of  that 
profound  indifference  to  all  ministers  and  minis- 
terial honors  which  Phineas  had  intended  to  ex- 
press. ' '  By-the-bye, "  said  Lord  Cantrip,  putting 
liis  arm  through  tliat  of  the  Under-sccretary, 
"I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  about  the  guaran- 
tees. We  shall  be  in  the  devil's  own  mess,  you 
know — "  And  so  the  Secretary  of  State  went  on 
about  the  Rocky  Mountain  Railroad,  and  Phin- 
eas strove  hard  to  bear  his  burden  with  his 
broken  back.  He  was  obliged  to  say  something 
about  the  guarantees,  and  the  railway,  and  the 
frozen  harbor — and  something  especially  about 
the  difficulties  wiiicli  would  bo  found,  not  in  the 
measures  themselves,  but  in  the  natural  pugnac- 
ity of  the  Opposition.  In  the  fabrication  of  gar- 
ments for  the  national  wear,  the  great  thing  is 
to  produce  garments  that  shall,  as  far  as  possible, 
defy  liole-picking.  It  may  be,  and  sometimes  is 
the  case,  that  garments  so  fabricated  will  be 
good  also  for  wear.  Lord  Cantrip,  at  the  pres- 
ent moment,  was  very  anxious  and  very  ingen- 
ious in  the  stopping  of  holes  ;  and  he  thought 
that  perhaps  his  Under-secretary  was  too  much 
prone  to  the  indulgence  of  large  philanthropical 
views  without  sufficient  thought  of  the  holc-j)ick- 
ers.  But  on  this  occasion,  by  the  time  that  he 
reached  Brooks's,  he  had  been  enabled  to  con- 
vince his  Under-secretary,  and  though  he  had 
always  thought  well  of  his  Under-secretary,  he 
thought  better  of  him  now  than  ever  he  had 
done.  Phineas  during  the  whole  time  had  been 
meditating  what  he  could  do  to  Lord  Chiltern 
when  they  two  should  meet.  Could  he  take 
him  by  the  throat  and  smite  him  ?     "I  happen 


to  know  that  Broderick  is  working  as  hard  at 
the  matter  as  we  arc,"  said  Lord  Cantrip,  stop- 
ping opposite  to  the  club.  "  He  moved  for  pa- 
pers, you  know,  at  the  end  of  last  session." 
Now,  Mr.  Broderick  was  a  gentleman  in  the 
House  looking  for  promotion  in  a  Conservative 
Government,  and  of  course  would  oppose  any 
measure  that  could  be  brought  forward  by  the 
Cantrip-Finn  Colonial  Administration.  Then 
Lord  Cantrip  slipped  into  the  club,  and  Phineas 
went  on  alone. 

A  spark  of  his  old  ambition  with  reference  to 
Brookes's  was  the  first  thing  to  make  him  forget 
his  misery  for  a  moment.  He  had  asked  Lord 
Brentford  to  put  his  name  down,  and  was  not 
sure  whether  it  had  been  done.  The  threat  of 
Mr.  Broderick's  opposition  had  been  of  no  use 
toward  the  strengthening  of  his  broken  back,  but 
the  sight  of  Lord  Cantrip  hurrying  in  at  the  cov- 
eted door  did  do  something.  "  A  man  can't  cut 
his  throat  or  blow  his  brains  out,"  he  said  to 
himself;  "  after  all,  he  must  go  on  and  do  his 
work.  For  hearts  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live 
on."  Thereupon  he  went  home,  and  after  sit- 
ting for  an  hour  over  his  own  fire,  and  looking 
wistfully  at  a  little  treasure  which  he  had — a 
treasure  obtained  by  some  slight  fraud  at  Sauls- 
by,  and  which  he  now  chucked  into  the  fire,  and 
then  instantly  again  pulled  out  of  it,  soiled  but 
unscorched — he  dressed  himself  for  dinner,  and 
went  out  to  INIadame  Max  Goesler's.  Upon  the 
whole,  he  was  glad  that  he  had  not  sent  the  note 
of  excuse.  A  man  must  live,  even  though  his 
heart  be  broken,  and,  living,  he  must  dine. 

Madame  Max  Goesler  was  fond  of  giving  little 
dinners  at  this  period  of  the  year,  before  London 
was  crowded,  and  when  her  guests  might  proba- 
bly not  be  called  away  by  subsequent  social  ar- 
rangements. Her  number  seldom  exceeded  six 
or  eight,  and  she  always  spoke  of  these  entertain- 
ments as  being  of  the  humblest  kind.  She  sent 
out  no  big  cards.  She  preferred  to  catch  her 
people  as  though  by  chance,  when  that  was  pos- 
sible. "Dear  jNIr.  Jones,  Mr.  Smith  is  coming 
to  tell  me  about  some  sherry  on  Tuesday.  Will 
you  come  and  tell  me  too  ?  I  dare  say  you  know 
as  much  about  it."  And  then  there  was  a  stu- 
dious absence  of  parade.  The  dishes  were  not 
veiy  numerous.  The  bill  of  fare  was  simply 
written  out  once  for  the  mistress,  and  so  circu- 
lated round  the  table.  Not  a  word  about  the 
things  to  be  eaten  or  the  things  to  be  drunk  was 
ever  spoken  at  the  table — or  at  least  no  such 
word  was  ever  spoken  by  ]\Iadame  Goesler. 
But,  nevertheless,  they  who  knew  any  thing 
about  dinners  were  aware  that  Madame  Goesler 
gave  very  good  dinners  indeed.  Phineas  Finn 
was  beginning  to  flatter  himself  that  he  knew 
something  about  dinners,  and  had  been  heard  to 
assert  that  the  soups  at  the  cottage  in  Park  Lane 
were  not  to  be  beaten  in  London.  But  he  cared 
for  no  soup  to-day,  as  he  slowly  made  his  way 
up  ]\Iadame  Goesler's  staircase. 

There  had  been  one  difficulty  in  the  way  of 
Madame  Goesler's  dinner-parties  which  had  re- 
quired some  patience  and  great  ingenuity  in  its 
management.  She  must  either  have  ladies,  or 
she  must  not  have  them.  There  was  a  great  al- 
lurement in  the  latter  alternative  ;  but  she  knew 
well  that  if  she  gave  way  to  it,  all  prospect  of 
general  society  would  for  lier  be  closed — and  for- 
ever.    This  had  been  in  the  early  days  of  her 
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widowhood  in  Park  Lane.  She  cared  but  little 
for  women's  society  ;  but  she  knew  well  tliat  tlie 
society  of  gentlemen  without  women  would  not 
be  that  which  slie  desired.  She  knew  also  that 
she  might  as  effectually  crusii  herself  and  all  her 
aspirations  by  bringing  to  her  house  inditlerent 
women  —  women  lacking  something  either  in 
character,  or  in  position,  or  in  talent — as  by  hav- 
ing none  at  all.  Thus  there  had  been  a  great 
difficulty,  and  sometimes  slic  had  tiiought  that 
the  thing  could  not  be  done  at  all.  "These 
English  are  so  stift',  so  hard,  so  heavy !"  And 
3'et  she  would  not  have  cared  to  succeed  else- 
where tlian  among  the  English.  By  degrees, 
liowcver,  the  thing  was  done.  Her  prudence 
equaled  her  wit,  and  even  suspicious  people  had 
come  to  acknowledge  that  they  could  not  put 
their  fingers  on  any  thing  wrong.  When  Lady 
Glencora  Palliser  had  once  dined  at  the  cottage 
in  Park  Lane,  Madame  Max  Goesler  had  told  her- 
self tliat  henceforth  she  did  not  care  what  the  sus- 
picious people  said.  Since  that  tlie  Duke  of 
Omnium  had  almost  promised  that  he  would 
come.  If  she  could  only  entertain  the  Duke  of 
Omnium  she  would  have  done  every  thing. 

But  there  was  no  Duke  of  Omnium  tliere  to- 
night. At  this  time  the  Duke  of  Omnium  was, 
of  course,  not  in  London.  But  Lord  Fawn  was 
tlicre  ;  and  our  old  friend  Laurence  Fitzgibbon, 
who  had — resigned  liis  place  at  the  Colonial  Of- 
fice ;  and  there  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bonteen. 
They,  with  our  hero,  made  up  the  party.  No 
one  doubted  for  a  moment  to  what  source  Mr. 
Bonteen  owed  iiis  dinner.  Mrs.  Bonteen  was 
good-looking,  could  talk,  was  sufficiently  proper, 
and  all  that  kind  of  thing,  and  did  as  well  as 
.an}'  other  woman  at  this  time  of  year  to  keep 
Madame  Max  Goesler  in  countenance.  There 
was  never  any  sitting  after  dinner  at  the  cot- 
tage ;  or,  I  should  rather  say,  there  was  never 
any  sitting  after  Madame  Goesler  went ;  so  that 
the  two  ladies  could  not  weary  each  other  by 
being-  alone  together.  Mrs.  Bonteen  understood 
quite  well  that  she  was  not  required  there  to 
talk  to  her  hostess,  and  was  as  willing  as  any 
woman  to  make  herself  agreeable  to  the  gentle- 
men she  might  meet  at  Madame  Goesler's  table. 
And  thus  Mr.  and  ]Mrs.  Bonteen  not  unfrequent- 
ly  dined  in  Park  Lane. 

"Now  we  h.ave  only  to  wait  for  that  horrible 
man,  Mr.  Fitzgibbon,"  said  Madame  Max  Goes- 
ler, as  she  w^elcomed  Phineas.  "lie  is  always 
late." 

"  What  a  blow  for  me  !"  said  Phineas. 

"No — you  are  always  in  good  time.  But 
there  is  a  limit  beyond  which  good  time  ends, 
and  being  shamefully  late  at  once  begins.  But 
hei'e  he  is."  And  then,  as  Laurence  Fitzgibbon 
entered  the  room,  Madame  Goesler  rang  the  bell 
for  dinner. 

Phineas  found  himself  placed  between  his 
hostess  and  Mr.  Bonteen,  and  Lord  Fawn  was 
on  the  otiier  side  of  Madame  Goesler.  They 
were  hardly  seated  at  tlie  table  before  some  one 
stated  it  as  a  fact  tliat  Lord  Brentford  and  his 
son  were  reconciled.  Now  Phineas  knew,  or 
thought  that  he  knew,  that  this  could  not  as  yet 
]>c  the  case ;  and  indeed  such  was  not  the  case, 
though  the  fatlier  had  already  received  the  son's 
letter.  But  Phine.as  did  not  choose  to  say  any 
thing  at  present  about  Lord  Chiltcrn. 

'•How   odd   it    is,"  said  Madame   Goesler; 


"  how  often  you  English  fathers  quarrel  with 
your  sons." 

' '  How  often  we  English  sons  quarrel  with  our 
fathers  rather,"  said  Lord  Fawn,  who  was  known 
for  the  respect  he  had  alw.iys  paid  to  the  fiftli 
commandment. 

"It  all  comes  from  entail  and  primogeniture, 
and  old-fashioned  Englisli  prejudices  of  that 
kind,"  said  Madame  Goesler.  "Lord  Chiltern 
is  a  friend  of  yours,  Mr.  Finn,  I  think." 

' '  They  are  both  friends  of  mine, "  said  Phineas. 

"Ah!  yes;  but  you — you— you  and  Lord 
Chiltern  once  did  something 'odd  together. 
There  was  a  little  mystery,  was  there  not  ?" 

"It  is  very  little  of  a  mystery  now,"  said 
Fitzgibbon. 

"It  was  about  a  lady  —  was  it  not?"  said 
Mrs.  Bonteen,  affecting  to  whisper  to  her  neigh- 
bor. 

"  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  say  any  thing  on  the 
subject,"  said  Fitzgibbon  ;  "  but  I  have  no  doubt 
Phineas  will  tell  you." 

"I  don't  believe  this  about  Lord  Brentford," 
said  Mr.  Bonteen.  "I  happen  to  know  that 
Chiltern  was  down  at  Loughlinter  three  days 
ago,  and  tliat  he  passed  througli  London  yester- 
day on  his  way  to  the  place  where  he  hunts. 
The  Earl  is  at  Saulsby.  He  would  have  gone 
to  Saulsby  if  it  were  true." 

"  It  all  depends  upon  whether  Miss  Effingham 
will  accej)t  him,"  said  Mrs.  Bonteen,  looking 
over  at  Phineas  as  she  spoke. 

As  there  were  two  of  Violet  E;ffingham's  suit- 
ors at  table,  the  subject  was  becoming  disa- 
greeably persona] ;  and  the  more  so,  as  every 
one  of  the  party  knew  or  surmised  something  of 
the  fixcts  of  the  case.  The  cause  of  the  duel  at 
Blankenberg  had  become  almost  as  public  as  tlie 
duel,  and  Lord  Fawn's  courtship  had  not  been 
altogether  hidden  from  the  public  eye.  He  on 
the  present  occasion  might  probably  be  able  to 
carry  himself  better  tlian  Phineas,  even  presum- 
ing him  to  be  equally  eager  in  his  love — for  he 
knew  nothing  of  tlic  fatal  truth.  But  he  was 
unable  to  hear  jMrs.  Bonteen's  statement  with 
indifference,  and  showed  his  concern  in  tiie  mat- 
ter by  his  reply,  "Any  lady  will  be  much  to 
be  pitied,"  he  said,  "  who  does  that.  Chiltern 
is  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  whom  I  would 
wish  to  trust  the  happiness  of  a  woman  for  whom 
I  cared." 

"Chiltcrn  is  a  very  good  fellow,"  said  Lau- 
rence Fitzgibbon. 

"Just  a  little  wild,"  said  Mrs.  Bonteen. 

"  And  never  had  a  shilling  in  his  pocket  in 
his  life,"  said  her  husband. 

"I  regard  him  as  simply  a  madman,"  said 
Lord  Fawn. 

"I  do  so  wish  I  knew  him,"  said  Madame 
Max  Goesler.  "  I  am  fond  of  madmen,  and  men 
who  haven't  shillings,  and  who  are  a  little  wild. 
Could  you  not  bring  him  here,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

Pliineas  did  not  know  what  to  say,  or  bow  to 
open  his  mouth  witliout  showing  his  deep  con- 
cern. "  I  shall  be  liappy  to  ask  liim,  if  you  wish 
it,"  he  replied,  as  though  the  cpiestion  had  been 
])ut  to  him  in  earnest;  "but  I  do  not  see  so 
much  of  Lord  Chiltcrn  as  I  used  to  do." 

"You  do  not  believe  that  Violet  Effingham 
will  accept  him  ?"  asked  IMrs.  Bonteen. 

He  paused  a  moment  before  he  spoke,  and  then 
made  his  answer  in  a  deep  solemn  voice — with 
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a  seriousness  which  he  was  unable  to  repress. 
"She  has  accepted  him,"  he  said. 

"Do  you  mean  that  you  know  it  ?"  said 
Madame  Goesler. 

"Yes ;  I  mean  that  I  know  it." 

Had  any  body  told  him  beforehand  that  he 
would  openly  make  this  declaration  at  Madame 
Goesler's  table,  he  would  have  said  that  of  all 
tilings  it  was  the  most  impossible.  He  would 
have  declared  that  nothing  would  have  induced 
him  to  speak  of  Violet  Effingham  in  his  existing 
frame  of  mind,  and  that  he  would  have  had  his 
tongue  cut  out  before  he  spoke  of  her  as  the 
promised  bride  of  his  rival.  And  now  he  had 
declared  the  whole  truth  of  his  own  wretched- 
ness and  discomfiture.  He  was  well  aware  tliat 
all  of  them  there  knew  why  he  had  fought  the 
duel  at  Blankenberg  ;  all,  that  is,  except  perhaps 
Lord  Fawn.  And  he  felt  as  he  made  the  state- 
ment as  to  Lord  Chilteru  that  he  blushed  up  to 
his  forehead,  and  that  his  voice  was  strange,  and 
that  he  was  telling  the  tale  of  his  own  disgrace. 
But  when  the  direct  question  had  been  asked 
him  he  had  been  unable  to  refrain  from  answer- 
ing it  directly.  He  had  thought  of  turning  it 
off  with  some  jest,  or  affectation  of  drollery,  but 
had  failed.  At  the  moment  he  had  been  unable 
not  to  speak  the  truth. 

"I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it,"  said  Lord 
Fawn,  who  also  forgot  himself. 

"I  do  believe  it,  if  Mr.  Finn  says  so,"  said 
]Mr3.  Bonteen,  who  rather  liked  the  confusion 
•she  had  caused. 

"  But  who  could  have  told  you,  Finn  ?  asked 
Mr.  Bonteen. 

"His  sister,  Lady  Laura,  told  me  so,"  said 
Phineas. 

"Then  it  must  be  true,"  said  Madam  Goes- 
ler. 

"It  is  quite  impossible,"  said  Lord  Fawn. 
"  I  think  I  may  s.iy  that  I  know  that  it  is  im- 
possible. If  it  was  so,  it  would  be  a  most  shame- 
ful arrangement.  Eveiy  shilling  she  has  inthe 
world  would  be  swallowed  up."  Now,  Lord 
Fawn,  in  making  his  proposals,  had  been  mag- 
nanimous in  his  oti'ers  as  to  settlements  and  pe- 
cuniary provisions  generally. 

For  some  minutes  after  that  Phineas  did  not 
speak  another  word,  and  the  conversation  gener- 
ally was  not  so  brisk  and  bright  as  it  was  expect- 
ed to  be  at  Madame  Goesler's.  IMadame  IMax 
Goesler  herselt  thoroughly  understood  our  hero's 
position,  and  felt  for  him.  She  would  have  en- 
couraged no  questionings  about  Violet  Effingham 
had  she  thought  that  they  would  have  led  to  such 
a  result,  and  now  she  exerted  herself  to  turn  the 
minds  of  her  guests  to  other  subjects.  At  last 
she  succeeded  ;  and  after  a  while,  too,  Phineas 
himself  was  able  to  talk.  He  drank  two  or  three 
glasses  of  wine,  and  dashed  away  into  politics, 
taking  the  earliest  opportunity  in  his  power  of 
contradicting  Lord  Fawn  very  plainly  on  one  or 
two  matters.  Laurence  Fitzgibbon  was  of  course 
of  opinion  that  the  ministry  could  not  stay  in 
long.  Since  he  had  left  the  Government  the 
ministers  had  made  wonderful  mistakes,  and  he 
spoke  of  them  quite  as  an  enemy  might  speak. 
"And  yet,  Fitz,"  said  Mr.  Bonteen,  "you  used 
to  be  so  stanch  a  supporter." 

"I  have  seen  the  error  of  my  way,  I  can  as- 
sure you,"  said  Laurence. 

"  I  always  observe,"  said  Madame  Max  Goes- 


ler, "that  when  any  of  you  gentlemen  resign, 
which  you  usually  do  on  some  very  trivial  mat- 
ter, the  resigning  gentleman  becomes  of  all  foes 
the  bitterest.  Somebody  goes  on  verj-  well  with 
his  friends,  agreeing  most  cordially  about  every 
thing,  till  he  finds  that  his  public  virtue  can  not 
swallow  some  little  detail,  and  then  he  resif^ns. 
Or  some  one,  perhaps,  on  the  other  side  has  at- 

'  tacked  him,  and  in  the  melee  he  is  hurt,  and  so 

:  he  resigns.  But  when  he  has  resigned,  and  made 
his  parting  speech  full  of  love  and  gratitude,  I 
know  well  after  that  where  to  look  for  the  bitterest 

I  hostility  to  his  late  friends.     Yes,  I  am  beginning 

I  to  understand  the  way  in  which  politics  are  done 

I  in  England." 

All  this  was  rather  severe  upon  Laurence  Fitz- 
gibbon ;  but  he  was  a  man  of  the  world,  and 
bore  it  better  than  Phineas  had  borne  his  de- 
feat. 

I  The  dinner,  taken  altogether,  was  not  a  suc- 
cess, and  so  Madame  Goesler  understood.     Lord 

!  Fawn,  after  he  had  been  contradicted  by  Phin- 
eas,  hardly  opened  his  mouth.     Phineas  himself 

'  talked  rather  too  much  and  rather  too  loudly; 
and  Mrs.  Bonteen,  who  was  well  enough  inclined 

j  to  flatter  Lord  Fawn,  contradicted  him.  "I 
made  a  mistake,"  said  Madame  Goesler  after- 
ward, "  in  having  four  members  of  Parliament 
who  all  of  them  were  or  had  been  in  office.     I 

!  never  will   have    two    men   in    office   together 

I  again."  This  she  said  to  Mrs.  Bonteen.  "  My 
dear  Madame  jNIax,"  said  Mrs.  Bonteen,  "your 
resolution  ought  to  be  that  you  will  never  again 
have  two  claimants  for  the  same  young  lady." 

In  the  drawing-room  up  stairs  Madame  Goesler 
managed  to  be  alone  for  three  minutes  with 
Phineas  Finn.  "And  it  is  as  you  say,  my 
friend  ?"  she  asked.  Her  voice  was  plaintive 
and  soft,  and  there  was  a  look  of  real  sympathy 
in  her  eyes.  Phineas  almost  felt  that  if  they  two 
had  been  quite  alone  he  could  have  told  her 
every  thing;  and  have  wept  at  her  feet. 
"Yes,"  he  said,  "it  is  so." 
"I  never  doubted  it  when  you  had  declared 
it.  Jlay  I  venture  to  say  that  I  wish  it  had  been 
otherwise  ?" 

"  It  is  too  late  now,  Madame  Goesler.    A  man 
of  course  is  a  fool  to  show  that  he  has  any  feel- 
ings in  such  a  matter.     The  fact  is,  I  heard  it  just 
before  I  came  here,  and  had  made  up  my  mind 
to  send  you  an  excuse.     I  wish  I  had  now." 
"  Do  not  say  that,  IMr.  Finn." 
"  I  have  made  such  an  ass  of  myself." 
"  In  my  estimation  you  have  done  yourself 
honor.     But  if  I  may  venture  to  give  you  coun- 
sel, do  not  speak  of  this  aft'air  again  as  though 
you  had  been  personally  concerned  in  it.     In 
the  world  nowadays  the  only  thing  disgraceful 
is  to  admit  a  failure." 
"And  I  have  failed." 

"But  you  need  not  admit  it,  Mr.  Finn.  I 
know  I  ought  not  to  say  as  much  to  you." 

"  I,  rather,  am  deeply  indebted  to  you.  I 
will  go  now,  ]Madame  Goesler,  as  I  do  not  wish 
to  leave  the  house  w-ith  Lord  Fawn." 

"  But  you  will  come  and  see  me  soon."  Then 
Phineas  promised  that  he  would  come  soon ; 
and  felt,  as  he  made  the  promise,  that  he  would 
have  an  opportunity  of  talking  over  his  love  with 
his  new  friend,  at  any  rate  without  fresh  shame 
as  to  his  failure. 
Laurence  Fitzgibbon  went  away  with  Phiueas 
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and  Mr.  Bonteen,  liavinjj  sent  liis  wife  home  by 
herself,  walked  ofi"  toward  the  clubs  with  Lord 
Fawn.  He  was  very  anxious  to  have  a  few  words 
with  Lord  Fawn.  Lord  Fawn  had  evidently 
been  annoyed  by  Phineas,  and  ^Nlr.  Bonteen  did 
net  at  all  love  the  young  Under -secretary. 
•■  That  fellow  has  become  the  most  consummate 
puppy  I  ever  met,"  said  he,  as  he  linked  himself 
on  to  the  lord.  "  Monk,  and  one  or  two  others 
among  them,  have  contrived  to  spoil  him  alto- 
gether." 

"  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  what  he  said  about 
Lord  Chiltern,''  said  Lord  Fawn. 

"About  his  marriage  with  Miss  Effingham?" 

"  It  would  be  such  an  abominable  shame  to 
sacrifice  the  girl,"  said  Lord  Fawn.  "  Only 
think  of  it.  Every  thing  is  gone.  The  man  is 
a  drunkard,  and  I  don't  believe  he  is  any  more 
reconciled  to  his  father  than  you  are.  Lady 
Laura  Kennedy  must  have  had  some  object  in 
saying  so." 

"Perhaps  an  invention  of  Finn's  altogether," 
said  Mr.  Bonteen.  "Those  Irish  fellows  are 
just  the  men  for  that  kind  of  thing." 

"  A  man,  you  know,  so  violent  that  nobody 
can  hold  him,"  said  Lord  Fawn,  thinking  of  Chil- 
tern. 

"And  so  absurdly  conceited,"  said  Mr.  Bon- 
teen, thinking  of  Phineas. 

"  A  man  who  has  never  done  any  thing,  with 
all  ]iis  advantages  in"  the  world  —  and  never 
will." 

"  He  wont  hold  his  place  long,"  said  Mr.  Bon- 
teen. 

"  Whom  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Phineas  Finn." 

"  Oh,  iSIr.  Finn.  I  was  talking  of  Lord  Chil- 
tern. I  believe  Finn  to  be  a  very  good  sort  of 
fellow,  and  he  is  undoubtedly  clever.  They  say 
Cantrip  likes  him  amazingly.  He'll  do  very 
well.  But  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  this  about 
Lord  Chiltern."  Then  Mr.  Bonteen  felt  him- 
self to  be  snubbed,  and  soon  afterward  left  Lord 
Fawn  alone. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 

CONSOLATION. 

On  the  day  following  Madame  Goesler's  dinner- 
party, Phineas,  though  he  was  early  at  his  office, 
was  not  able  to  do  much  work,  still  feeling  that 
as  regarded  the  realities  of  the  world,  his  back 
was  broken.  He  might  no  doubt  go  on  learning, 
and,  after  a  time,  might  be  able  to  exert  himself 
in  a  perhaps  useful,  but  altogether  uninteresting 
kind  of  way,  doing  his  work  simply  because  it 
was  there  to  be  done — as  the  carter  or  the  tailor 
does  his  ;  and  from  the  same  cause,  knowing 
that  a  man  must  have  bread  to  live.  But  as  for 
ambition,  and  the  idea  of  doing  good,  and  the 
love  of  work  for  work's  sake — as  for  the  elastic 
springs  of  delicious  and  beneficent  labor — all 
that  was  over  for  him.  He  would  have  worked 
from  day  till  night,  and  from  night  till  day,  and 
from  month  till  month  throughout  the  year,  to 
have  secured  for  Violet  Effingham  the  assurance 
that  her  husband's  j)osition  was  worthy  of  her 
own.  But  now  he  had  no  motive  for  such  work 
as  this.  As  long  as  he  took  the  public  pay,  he 
would  earn  it,  and  that  was  all. 

On  the  next  day  things  were  a  little  better  with 


him.  He  received  a  note  in  the  morning  from 
Lord  Cowslip  saying  that  they  two  were  to  see 
the  prime  minister  that  evening  in  order  that  the 
whole  question  of  the  railway  to  the  Rocky 
Mountains  might  be  understood,  and  Phineas 
was  driven  to  his  work.  Before  the  time  of  the 
meeting  came  he  had  once  more  lost  his  own  iden- 
tity in  great  ideas  of  colonial  welfare,  and  had 
planned  and  peopled  a  mighty  region  on  the  Red 
River,  which  should  have  no  sj-mpatliy  with 
American  democracy.  "When  he  waited  upon 
Mr.  Gresham  in  the  afternoon  he  said  nothing 
about  the  mighty  region.  Indeed  he  left  it  to 
Lord  Cowslip  to  explain  most  of  the  proposed  ar- 
rangements, speaking  onl}'  a  word  or  two  here 
and  there  as  occasion  required.  But  he  was  aware 
that  he  had  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  able  to  save 
himself  from  losing  ground  during  the  interview. 

"He's  about  the  first  Irishman  we've  had  that 
has  been  worth  his  salt,"  said  Sir.  Gresham  to  his 
colleague  afterward. 

"  That  other  Irishman  was  a  terrible  fellow," 
said  Lord  Cawslip,  shaking  his  head. 

On  the  fourth  day  after  his  sorrow  had  befallen 
him,  Phineas  went  again  to  the  cottage  in  Park 
Lane.  And  in  order  that  he  might  not  be  balk- 
ed in  his  search  for  sympathy,  he  wrote  a  line  to 
IMadame  Goesler  to  ask  if  she  would  be  at  home. 
"I  will  be  at  homd from  five  to  six,  and  alone. — 
]\I.  M.  G. "  That  was  the  answer  from  Slarie 
Max  Goesler,  and  Phineas  was  of  course  at  the 
cottage  a  few  minutes  after  five.  It  is  not,  I 
think,  surprising  that  a  man  when  he  wants  sym- 
pathy in  such  a  calamity  as  tliat  which  had  now 
befallen  Phineas  Finn,  should  seek  it  from  a 
woman.  "Women  sympathize  most  efFectually 
with  men,  as  men  do  with  women.  But  it  is, 
perhaps,  a  little  odd  that  a  man  when  he  wants 
consolation  because  his  heart  has  been  broken, 
always  likes  to  receive  it  from  a  pretty  woman. 
She  would  be  disposed  to  think  that  at  such  a  mo- 
ment he  would  be  jirofoundly  indifferent  to  such 
a  matter,  that  no  delight  could  come  to  him  from 
female  beauty,  and  that  all  he  would  want  would 
be  the  softness  of  a  simply  sympathetic  soul. 
But  he  generally  wants  a  soft  hand  as  well,  and 
an  eye  that  can  be  briglit  behind  the  mutual 
tear,  and  lips  that  shall  be  young  and  fresh  as 
they  express  their  concern  for  his  sorrow.  All 
these  things  were  added  to  Phineas  when  he 
went  to  Madame  Goesler  in  his  grief. 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,''  said  Madame  Max. 

"  You  are  very  good-natured  to  let  me  come." 

"No — but  it  is  so  good  of  you  to  trust  me. 
But  I  was  sure  you  would  come  after  what  took 
place  the  other  night.  I  saw  that  you  were  pain- 
ed, and  I  was  so  sorry  for  it." 

"  I  made  such  a  fool  of  myself." 

"Not  at  all.  And  I  thought  that  you  were 
right  to  tell  them  when  the  question  had  been 
asked.  If  the  thing  was  not  to  be  kept  a  secret, 
it  was  better  to  speak  it  out.  You  will  get  over 
it  quicker  in  that  way  than  in  any  other.  I  have 
never  seen  the  young  lord  m_vself." 

"  Oh,  there  is  nothing  amiss  about  him.  As 
to  what  Lord  Fawn  said,  the  half  of  it  is  simply 
exaggeration,  and  the  other  half  is  misunder- 
stood." 

"  In  this  country  it  is  so  much  to  be  a  lord," 
said  Madame  Goesler. 

Phineas  thought  a  moment  of  that  matter  be- 
fore be  replied.     All  the  Standish  family  had 
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been  very  good  to  him,  and  Violet  EflBngham 
liad  been'very  good.  It  was  not  the  fault  of  any 
of  them  that  he  was  now  wretched  and  back  bro- 
ken. He  had  meditated  mucli  on  this,  and  had 
resolved  that  he  would  not  even  think  evil  of 
,  them.  "  I  do  not  in  my  heart  believe  that  that 
had  any  thing  to  do  with  it, "he  said. 

"  But  it  has,  my  friend,  always.  I  do  not 
know  your  Violet  Effingham." 

'•  She  is  not  mine." 

"Well,  I  do  not  know  this  Violet  that  is  not 
yours.  I  have  met  her,  and  did  not  especially 
admire  her.  But  then  the  tastes  of  men  and 
women  about  beauty  are  never  the  same.  But 
I  know  she  is  one  that  always  lives  with  lords 
and  countesses.  A  girl  who  has  always  lived 
with  countesses  feels  it  to  be  so  hard  to  settle 
down  as  a  plain  mistress." 

"  She  has  had  plenty  of  choice  among  all  sorts 
of  men.  It  was  not  the  title.  She  would  not 
have  accepted  Chiltern  unless  she  had —  But 
what  is  the  use  of  talking  of  it  ?" 

"  They  had  known  each  other  long?" 

"  Oh  yes — as  children.  And  the  earl  desired 
it  of  all  things." 

"  Ah  !  then  he  arranged  it." 
m  "  Not  exactly.     Nobody  could   arrange  any 

thing  for  Chiltern — nor,  as  fur  as  that  goes,  for 
Miss  Effingham.  They  arranged  it  themselves, 
I  fancy." 

"You  had  asked  her?" 

"Yes;  twice.  And  she  had  refused  him  more 
than  twice.  I  have  nothing  for  which  to  blame 
her;  but  yet  I  had  thought — I  had  thought — " 

"She  is  a  jilt  then?" 

"No;  I  will  not  let  you  say  that  of  her. 
She  is  no  jilt.  But  I  think  she  has  been  strange- 
ly ignorant  of  her  own  mind.  What  is  the  use 
of  talking  of  it,  Madame  Goesler  ?" 

"  No  ;  only  sometimes  it  is  better  to  speak  a 
word  than  to  keep  one's  sorrow  to  one's  self." 

"  So  it  is  ;  and  there  is  not  one  in  the  world 
to  whom  I  can  speak  such  a  word  except  your- 
self. Is  not  that  odd  ?  I  have  sisters,  but  they 
have  never  heard  of  Miss  Effingham,  and  would 
be  quite  indifferent." 

"Perhaps  they  have  some  other  favorites." 

"Ah!  well.  That  does  not  miatter.  And 
my  best  friend  here  in  London  is  Lord  Chiltern's 
own  sister." 

"She  knew  of  your  attachment?" 

"  Oh  yes." 

"And  she  told  you  of  Miss  Effingham's  en- 
gagement.    Was  she  glad  of  it  ?" 

"  She  has  always  desired  the  marriage.  And 
yet  I  think  she  would  have  been  satisfied  had  it 
been  otherwise.  But  of  course  her  heart  must 
be  with  her  brother.  I  need  not  have  troubled 
myself  to  go  to  Blankingbury  after  all." 

"It  was  for  the  best,  perhaps.  Every  body 
says  you  behaved  so  well." 

"  I  could  not  but  go,  as  the  things  were  there." 

"What  if  you  had — shot  him?" 

"There  would  have  been  an  end  of  every 
tiling.  She  would  never  have  seen  you  after  that. 
Indeed  I  should  have  shot  myself  next,  feeling 
that  there  was  nothing  else  left  for  me  to  do." 

"Ah!  you  English  are  so-peculiar.  But  I 
suppose  it  is  best  not  to  shoot  a  man.  And, 
Mr.  Finn,  there  are  other  ladies  in  the  world 
prettier  than  Miss  Violet  Effingham.  No,  of 
course  you  will  not  admit  that  now;  just  at  this 


moment,  and  for  a  month  or  two,  she  is  peerless, 
and  you  will  feel  yourself  to  be  of  all  men  the 
most  unfortunate.  But  you  have  the  ball  at 
your  feet.  I  know  no  one  so  young  who  has 
got  the  ball  at  his  feet  so  well.  I  call  it  noth- 
ing to  have  the  ball  at  your  feet  if  you  are  born 
with  it  there.  It  is  so  easy  to  be  a  lord  if  your 
father  is  one  before  you — and  so  easy  to  marry 
a  pretty  girl  if  you  can  make  her  a  countess. 
But  to  make  j'ourself  a  lord,  or  to  be  as  good  as 
a  lord,  when  nothing  has  been  born  to  you — 
that  I  call  very  much.  And  there  are  women, 
and  pretty  women,  too,  Mv.  Finn,  who  have 
spirit  enough  to  understand  this,  and  to  tliink 
that  the  man,  after  all,  is  more  important  than 
the  lord."  Then  she  sang  the  old  ■well-worn 
verse  of  the  Scotch  song  with  wonderful  spirit, 
and  with  a  clearness  of  voice  and  knowledge  of 
music  for  which  he  had  hitherto  never  given 
her  credit. 

"  The  king  can  mak'  a  belted  knight, 
A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that ; 
Cut  an  lionest  man's  a  boon  his  might, 
Guid  faith  he  mauna  fa'  that." 

"  I  did  not  know  that  you  sung,  Madame 
Goesler." 

"  Only  now  and  then  when  something  special- 
ly requires  it.  And  I  am  very  fond  of  Scotch 
songs.  I  will  sing  to  you  now  if  you  like  it." 
Then  she  sang  the  whole  song.  "A  man's  a 
man  for  a'  that,"  she  said  as  she  finished,  "even 
though  he  can  not  get  the  special  bit  of  painted 
Eve's  flesh  for  which  his  heart  has  had  a  crav- 
ing."    Then  she  sang  again  : — 

"There  are  maidens  in  Scotland  more  lovely  by  far, 
AVho  would  gladly  be  bride  to  the  young  Lochinvar." 

"But  young  Lochinvar  got  his  bride,"  said 
Phineas. 

"Take  the  spirit  of  the  lines,  Mr.  Finn,  which 
is  true,  and  not  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  which  is 
probably  false.  I  often  think  that  Jock  of  Hazle- 
dean  and  young  Lochinvar,  too,  probably  lived 
to  repent  their  bargains.  We  will  hope  that 
Lord  Chiltern  may  not  do  so." 

"I  am  sure  he  never  will." 

"That  is  all  right.  And  as  for  you,  do  you 
for  a  while  think  of  your  politics,  and  your 
speeches,  and  your  colonies,  rather  than  of  your 
love.  You  are  at  home  there,  and  no  Lord 
Chiltern  can  rob  you  of  your  success.  And  if 
you  are  down  in  the  mouth,  come  to  me,  and  1 
will  sing  you  a  Scotch  song.  And,  look  you, 
the  next  time  I  ask  you  to  dinner  that  Mrs. 
Bonteen  shall  not  be  here.  Good-bye."  She 
gave  him  her  hand,  which  was  very  soft,  and  left 
it  for  a  moment  ill  his,  and  he  was  consoled. 

Madame  Goesler,  when  she  was  alone,  threw 
herself  on  to  her  chair  and  began  to  think  of 
things.  In  these  days  she  would  often  ask  her- 
self what  in  truth  was  the  object  of  her  ambition, 
and  the  aim  of  her  life.  Now  at  this  moment 
she  had  in  her  hand  a  note  from  the  Duke  of 
Omnium.  The  duke  had  allowed  himself  to  say 
something  about  a  photograph,  which  had  justi- 
fied her  in  writing  to  him,  or  which  she  had 
taken  for  such  justification.  And  the  duke  had 
replied.  "  He  would  not,"  he  said,  "  lose  the 
opportunity  of  waiting  upon  her  in  person,  which 
the  presentation  of  the  little  gift  might  afford 
him."  It  would  be  a  great  success  to  have  the 
Duke  of  Omnium  at  her  house — but  to  what 
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would  the  success  reach  ?  What  was  her  defi- 
nite object — or  had  she  any  ?  In  what  way  could 
she  make  herself  happy?  She  could  not  say 
that  she  was  happy  yet.  The  hours  with  her 
were  too  long,  and  the  days  too  many. 

The  Duke  of  Omnium  should  come — if  he 
would.  And  she  was  quite  resolved  as  to  this, 
that  if  the  duke  did  come  she  would  not  be 
afraid  of  him.  Heavens  and  earth  !  What 
would  be  the  feelings  of  such  a  woman  as  her 
were  the  world  to  greet  her  some  fine  morning 
as  Duchess  of  Omnium !  Then  she  made  up 
her  mind  very  resolutely  on  one  subject.  Should 
the  duke  give  her  any  opportunity,  she  would 
lake  a  very  short  time  in  letting  him  know  what 
was  the  extent  of  her  ambition. 


CHAPTER  LV. 

LORD   CHILTEKN   AT   SAULSBT. 

Lord  Chiltern  did  exactly  as  he  said  he 
would  do.  He  wrote  to  his  father  as  he  passed 
through  Carlisle,  and  at  once  went  on  to  his 
hunting  at  Willingford.  But  his  letter  was  very 
stiff  and  ungainly,  and  it  may  be  doubted  wheth- 
er IMiss  Effingham  was  not  wrong  in  refusing 
the  ofl'er  which  he  had  made  to  her  as  to  the 
dictation  of  it.  He  began  his  letter,  "^ly 
Lord,"  and  did  not  mucli  improve  the  style  as 
he  went  on  with  it.  Tiie  reader  may  as  well 
see  the  whole  letter : — 

"  Railway  Hotel,  Cfivliale,  \ 
December  27, 1S6 —  / 
"  Mt  Lord, — I  am  now  on  my  way  from 
Loughlinter  to  London,  and  write  this  letter  to 
you  in  compliance  witli  a  promise  made  by  me 
to  my  sister  and  to  Miss  Effingham.  I  have 
asked  Violet  to  be  my  wife,  and  she  has  accept- 
ed me,  and  they  think  that  you  will  be  pleased 
to  hear  that  this  has  been  done.  I  shall  be,  of 
course,  obliged,  if  you  will  instruct  Sir.  Edwards 
to  let  me  know  wh.at  you  would  propose  to  do 
in  regard  to  settlements.  Laura  thinks  that 
you  will  wish  to  see  both  Violet  and  myself  at 
Saulsby.  For  myself,  I  can  only  say  that,  should 
you  desire  me  to  come,  I  will  do  so  on  receiving 
your  assurance  that  I  shall  be  treated  neither 
with  fatted  calves  nor  with  reproaches.  I  am 
not  aware  that  I  have  deserved  either.  I  am, 
mv  lord,  yours  affect.,  Chilterv. 

'"P.S.  My  address  will  be  'The  Bull,  Wil- 
lingford.' " 

That  last  word,  in  which  he  half  declared 
himself  to  be  joined  in  affectionate  relations  to 
his  father,  caused  him  a  world  of  trouble.  But 
he  could  find  no  term  for  expressing,  without 
a  circumlocution  which  was  disagreeable  to  him, 
exactly  that  position  of  feeling  toward  his  fa- 
ther which  really  belonged  to  him.  He  would 
have  written  "yours  with  affection,"  or  "yours 
with  deadly  enmity,"  or  "yours  with  respect," 
or  "  yours  with  most  profound  indifference,"  ex- 
actly in  accordance  with  the  state  of  his  father's 
mind,  if  he  had  only  knoAvn  what  was  that  state. 
He  was  afraid  of  going  beyond  his  father  in  any 
offer  of  reconciliation,  and  was  firmly  fixed  in 
his  resolution  that  he  would  never  be  either  re- 
pentant or  submissive  in  regard  to  the  past.  If 
his  father  had  wishes  for  the  future,  he  would 
comply  with  them  if  he  could  do  so  without 


unreasonable  inconvenience,  but  he  would  not 
give  way  a  single  point  as  to  things  done  and 
gone.  If  his  father  should  choose  to  make  any 
reference  to  them,  his  father  must  prepare  for 
battle. 

The  earl  was  of  course  disgusted  by  the  perti- 
nacious obstinacy  of  his  son's  letter,  and  for'an 
hour  or  two  swore  to  himself  that  he  would  not 
answer  it.  But  it  is  natural  that  the  father 
should  yearn  for  the  son,  while  the  son's  feeling 
for  the  father  is  of  a  very  much  weaker  nature. 
Here,  at  any  rate,  was  that  engagement  made 
which  he  had  ever  desired.  And  his  son  had 
made  a  step,  though  it  was  so  very  unsatisfacto- 
ry a  step,  toward  reconciliation.  When  the  old 
man  read  the  letter  a  second  time,  lie  skipped 
that  reference  to  fatted  calves  which  had  been 
so  peculiarly  distasteful  to  him,  and  before  the 
evening  had  passed  he  had  answered  his  son  as 
follows:  — 

"  SauUby,  December  29, 186 — 

"  ]\It  dear  Ciiilterx, — I  have  received  your 
letter,  and  am  truly  delighted  to  hear  that  dear 
Violet  has  accepted  you  as  her  husband.  Her 
fortune  will  be  very  material  to  you,  but  she  her- 
self is  better  than  any  fortune.  You  have  long 
known  my  opinion  of  her.  I  shall  be  proud  to 
welcome  her  as  a  daughter  to  my  house. 

"I  shall  of  course  write  to  her  immediately, 
and  will  endeavor  to  settle  some  early  day  for 
her  coming  here.  When  I  have  done  so,  I  will 
write  to  you  again,  and  can  only  say  that  I  will 
endeavor  to  make  Saulsby  comfortable  to  you. 
"Your  affectionate  father, 

"  Brentford. 

"  Richards,  the  groom,  is  still  here.  You  had 
perhaps  better  write  to  him  direct  about  3'our 
horses." 

By  the  middle  of  February  arrangements  liad 
all  been  made,  and  Violet  met  her  lover  at  his 
father's  house.  She  in  the  mean  time  had  been 
with  her  aunt,  and  had  undergone  a  good  deal 
of  mild,  unceasing  persecution.  "  My  dear 
Violet,"  said  her  aunt  to  her  on  her  arrival  at  Bad- 
dingham,  speaking  with  a  solemnity  that  ought  to 
have  been  terrible  to  the  young  lady,  "  I  do  not 
know  what  to  say  to  you." 

"  Say  '  how  d'you  do,  aunt?'  "  said  Violet. 

"I  mean  about  this  engagement,"  said  L.ady 
Baldock,  with  an  increase  of  awe-inspiring  severi- 
ty in  her  voice. 

"  Say  nothing  about  it  at  all,  if  you  don't  like 
it,"  said  Violet. 

"How  can  I  say  nothing  about  it  ?  How  can 
I  be  silent,  or  how  am  I  to  congratulate  you  ?" 

"  The  least  said,  perhaps,  the  soonest  mend- 
ed," and  Violet  smiled  as  she  s]joke. 

"  That  is  very  well  ;  and  if  I  had  no  duty  to 
perform,  I  would  be  silent.  But,  Violet,  you 
iiave  been  left  in  my  charge.  If  I  sec  you  sliip- 
wrecked  in  life,  I  shall  ever  tell  myself  that  the 
fault  has  been  partly  mine." 

' '  Nay,  aunt,  that  will  be  quite  unnecessary.  I 
will  always  admit  that  you  did  every  thing  in 
your  power  to — to — to — make  me  run  straight, 
as  the  sporting  men  say." 

"  Sporting  men  !     Oh,  Violet." 

"  And  you  know,  aunt,  I  still  hope  that  I  shall 
be  found  to  have  kept  on  the  right  side  of  the 
posts.  You  will  find  that  poor  Lord  Chiltcrn  is 
not  so  black  as  he  is  painted." 
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"But  why  take  any  body  that  is  black  at 
all  ?" 

"I  like  a  little  shade  in  the  picture,  aunt." 

"Look  at  Lord  Fawn." 

"  I  have  looked  at  him." 

"A  young  nobleman  beginning  a  career  of 
useful  official  life,  that  will  end  in —  ;  there  is  no 
knowing  what  it  may  end  in." 

"  I  dare  say  not;  but  it  never  could  have  be- 
gun or  ended  in  my  being  Lady  Fawn." 

"And  jMr.  Appledom !" 

"  Poor  Mr.  Appledom.  I  do  like  Mr.  Apple- 
dom. But,  you  see,  aunt,  I  like  Lord  Chiltern 
so  much  better.  A  youBg  woman  will  go  by 
her  feelings." 

"  And  yet  you  refused  him  a  dozen  times." 

"  I  never  counted  the  times,  aunt ;  but  not 
quite  so  many  as  that." 

Tlie  same  thing  was  repeated  over  and  over 
again  daring  the  month  that  Miss  Effingham  re- 
mained at  Baddingham,  but  Lady  BalJock  had 
no  power  of  interfering,  and  Violet  bore  her  per- 
secution bravely.  Her  future  husband  was  gen- 
erally spoken  of  as  "  that  violent  young  man," 
and  hints  were  thrown  out  as  to  the  personal  in- 
juries to  which  his  wife  might  be  possibly  sub- 
jected. But  the  threatened  bride  only  lauglied, 
and  sj)oke  of  these  coming  dangers  as  part  of  the 
general  lot  of  married  women.  "  I  dare  say,  if 
the  truth  were  known,  my  uncle  Baldock  did  not 
always  keep  his  temper,"  slie  once  said.  Now 
the  truth  was,  as  Violet  well  knew,  that  "my 
uncle  Baldock  "  had  been  dumb  as  a  sheep  be- 
fore the  shearers  in  the  hands  of  his  wife,  and 
had  never  been  known  to  do  any  thing  improper 
by  those  who  had  been  most  intimate  with  him 
even  in  his  earlier  days.  "  Your  uncle  Baldock, 
miss, "  said  the  outraged  aunt,  "  was  a  nobleman 
as  different  in  his  manner  of  life  from  Lord 
Chiltern  as  chalk  from  cheese."  "But  then 
comes  the  question,  which  is  the  cheese?"  said 
Violet.  Lady  Baldock  would  not  argue  tlie 
question  any  further,  but  stalked  out  of  the  room. 

Lady  Laura  Kennedy  met  them  at  Saulsby, 
having  had  something  of  a  battle  with  her  hus- 
band before  she  left  her  home  to  do  so.  When 
she  told  him  of  her  desire  to  assist  at  this  recon- 
ciliation between  her  father  and  brother,  he  re- 
plied by  pointing  out  that  her  first  duty  was  at 
Loughlinter,  and,  before  the  interview  was  end- 
ed, had  come  to  express  an  opinion  that  that 
duty  was  very  much  neglected.  She  in  the 
mean  time  had  declared  that  she  would  go  to 
Saulsby,  or  tliat  she  would  explain  to  her  father 
that  she  was  forbidden  by  her  husband  to»do  so. 
"And  I  also  forbid  any  such  communication," 
said  i\Ir.  Kennedy.  In  answer  to  which.  Lady 
Laura  told  him  that  there  were  some  marital  com- 
mands which  she  should  not  consider  it  to  be  her 
duty  to  obey.  "When  matters  had  come  to  this 
pass,  it  may  be  conceived  that  both  Mr.  Kennedy 
and  his  wife  were  very  unhappy.  She  had  al- 
most resolved  that  she  would  take  steps  to  enable 
her  to  live  apart  from  her  husband,  and  he  had 
b-^gun  to  consider  what  course  he  would  pursue 
if  such  steps  were  taken.  The  wife  was  subject 
to  her  husband  by  the  laws  both  of  God  and  man, 
and  Mr.  Kennedy  was  one  who  thought  much  of 
such  laws.  In  the  mean  time  Lady  Laura  car- 
ried her  point  and  went  to  Saulsby,  leaving  her 
husband  to  go  up  to  London  and  begin  the  ses- 
sion by  himself. 


Lady  Laura  and  Violet  were  both  at  Saulsby 
before  Lord  Chiltern  arrived,  and  many  were  the 
consultations  which  were  held  between  them  as 
to  the  best  mode  in  which  things  might  be  ar- 
ranged. Violet  was  of  opinion  that  there  had 
better  be  no  arrangement,  that  Chiltern  should 
be  allowed  to  come  in  and  take  his  father's  hand 
and  sit  down  to  dinner,  and  that  so  things  should 
fall  into  their  places.  Lady  Laura  was  rather 
in  favor  of  some  scene.  But  the  interview  had 
taken  place  before  either  of  them  were  able  to 
say  a  word.  Lord  Chiltern,  on  his  arrival,  had 
gone  immediately  to  his  father,  taking  the  earl 
very  much  by  surprise,  and  had  come  off  best  in 
the  encounter. 

"My  lord,"  said  he,  walking  up  to  his  father 
with  his  hand  out,  "  I  am  very  glad  to  come 
back  to  Saulsby."  He  had  written  to  his  sister 
to  say  that  he  would  be  at  Saulsby  on  that  day, 
but  had  named  no  hour.  He  now  appeared  be- 
tween ten  and  eleven  in  the  morning,  and  his 
father  had  as  yet  made  no  jireparation  for  him — 
had  arranged  no  appropriate  words.  He  had 
walked  in  at  the  front  door,  and  had  asked  for 
the  earl.  The  earl  was  in  his  own  morning- 
room — a  gloomy  room,  full  of  dark  books  and 
darker  furniture,  and  thither  Lord  Chiltern  had 
at  once  gone.  The  two  women  still  were  sitting 
together  over  the  fire  in  the  breakfast-room,  and 
knew  nothing  of  his  arrival. 

"  Oswald  !"  said  his  father,  "  I  hardly  expect- 
ed you  so  early." 

"  I  have  come  early.  I  came  across  country, 
and  slept  at  Birmingham.  I  suppose  Violet  is 
here." 

"Yes,  she  is  here,  and  Laura.  They  will  be 
very  glad  to  see  you.  So  am  I."  And  the  fa- 
ther took  the  son's  hand  for  the  second  time. 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Lord  Chiltern,  looking 
his  father  full  in  the  face. 

"I  have  been  very  much  pleased  by  this  en- 
gagement," continued  the  earl. 

"What  do  you  think  I  must  be,  then?"  said 
the  son,  laughing.  "I  have  been  at  it,  you 
know,  off  and  on,  ever  so  many  years ;  and  have 
sometimes  thought  I  was  quite  a  fool  not  to  get 
it  out  of  my  head.  But  I  couldn't  get  it  out  of 
my  head.  And  now  she  talks  as  though  it  were 
she  who  had  been  in  love  with  me  all  the  time !" 

"  Perhaps  she  was,"  said  the  father. 

"  I  don't  believe  it  in  the  least.  She  may  be 
a  little  so  now." 

"I  hope  you  mean  that  she  always  shall  be 
so." 

"I  sha'n't  be  the  worst  husband  in  the  world, 
I  hope,  and  I  am  quite  sure  I  sha'n't  be  the  best. 
I  will  go  and  see  her  now.  I  suppose  I  sliall 
find  her  somewhere  in  the  house.  I  thought  it 
best  to  see  you  first." 

"Stop  half  a  moment,  Oswald,"  said  the  earl. 
And  tlien  Lord  Brentford  did  make  something 
of  a  shambling  speech,  in  which  he  expressed  a 
hope  that  they  two  might  for  the  future  live  to- 
gether on  friendly  terms,  forgetting  the  past. 
He  ought  to  have  been  prepared  for  the  occasion, 
and  the  s])eech  was  poor  and  shambling.  But 
I  think  that  it  was  more  useful  than  it  might 
have  been  had  it  been  uttered  roundly  and  with 
that  paternal  and  almost  majestic  effect  which 
he  would  have  achieved  had  he  been  thoroughly 
prepared.  But  the  roundness  and  the  majesty 
would  have  gone  against  the  grain  with  his  son, 
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and  there  would  have  been  danger  of  some  out- 
break. As  it  was,  Lord  Chiltern  smiled,  and 
muttered  some  word  about  things  being  "all 
right,"  and  then  made  his  way  out  of  the  room. 
"  That's  a  great  deal  better  than  I  had  hoped," 
he  said  to  himself,  "  and  it  has  all  come  from  my 
going  in  without  being  announced."  But  there 
was  still  a  fear  upon  him  that  his  father  even  yet 
might  prepare  a  speech  and  speak  it,  to  the  great 
peril  of  their  mutual  comfort. 

His  meeting  with  Violet  was  of  course  pleas- 
ant enough.  Now  that  she  had  succumbed,  and 
had  told  herself  and  had  told  him  that  she  loved 
him,  she  did  not  scruple  to  be  as  generous  as  a 
maiden  should  be  who  has  acknowledged  her- 
self to  be  conquered,  and  has  rendered  herself  to 
the  conqueror.  She  w^ould  walk  with  him  and 
ride  with  him,  and  take  a  lively  interest  in  the 
performances  of  all  his  horses,  and  listen  to  hunt- 
ing-stories as  long  as  he  chose  to  tell  them.  In 
all  this  she  was  so  good  and  so  loving  that  Lady 
Laura  was  more  than  once  tempted  to  throw  in 
her  teeth  her  old,  often-repeated  assertions  that 
she  was  not  prone  to  be  in  love,  that  it  was  not 
her  nature  to  feel  any  ardent  affection  for  a  man, 
and  that,  therefore,  she  would  probably  remain 
unmarried.  "You  begrudge  me  my  little  bits 
of  pleasure,"  Violet  said,  in  answer  to  one  such 
attack.  "  Xo  ;  but  it  is  so  odd  to  see  you,  of  all 
women,  become  so  love-lorn."  "  I  am  not  love- 
lorn," said  Violet,  "but  I  like  the  freedom  of 
telling  him  every  thing  and  of  hearing  every 
thing  from  him,  and  of  having  him  for  my  own 
best  friend.  He  might  go  away  for  twelve 
months,  and  I  should  not  be  nnhapjiy,  believing, 
as  I  do,  that  he  would  be  true  to  me."  All  of 
which  set  Lady  Laura  thinking  whether  her 
fyend  had  not  been  wiser  thau  she  had  been. 
She  had  never  known  any  thing  of  that  sort  of 
friendship  with  her  husband  which  already  seem- 
ed to  be  quite  established  between  these  two. 

In  her  misery  one  day  Lady  Laura  told  the 
whole  story  of  her  own  unhappiness  to  her  broth- 
er, saying  nothing  of  Phineas  Finn,  thinking 
nothing  of  him  as  she  told  her  story,  but  speak- 
ing more  strongly  perhaps  than  she  should  have 
done  of  the  terrible  dreariness  of  her  life  at 
Loughlinter,  and  of  her  inability  to  induce  her 
husband  to  alter  it  for  her  sake. 

"Do  you  mean  that  he — ill-treats  you,"  said 
the  brother,  with  a  scowl  on  his  face  which  seem- 
ed to  indicate  that  he  would  like  no  task  better 
than  that  of  resenting  such  ill-treatment. 

"He  does  not  beat  me,  if  you  mean  that." 

"  Is  he  cruel  to  yon  ?  Does  he  use  harsh  lan- 
guage?" 

"  He  never  said  a  word  in  his  life  either  to  me 
or,  as  I  believe,  to  any  other  human  being  that 
he  would  think  himself  bound  to  regret." 

"What  is  it  then?" 

"  He  sim];ly  chooses  to  have  his  own  way,  and 
his  way  can  not  be  my  waj*.  He  is  hard,  and 
dry,  and  just,  and  dispassionate,  and  he  wishes 
me  to  be  the  same.     That  is  all." 

"  I  tell  yon  fairly,  Laura,  as  far  as  I  am  con- 
cerned, I  never  could  speak  to  him.  He  is  anti- 
pathetic to  me.     But  ilien  I  am  not  his  wife." 

"I  am,  and  I  suppose  I  must  bear  it." 

"  Have  you  spoken  to  my  father?" 

"No." 

"Or  to  Violet?" 

"Yes." 


"  And  what  does  she  say  ?" 

"What  can  she  say  ?  Slie  has  nothing  to  say. 
Nor  have  you.  Nor,  if  I  am  driven  to  leave  him, 
can  I  make  the  world  understand  why  I  do  so. 
To  be  simply  miserable,  as  I  am,  is  nothing  to 
the  world." 

"I  could  never  understand  why  you  married 
him." 

"Do  not  be  cruel  to  me,  Oswald." 

"Cruel!  I  will  stick  by  you  in  any  way  that 
you  wish.  If  you  think  well  of  it,  I  will  go  otf 
to  Loughlinter  to-morrow  and  tell  him  that  you 
will  never  return  to  him.  And  if  you  are  not 
safe  from  him  here  ?t  Saulsby,  you  sliall  go 
abroad  with  us.  I  am  sure  Violet  would  not 
object.     I  will  not  be  cruel  to  you." 

But  in  truth  neither  of  Lady  Laura's  counsel- 
ors were  able  to  give  her  advice  that  could  serve 
her.  She  felt  that  she  could  not  leave  her  hus- 
band without  other  cause  than  now  existed,  al- 
tliough  she  felt  also  that  to  go  back  to  him  was 
to  go  back  to  utter  wretchedness.  And  when 
she  saw  Violet  and  her  brother  together,  there 
came  to  her  dreams  of  what  might  have  been 
her  own  happiness  had  she  kept  herself  free  from 
those  terrible  bonds  in  which  she  was  now  held  a 
prisoner.  She  could  not  get  out  of  her  heart 
the  remembrance  of  that  young  man  wiio  would 
bave  been  her  lover  if  she  would  have  let  him — 
of  whose  love  for  herself  she  had  been  aware  be- 
fore she  had  handed  herself  over  as  a  bale  of  goods 
to  her  unloved,  unloving  husband.  She  had 
married  Mr.  Kennedy  because  she  was  afraid 
that  otherwise  she  might  find  herself  forced  to 
own  that  she  loved  that  other  man  who  was  then 
a  nobody — almost  a  nobody.  It  was  not  JNIr. 
Kennedy's  money  that  had  bought  her.  This 
woman  in  regard  to  money  had  shown  herself  to 
be  as  generous  as  the  sun.  But,  in  marrying  Mr 
Kennedy,  she  had  maintained  herself  in  her  high 
position,  among  the  first  of  her  own  people — 
among  the  first  socially  and  among  the  first  po- 
litically. But  had  she  married  Fhineas,  had  she 
become  Lady  Laura  Finn,  there  would  have 
been  a  great  descent.  She  could  not  have  en- 
tertained the  leading  men  of  her  party.  She 
;  would  not  have  been  on  a  level  with  the  wives 
and  daughters  of  Cabinet  Ministers.  She  might, 
indeed,  have  remained  unmarried  !  But  she 
knew  that  had  she  done  so,  had  she  so  resolved, 
that  which  she  called  her  fancy  would  have  been 
too  strong  for  her.  She  woulil  not  have  remain- 
ed unmarried.  At  that  time  it  was  her  fate  to 
be  either  Lady  Laura  Kennedy  or  Lady  Laura 
Finn.  And  she  had  chosen  to  be  Lady  Laura 
Kennedy.  To  neither  Violet  Effingham  nor  to 
her  brother  could  she  tell  one  half  of  the  sorrow 
which  afflicted  her. 

"  I  shall  go  back  to  Loughlinter,"  she  said  to 
her  brother. 

"Do  not,  unless  you  wish  it,"  he  answered. 

"I  do  not  wish  i't.  But  I  shall  do  it.  Mr. 
Kennedy  is  in  London  now,  and  lias  been  there 
since  Parliament  met,  but  he  will  be  in  Scotland 
again  in  JNIarch,  and  I  will  go  and  meet  him 
there.  I  told  him  that  I  would  do  so  when  I 
left." 

"  But  you  will  go  up  to  London  ?" 

"  I  suppose  so.  I  must  do  as  lie  tells  me,  of 
course.     What  I  mean  is,  I  will  try  it  for  another 
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"  I  can  not  say  what  I  will  do.  I  would  die 
if  ^  knew  how.  Never  be  a  tyrant,  Oswald,  or, 
at  any  rate,  not  a  cold  tyrant.  And  remember 
this,  there  is  no  tyrant  to  a  woman  like  telling 
her  of  her  duty.  Talk  of  beating  a  woman! 
Beati'ig  might  often  be  a  mercy." 

Lord  Chiltern  remained  ten  days  at  Sanlsby, 
and  at  last  did  not  get  away  without  a  few  un- 
pleasan*;  words  with  his  father  —  or  without  a| 
few  words  that  were  almost  unpleasant  with  his  \ 
mistress.     On  his  iirst  arrival  he  had  told  his  sis-  j 
ter  that  he  should  go  on  a  certain  day,  and  some 
intimation  to  this  etfect  had  probably  been  con- 
veyed to  the  earl.     But  when  his  son  told  hira 
one  evening  that  the  post-chaise  had  been  oider- 
ed  for  seven  o'clock  the  next  morning,  he  felt 
that  his  son  was  ungracious  and  abrupt.     There 
were  many  things  still  to  be  said,  and  indeed 
there  had  been  no  speech  of  any  account  made 
at  all  as  yet. 

"  That  is  very  sudden,'"  said  the  earl. 

"  I  thought  Laura  had  told  you." 

"  She  has  not  told  me  a  word  lately.  She 
may  have  said  something  before  you  came  here. 
What  is  tfiere  to  hurry  you  ?" 

"I  thought  ten  days  would  be  as  long  as  you 
would  care  to  have  me  here ;  and  as  I  said  that 
I  would  be  back  by  the  first,  I  would  rather  not 
change  my  plans." 

"You  are  going  to  hunt?" 

"Yes  ;  I  shall  hunt  till  the  end  of  March." 

"You  mi^ht  have  hunted  here,  Oswald." 
But  the  son  made  no  sign  uf  changing  his  plans; 
and  the  father,  seeing  that  he  would  not  change 
them,  became  solemn  and  severe.  There  were 
a  few  words  which  he  must  say  to  his  son,  some- 
thing of  a  speech  that  he  must  make,  so  he  led 
the  way  into  the  room  with  the  dark  books  and 
the  dark  furniture,  and  pointed  to  a  great  deep 
arm-chair  for  his  son's  accommodation.  But  as 
he  did  not  sit  down  himself,  neither  did  Lord 
Chiltern.  Lord  Chiltern  undersrood  very  well 
how  great  is  the  advantage  of  a  standing  orator 
over  a  sitting  recipient  of  his  oratory,  and  that 
advantage  he  would  not  give  to  his  father.  "  I 
had  hoped  to  have  an  opportunity  of  saying  a 
few  words  to  you  about  the  future,"  said  the 
earl. 

"  I  think  we  shall  be  married  in  July,"  said 
Lord  Chiltern. 

"  So  I  have  heard  ;  but  after  that.  Now  I  do 
not  want  to  interfere,  Oswald,  and  of  course  the 
less  so,  because  Violet's  money  will  to  a  great 
degree  restore  the  inroads  which  have  been  made 
upon  the  property." 

"It  will  more  than  restore  them  altogether." 

"Not  if  her  estate  be  settled  on  a  second  son, 
Oswald,  and  I  hear  from  Lord  Baldock  that  that 
is  the  wish  of  her  relations." 

"  She  will  have  her  own  way,  as  she  ought. 
What  that  way  is  I  do  not  know.  I  have  not 
even  asked  her  about  it.  She  asked  me,  and  I 
told  her  to  speak  to  you." 

' '  Of  course,  I  should  wish  it  to  go  with  the 
family  property.  Of  course,  that  would  be 
best." 

"  She  shall  have  her  own  way,  as  far  as  I  am 
concerned." 

"But  it  is  not  about  that,  Osw.ild,  that  I  would 
spes^Jv.  What  are  your  plans  of  life  when  you 
are  married?" 

"Plans  of  life?" 


"Yes;  plans  of  life.  I  suppose  you  have 
some  plans.  I  suppose  yoti  mean  to  apply  your- 
self to  some  useful  occupation?" 

"I  don't  know'  really,  sir,  that  I  am  of  much 
use  for  any  purpose."  Lord  Chiltern  laughed 
as  he  said  this,  but  did  not  laugh  i)leasantly. 

"  You  would  not  be  a  drone  in  the  hive  al- 
ways?" 

"As  far  as  I  can  see,  sir,  we  who  call  our- 
selves lords  generally  are  drones." 

"I  deny  it,"  said  the  earl,  becoming  quite 
energetic  as  he  defended  his  order.  "I  deny 
it  utterly.  I  know  no  class  of  men  who  do  work 
more  useful  or  more  honest.  Am  I  a  drone? 
Have  I  been  so  from  my  youth  upward  ?  I  have 
always  worked,  either  in  the  one  House  or  in 
the  other,  and  those  of  my  fellows  with  whom 
I  have  been  most  intimate  have  worked  also. 
The  same  career  is  open  to  you."' 

"You  mean  politics?" 

"  Of  course  I  mean  politics." 

"  I  don't  care  for  politics.  I  see  no  difference 
ii^  parties." 

"But  you  should  care  for  politics,  and  you 
should  see  a  difference  in  parties.  It  is  your 
duty  to  do  so.  ISIy  wish  is  that  you  should  go 
into  Parliament." 

"I  can't  do  that,  sir." 

"And  why  not?" 

"  In  the  first  place,  sir,  you  have  not  got  a 
seat  to  offer  me.  You  have  managed  matters 
among  you  in  such  a  way  that  poor  little 
Loughton  has  been  swallowed  up.  If  I  were  to 
canvass  the  electors  of  Smotherum,  I  don't  think 
that  many  would  look  very  sweet  on  me." 

"There  is  the  count}',  Oswald." 

"And  whom  am  I  to  turn  out?  I  should 
spend  four  or  five  thousand  pounds,  aud  have 
nothing  but  vexation  in  return  for  it.  I  had 
rather  not  begin  that  game,  and  indeed  I  am  too 
old  for  Parliament.  I  did  not  take  it  up  early 
enough  to  believe  in  it." 

I      All  this  made  the  earl  very  angry,  and  from 
!  these   they  went  on   to  worse   things.     When 
questioned  again  as  to  the  future.  Lord  Chiltern 
!  scowled,  and  at  last  declared  that  it  was  his  idea 
I  to  live  abroad  in  the  summer  for  his  wife's  rec- 
I  reation,  and  somewhere  down  in  the  shires  dur- 
I  ing  the  winter  for  his  own.     He  would  admit  of 
no  purpose  higher  than  recreation,  and  when  his 
father  again  talked  to  liim  of  a  nobleman's  duty, 
he  said  that  he  knew  of  no  other  special  duty 
I  than  that  of  not  exceeding  his  income.     Then 
I  his  father  made  a  longer  speecli  than  before, 
and  at  the  end  of  it  Lord  Chiltern  simply  wish- 
ed him  good-night.     "It's  getting  late,  and  I've 
promised  to  see  Violet  before  I  go  to  bed.     Good- 
bye."    Then  he  was  off,  and  Lord  Brentford 
w^as  left  there,  standing  with  his  back  to  the 
fire. 

After  that  Lord  Chiltern  had  a  discussion  with 
Violet  which  lasted  nearly  half  the  night,  and 
during  the  discussion  she  told  him  more  than 
once  that  he  was  wrong.  "  Such  as  I  am  you 
must  take  me,  or  leave  me,"  he  said,  in  anger. 
"Nay,  there  is  no  choice  now,"  she  answered. 
"I  have  taken  you,  and  I  will  stick  by  you, 
whether  you  are  right  or  wrong.  But  when  I 
think  you  wrong,  I  shall  say  so."  He  swore  to 
her  as  ho  pressed  her  to  his  heart  that  she  was 
the  finest,  grandest,  sweetest  woman  that  ever 
the  world  had  produced.     But  still  there  was 
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present  on  his  palate,  when  he  left  her,  the  bit- 
ter taste  of  her  reprimand. 


CHAPTER  LVI. 

WHAT  THE   PEOPLE  IN  MARYLEBONE  THOUGHT. 

PniNEAS  Finn,  when  the  session  began,  was 
still  hard  at  work  upon  his  Canada  bill,  and  in 
his  work  found  some  relief  for  his  broken  back. 
He  went  into  the  matter  with  all  his  energy,  and, 
before  the  debate  came  on,  knew  much  more 
about  tlie  seven  thousand  inhabitants  of  some 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  square  miles  at  tlie 
back  of  Canada  than  he  did  of  the  people  of 
London  or  of  County  Clare.  And  he  found 
some  consolation  also  in  the  good-nature  of  Ma- 
dame Goesler,  whose  drawing-room  was  always 
open  to  him.  He  could  talk  freely  now  to  Ma- 
dame Goesler  about  Violet,  and  had  even  ven- 
tured to  tell  her  that  once,  in  old  days,  he  had 
thought  of  loving  Lady  Laura  Standish.  ILe 
spoke  of  those  days  as  being  very  old,  and  then 
he  perhaps  said  some  word  to  her  about  dear 
little  Mary  Flood  Jones.  I  think  there  was  not 
much  in  his  career  of  which  he  did  not  say  some- 
tliing  to  Madame  Goesler,  and  that  he  received 
from  her  a  good  deal  of  excellent  advice  and  en- 
couragement in  the  direction  of  his  political  am- 
bition. "  A  man  should  work,"  she  said,  "  and 
you  do  work.  A  woman  can  only  look  on,  and 
admire  and  long.  What  is  there  that  I  can  do  ? 
I  can  learn  to  care  for  these  Canadians  just  be- 
cause you  care  for  them.  If  it  was  the  beavers 
that  you  told  me  of,  I  should  have  to  care  for 
the  beavers."  Then  Phineas  of  course  told  her 
that  such  sympathy  from  her  was  all  in  all  to 
him.  But  the  reader  must  not  on  this  account 
suppose  that  lie  was  untrue  in  his  love  to  Violet 
Effingham.  His  back  was  altogethet'  broken  by 
his  fall,  and  he  was  quite  aware  that  such  was 
the  fact.  Not  as  yet,  at  least,  had  come  to  him 
any  remotest  idea  that  a  cure  was  possible. 

Early  in  IMarcIi  he  heard  that  Lady  Laura 
was  np  in  town,  and  of  course  he  was  bound  to 
go  to  her.  The  information  was  given  to  him 
by  Mr.  Kennedy  himself,  who  told  him  that  he 
had  been  to  Scotland  to  fetch  her.  In  these  days 
there  was  an  acknowledged  friendship  between 
these  two,  but  tliere  was  no  intimacy.  Indeed, 
Mr.  Kennedy  was  a  man  who  was  hardly  intimate 
witli  any  other  man.  With  Phineas  he  now 
and  then  exchanged  a  few  words  in  tlie  lobby  of 
the  House,  and,  when  they  chanced  to  meet  each 
other,  they  met  as  friends.  Mr.  Kennedy  had 
no  strong  wish  to  see  again  in  his  house  the  man 
respecting  whom  he  had  ventured  to  caution  his 
wife,  but  he  was  thoughtful ;  and  thinking  over 
it  all,  he  found  it  bcttcM-  to  ask  him  there.  No 
one  must  know  that  iliere  was  any  reason  why 
Phineas  should  not  come  to  his  house,  especial- 
ly as  all  the  world  knew  that  Phineas  had  pro- 
tected him  from  the  garroters.  "Lady  Laura 
^s  in  town  now,"  he  said  ;  "j'on  must  go  and 
see  her  before  long."  Phineas  of  course  prom- 
ised that  he  would  go. 

In  these  days  Phineas  was  beginning  to  be 
aware  that  he  had  enemies,  though  he  could  not 
understand  why  any  body  should  be  his  enemy 
now  that  Violet  Effingham  had  decided  against 
him.     There  was  poor  dear  Lawrence  Fitzgib- 


bon,  indeed,  whom  he  had  superseded  at  the  Co- 
lonial OfRce,  but  Lawrence  Fitzgibbon,  to  give 
merit  where  merit  was  due,  felt  no  annnosity 
against  him  at  all.  "  You're  welcome,  me  boy  ; 
you're  welcome,  as  far  as  yourself  goes.  But  as 
for  the  party,  bedad,  its  rotten  to  the  core,  and 
won't  stand  another  session.  Mind,  it's  I  who 
tell  yon  so.  And  the  poor  idle  Irishman,  in  so 
speaking,  spoke  the  truth  as  well  as  he  l^new  it. 
But  the  Ratters  and  the  Bonteens  were  Finn's 
bitter  foes,  and  did  not  scruple  to  let  him  know 
that  such  was  the  case.  Barrington  Erie  had 
scruples  on  the  subject,  and  in  a  certain  mildly 
apologetic  way  still  spoke  well  of  the  young  man, 
whom  he  had  himself'first  introduced  to  political 
life  only  four  years  since ;  but  there  was  no 
earnestness  or  cordiality  in  Barrington  Erie's 
manner,  and  Phineas  knew  that  his  first  stanch 
friend  could  no  longer  be  regarded  as  a  pillar  of 
support.  But  there  was  a  set  of  men,  quite  as 
influential— so  Phineas  thought — as  the  busy 
politicians  of  the  club,  who  were  very  friendly 
to  him.  These  were  men  generally  of  high  posi- 
tion, of  steady  character,  hard  woi;kers,  who 
thought  quite  as  much  of  what  a  man  did  in  his 
office  as  of  what  he  said  in  the  House.  Lords 
Cantrip,  Thrift,  and  Fawn  were  of  this  class,  and 
they  were  all  very  courteous  to  Phineas.  En- 
vious men  began  to  say  of  him  that  he  cared  lit- 
tle now  for  any  one  of  the  party  who  had  not  a 
handle  to  his  name,  and  that  he  preferred  to  live 
with  lords  and  lordlings.  This  was  hard  npon 
him,  as  the  great  political  ambition  of  his  life 
was  to  call  Mr.  Monk  his  friend  ;  and  he  would 
sooner  have  acted  with  Mr.  IMonk  than  with  any 
other  man  in  the  Cabinet.  But,  though  Mr. 
Monk  had  not  deserted  him,  there  had  come  to 
be  little  of  late  in  common  between  the  two. 
His  life  was  becoming  that  of  a  parliamentary 
ollicial  rather  than  that  of  a  politician  ;  wliereas, 
though  Mr.  Monk  was  in  office,  his  public  life 
was  ])urely  political.  He  had  great  ideas  of  his 
own  which  he  intended  to  bold,  whether  by  hold- 
ing them  he  might  remain  in  office  or  be  forced 
out  of  office.  And  he  was  indiflPerent  as  to  the 
direction  which  things  in  this  respect  might  take 
with  him.  But  Phineas,  wdio  had  achieved  his 
declared  object  in  getting  into  place,  felt  that  he 
was  almost  constrained  to  adopt  the  views  of 
others,  let  them  be  what  they  might.  Men  spoke 
to  him  as  though  his  parliamentary  career  were 
wholly  at  the  disposal  of  the  Government — as 
though  he  were  like  a  proxy  in  Mr.  Gresham's 
pocket — with  this  difference,  that  when  directed 
to  get  up  and  speak  on  a  subject  he  was  bound 
to  do  so.  This  annoyed  him,  and  he  complain- 
ed to  Mr.  Monk  ;  but  Mr.  Monk  only  shrugged 
hi.'!  shoulders  and  told  him  that  he  must  make 
his  choice.  He  soon  discovered  Mr.  Monk's 
meaning.  "  If  you  choose  to  make  Parliament 
a  profession — as  yon  have  chosen — you  can  have 
no  right  even  to  think  of  independence.  If  the 
county  finds  yon  out  when  you  are  in  Parlia- 
ment and  then  invites  you  to  office,  of  course  the 
thing  is  different.  But  the  latter  is  a  slow  ca- 
reer, and  probably  would  not  have  suited  you." 
That  was  the  meaning  of  what  Rlr.  Monk  said 
to  him.  After  all,  these  official  and  parliament- 
ary honors  were  greater  when  seen  at  a  dis- 
tance, than  he  found  them  to  be  now  that  he 
possessed  them.  Mr.  Low  worked  ten  hours  a 
day,  and  could  rarely  call  a  day  his  own  ;  but, 
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after  all,  with  all  this  work,  Mr.  Low  was  less  of 
a  slave,  was  more  indepeadeiiTThaii  was  he,  Phin- 
eft»-Pinn.  Under-secretary  "of  State,  the  friend 
of  Cabinet  INIinisters,  and  Member  of  Parliament 
since  his  twenty-fifth  year!  He  began  to  dis- 
like the  House,  and  to  think  it  a  bore  to  sit  on 
the  Treasury  bench  ;  he  who,  a  few  years  since, 
had  regarded  Parliament  as  the  British  heaven 
on  earth,  and  who,  since  he  had  been  in  Parlia- 
ment, had  looked  at  that  bench  with  longing, 
envious  eyes.  Lawrence  Fitzgibbon,  who  seem- 
ed to  have  as  much  to  eat  and  drink  as  ever,  and 
a  bed  also  to  lie  on,  could  come  and  go  in  the 
House  as  he  pleased  since  his — resignation  ! 

And  there  was  a  new  trouble  coming.  The 
Reform  Bill  for  England  had  passed  ;  but  now 
there  was  to  be  another  Reform  Bill  for  Ireland. 
Let  them  pass  what  bill  they  might,  tliis  would 
not  render  necessary  a  new  Irish  election  till  the 
entire  House  should  be  dissolved.  But  he  fear- 
ed that  he  would  be  called  upon  to  vote  for  the 
abolition  of  his  own  borough,  and  for  other  points 
almost  equally  distasteful  to  him.  He  knew  that 
he  would  not  be  consulted,  but  would  be  called 
upon  to  vote,  and  perhaps  to  speak ;  and  was  cer- 
tain that  if  he  did  so  there  would  be  war  between 
him  and  his  constituents.  Lord  TuUa  had  al- 
ready communicated  to  him  his  ideas  that  for 
certain  excellent  reasons  Loughshaue  ought  to 
be  spared.  But  this  evil  was,  he  hoped,  a  dis- 
tant one.  It  was  generally  thought  that,  as  the 
English  Reform  Bill  had  been  passed  last  j'car, 
and  as  the  Irish  bill,  if  carried,  could  not  be  im- 
mediately operative,  the  doing  of  the  thing  might 
probably  be  postponed  to  the  next  session. 

When  he  first  saw  Lady  Lairra  he  was  struck 
by  the  great  change  in  her  look  and  manner. 
She  seemed  to  him  to  be  old  and  worn,  and  he 
judged  her  to  be  wretched — as  she  was.  She  had 
written  to  him  to  say  that  she  would  be  at  her 
father's  house  on  such  and  such  a  morning,  and 
he  had  gone  to  her  there.  "It  is  of  no  use 
your  coming  to  Grosvenor  Place,"  she  said.  "I 
see  nobody  there,  and  the  house  is  like  a  prison." 
Later  in  the  interview  she  told  him  not  to  come 
and  dine  there,  even  though  Jlr.  Kennedy  should 
ask  him. 

"And  why  not?"  he  demanded. 

"  Because  every  thing  would  be  stiff,  and  cold, 
and  uncomfortable.  I  suppose  you  do  not  wish 
to  make  your  way  into  a  lady's  house  if  slie  asks 
.  you  not."  There  was  a  sort  of  smile  on  her  face 
as  she  said  this,  but  he  could  perceive  that  it  w^as 
a  very  bitter  smile.  "You  can  easily  excuse 
yourself. " 

"Yes,  I  can  excuse  myself." 

"  Then  do  so.  If  you  are  particularly  anxious 
to  dine  with  Mr.  Kennedy,  you  can  easily  do  so 
at  your  club."  In  the  tone  of  her  voice,  and  the 
words  slie  used,  she  hardly  attempted  to  conceal 
her  dislike  of  her  husband. 

"And  now  tell  me  about  Miss  Effingham," 
he  said. 

"  There  is  nothing  for  me  to  tell." 

"Yes  there  is — much  to  tell.  You  need  not 
spare  me.  I  do  not  pretend  to  deny  to  you  that 
I  have  been  hit  hard — so  hard,  that  I  have  been 
nearly  knocked  down ;  but  it  will  not  hurt  me 
now  to  hear  of  it  all.  Did  she  always  love 
him?" 

"  I  can  not  say.  I  think  she  did  after  her  own 
fashion. " 


"I  sometimes  think  women  would  be  less 
cruel,"  he  said,  "if  they  knew  how  great  is  the 
anguish  they  can  cause." 

"  Has  she  been  cruel  to  you  ?" 
"I  have  nothing  to  complain  of.     But  if  she 
loved  Chiltern,  why  did  she  not  tell  him  so  at 
once?     And  why — " 

"This  is  complaining, Mr.  Finn." 
"  I  will  not  complain.     I  would  not  even  think 
of  it,  if  I  could  help  it.     Are  they  to  be  married 
soon  ?" 

"In  July — so  they  now  say." 
"And  where  will  they  five?" 
"Ah I  no  one  can  tell.     I  do  not  think  that 
they  agree  as  yet  as  to  that.     But  if  she  has  a 
strong  wish,  Oswald  will  yield   to  it.     He  was 
always  generous." 

"I  would  not  ever  have  had  a  wish,  except  to 
have  her  with  me." 

There  was  a  pause  for  a  moment,  and  then 
Lady  Laura  answered  him  with  a  touch  of  scorn 
in  her  voice,  and  with  some  scorn,  too,  in  her 
eye.  "  That  is  all  very  well,  Mr.  Finn,  but  the 
season  will  not  be  over  before  there  is  some  one 
else." 

"There  3-ou  wrong  me." 
"They  tell  me  that  you  are  already  at  Ma- 
dame Goesler's  feet." 
"Madame  Goesler!" 

"What  matters  who  it  is  as  long  as  she  is 
young  and  pretty,  and  has  the  interest  attached 
to  her  of  something  more  than  ordinary  position  ? 
When  men  tell  me  of  the  cnielty  of  women,  I 
think  that  no  woman  can  be  really  cruel  because 
no  man  is  capable  of  suffering.  A  woman,  if  she 
is  thrown  aside,  does  suffer." 

"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  then,  that  I  am  in- 
different to  Miss  Effingham?"  When  he  thus 
spoke,  I  wonder  whether  he  had  forgotten  that  he 
had  ever  declared  to  this  very  woman  to  whom 
he  was  speaking,  a  passion  for  herself? 
"Pshaw!" 

"It  suits  you,  Lady  Laura,  to  be  harsh  to  me, 
but  you  are  not  speaking  your  thoughts." 

Then  she  lost  all  control  of  herself,  and  pour- 
ed out  to  him  the  real  truth  that  was  in  her. 
"And  whose  thoughts  did  you  speak  when  you 
and  I  were  on  the  braes  of  Loughlinter  ?  Am  I 
wrong  in  saying  that  change  is  easy  to  you,  or 
have  I  grown  to  be  so  old  that  you  can  talk 
to  me  as  though  those  far-away  follies  ought  to 
be  forgotten  ?  Was  it  so  long  ago  ?  Talk  of 
love !  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  your  heart  is  one  in 
which  love  can  have  no  durable  hold.  Violet 
Effingham !  There  may  be  a  dozen  Violets  after 
her,  and  you  will  be  none  the  worse."  Then  she 
walked  away  from  him  to  the  window,  and  he 
stood  still,  dumb,  on  the  spot  that  he  had  occu- 
pied. "  You  had  better  go  now,"  she  said,  "and 
forget  what  has  passed  between  us.  I  know  that 
you  are  a  gentleman,  and  you  will  forget  it." 
The  strong  idea  of  his  mind  when  he  heard  all 
tliis  was  the  injustice  of  her  attack — of  the  attack 
as  coming  from  her,  who  had  all  but  openly  ac- 
knowledged that  she  had  married  a  man  whom 
she  had  not  loved  because  it  suited  her  to  escape 
from  a  man  whom  she  did  love.  She  was  re- 
proaching him  now  for  his  fickleness  in  having 
ventured  to  set  his  heart  upon  another  woman, 
when  she  herself  had  been  so  much  worse  than 
'  fickle,  so  profoundly  false !  And  yet  he  could 
I  not  defend  himself  by  accusing  her.    What  would 


174 


PHINEAS  JJ^INN,  THE  IKISU  MEMBER. 


she  have  had  of  him  ?  "^'hat  would  she  have 
proposed  to  liim  had  he  questioned  her  as  to  his 
future  when  they  were  together  on  the  braes  of 
Longhlinter.  Woukl  she  not  have  liad  him  to 
find  some  one  else  whom  he  could  love  ?  Would 
she  then  have  suggested  to  him  the  propriety  of 
nursing  his  love  for  herself — for  her  who  was 
about  to  become  another  man's  wife — for  her 
after  she  should  have  become  another  man's 
wife  ?  And  yet  because  he  had  not  done  so,  and 
because  she  had  made  herself  wretched  by  mar- 
rying a  man  whom  she  did  not  love,  she  re- 
proached him. 

He  could  not  tell  her  of  all  this,  so  he  fell  back 
for  his  defense  on  words  which  had  passed  be- 
tween tiicm  since  the  day  when  they  had  met 
on  the  braes.  "Lady  Laura,"  he  said,  "it  is 
only  a  month  or  two  since  you  spoke  to  me  as 
though  you  wished  that  Violet  Effingham  might 
be  my  wife." 

"  I  never  wished  it.  I  never  said  that  I  wish- 
ed it.  There  are  moments  in  which  we  try  to 
give  a  child  any  brick  on  the  chimney-top  for 
which  it  may  whimper."  Then  there  was  an- 
other silence  which  she  was  the  first  to  break. 
"  You  had  better  go,"  she  said.  "  I  know  that 
I  have  committed  myself,  and  of  course  I  would 
rather  be  alone." 

"  And  what  would  you  wish  that  I  should 
do?" 

"  Do  ?"  she  said.  ' '  What  you  do  can  be  noth- 
ing to  me." 

"  IMust  we  be  strangers,  you  and  I,  because 
there  was  a  time  in  which  we  were  almost  more 
than  friends  ?"' 

"I  have  spoken  nothing  about  myself,  sir,  only 
as  I  have  been  drawn  to  do  so  by  your  pretense 
of  being  love-sick.  You  can  do  nothing  for  me 
— nothing — nothing.  What  is  it  possible  that  you 
should  do  for  me  ?  You  are  not  my  father,  or 
my  brother."  It  is  not  to  be  su]iposed  that  she 
wanted  him  to  fall  at  her  feet.  It  is  to  be  sup- 
posed that  had  he  done  so  her  reproaches  would 
have  been  hot  and  heavy  on  him ;  but  yet  it  al- 
most seemed  to  him  as  though  he  had  no  other 
alternative.  No  !  He  was  not  her  father  or  her 
brother;  nor  could  he  be  her  husband.  And  at 
this  very  moment,  as  she  knew,  his  heart  was 
sore  with  love  for  another  woman.  And  vet  he 
hardly  knew  how  not  to  throw  himself  at  her 
feet,  and  swear  that  he  would  return  now  and  for- 
ever to  his  old  passion,  hopeless,  sinful,  degraded 
as  it  would  be. 

"I  wish  it  were  possible  for  me  to  do  some- 
thing," he  said,  drawing  near  to  her. 

"  There  isnothing  to  be  done, "  she  said,  clasp- 
ing her  hands  together.  "For  me  nothing.  I 
have  before  me  no  escape,  no  hope,  no  prospect 
of  relief,  no  place  of  consolation.  You  have  ev- 
ery thing  before  you.  You  complain  of  a  wound. 
You  have  at  least  shown,  that  such  wounds  with 
you  are  capable  of  cure.  You  can  not  but  feel 
that  when  I  hear  yotir  wailings,  I  must  be  im- 
patient. You  had  better  leave  me  now,  if  you 
please." 

"And  arc  we  to  be  no  longer  friends?"  he 
asked. 

"As  far  as  friendship  can  go  without  inter- 
course, I  shall  always  be  your  friend." 

Then  he  went,  and  as  he  walked  down  to  his 
office,  so  intent  was  he  on  that  which  had  just 
passed  that  he  hardly  saw  the  people  as  he  met 


them,  or  was  aware  of  the  streets  through 
which  his  way  led  him.  Tliere  had  been  some- 
thing in  the  later  words  which  Lady  Laura  had 
spoken  that  had  made  him  feel  almost  uncon- 
sciously that  the  injustice  of  her  reproaches  was 
not  so  great  as  he  had  at  first  felt  it  to  be,  and 
that  she  had  some  cause  for  her  scorn.  If  her 
case  was  such  as  she  had  so  plainly  described  it, 
what  was  his  plight  as  compared  with  hers  ?  He 
had  lost  his  Violet,  and  was  in  pain.  There 
must  be  much  of  suffering  before  him.  But 
though  Violet  were  lost,  the  world  was  not  ail 
blank  before  his  eyes.  He  had  not  told  himself, 
even  in  his  dreariest  moments,  that  there  was 
before  him  "no  escape,  no  hope,  no  prospect  of 
relief,  no  place  of  consolation."  And  then  he 
began  to  think  whether  this  must  in  truth  be  the 
case  with  Lady  Laura.  What  if  Jlr.  Kennedy 
were  to  die?  What  in  such  case  as  tliat  would 
he  do?  In  ten  or  perhaps  in  five  years'  time 
might  it  not  be  possible  for  him  to  go  through 
the  ceremony  of  falling  upon  his  knees,  with 
stiffened  joints  indeed,  but  still  with  something 
left  of  the  ardor  of  his  old  love,  of  his  oldest  love 
of  all  ? 

As  he  was  thinking  of  this,  he  was  brought 
up  short  in  his  walk  as  he  was  entering  the 
Green  Park  beneath  the  Duke's  figure  by  Law- 
rence Fitzgibbon.  "Hov/  dare  you  not  be  in 
your  office  at  such  an  hour  as  this,  Finn,  me  boy 
— or,  at  least,  not  in  the  House — or  serving  your 
masters  after  some  fashion,"  said  the  late  Under- 
secretary. 

"  So  i  am.  I've  been  on  a  message  to  Jlary- 
lehone,  to  find  what  the  people  there  think  about 
the  Canadas." 

"And  what  do  they  think  about  the  Canadas 
in  jNIarylebone  ?" 

"Not  one  man  in  a  thousand  cares  whether 
tlie  Canadians  prosjier  or  fail  to  prosper.  They 
care  that  Canada  should  not  go  to  the  States 
because,  though  they  don't  love  the  Canadians, 
they  do  hate  the  Americans.  That's  about  the 
feeling  in  ]\Iarylebone,  and  it's  astonishing  how 
like  the  Maryleboners  are  to  the  rest  of  the 
world." 

"  Dear  me,  what  a  fellow  you  are  for  an  Un- 
der-secrctai-y  !  You've  heard  the  news  about  lit- 
tle Violet." 

"What  news?" 

"She  has  quarrelled  with  Chiltern,  you 
know." 

"  Who  says  so  ?" 

"Never  mind  who  says  so,  but  they  tell  me 
it's  true.  Take  an  old  friend's  advice,  and  strike 
while  the  iron's  hot." 

Fhineas  did  not  believe  what  he  had  heard, 
but  tiiough  he  did  not  believe  it,  still  the  tidings 
set  his  heart  beating.  He  would  have  believed 
it  less  perhaps  had  he  known  that  Lawrence  had 
just  received  the  news  from  Mrs.  Bonteen. 


CHAPTER  LVII. 

THE  TOP  BRICK   OF   THE  CHIMXEY. 

JLvD.un:  ]Max  Goeslee  was  a  lady  who  knev 
that  in  fighting  the  battles  which  fell  to  her  lotJ 
in  arranging  the   social    difficulties  which    she^ 
found  in  her  way,  in  doing  the  work  of  the  world 
which  came  to  her  share,  very  much  more  car' 
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was  necessary — aud  care,  too,  about  things  ap- 
parently trifling — than  was  demanded  by  tlie  af- 
fairs of  people  in  general.  And  this  was  not 
the  case  so  much  on  account  of  any  special  dis- 
advantatre  under  which  she  labored,  as  because 
she  was  ambitious  of  doing  the  very  uttermost 
with  those  advantages  which  she  possessed.  Her 
own  birth  had  not  been  high,  and  that  of  her 
husband,  we  may  perhaps  say,  had  been  very 
low.  He  had  been  old  when  she  had  married 
him,  and  she  had  had  little  power  of  making  any 
progress  till  he  had  left  her  a  widow.  Then  she 
found  herself  possessed  of  money,  certainly  ;  of 
ivit,  as  she  believed ;  and  of  a  something  in  her 
personal  appearance  which,  as  she  ]>lainly  told 
herself,  she  might  perhaps  palm  off  upon  the 
world  as  beauty.  She  was  a  woman  who  did 
not  flatter  herself,  who  did  not  strongly  believe 
in  herself,  who  could  even  bring  herself  to  won- 
der that  men  and  women  in  high  position  should 
condescend  to  notice  such  a  one  as  her.  With  ' 
all  her  ambition,  there  was  a  something  of  gen-  ! 
uine  humility  about  her;  and  with  all  the  hard- 
ness she  had  learned  there  was  a  touch  of  wom- 
anly softness  which  would  sometimes  obtrude  it- 
self upon  her  heart.  When  she  found  a  woman 
really  kind  to  her,  she  would  be  very  kind  in  re- 
turn. And  though  she  prized  wealth,  and  knew 
that  her  money  was  her  only  rock  of  strength, 
she  could  be  lavish  with  it  as  though  it  were 
dirt. 

But  she  was  highly  ambitious,  and  she  played 
her  game  with  great  skill  and  great  caution. 
Her  doors  were  not  opened  to  all  callers ;  were 
shut  even  to  some  who  find  but  few  doors  closed 
against  them  ;  were  shut  occasionally  to  those 
whom  she  most  especially  wished  to  see  with- 
in them.  She  knew  how  to  allure  by  denying, 
and  to  make  the  gift  rich  by  delaying  it.  We 
are  told  by  the  Latin  proverb  that  he  who  gives 
quickly  gives  half  twice  ;  but  I  say  that  she  who 
gives  quickly  seldom  gives  more  than  half. 
When  in  the  early  spring  the  Duke  of  Omnium 
first  knocked  at  !^Iadame  Max  Goesler's  door,  he 
was  informed  that  she  was  not  at  home.  The 
duke  felt  very  cross  as  he  handed  his  card  out 
from  his  dark  green  brougham,  on  the  panel  of 
which  there  was  no  blazon  to  tell  of  the  owner's 
rank.  He  was  very  cross.  She  had  told  him 
that  she  was  always  at  home  between  four  and 
six  on  a  Thursday.  He  had  condescended  to 
remember  the  information,  and  had  acted  upon 
it,  and  now  she  was  not  at  home  !  She  was  not 
at  home,  though  he  had  come  on  a  Thursday  at 
the  very  hour  she  had  named  to  him.  Any 
duke  would  have  been  cross,  but  the  Duke  of 
Omnium  was  particularly  cross.  No ;  he  cer- 
tainly would  give  himself  no  further  trouble  by 
going  to  the  cottage  in  Park  Lane.  And  yet 
Madame  Max  Goesler  had  been  in  her  own 
drawing-room  while  the  duke  was  handing  out 
his  card  from  the  brougham  below. 

On  the  next  morning  there  came  to  him  a 
note  from  the  cottage — such  a  pretty  note  ! — so 
penitent,  so  full  of  remorse,  and,  which  was  bet- 
ter still,  so  laden  with  disappointment,  that  he 
forgave  her. 

"My  dear  Dcke, — I  hardly  know  how  to 
apologize  to  you,  after  having  told  you  that  I  arn 
always  at  home  on  Thursday,  and  I  \vas  at  home 
yesterday  when  you  called.     But  I  was  unwell, 


and  I  had  told  the  servant  to  deny  me,  not  think- 
ing how  much  I  might  be  losing.  Indeed,  in- 
deed, I  would  not  have  given  way  to  a  silly 
headache  had  I  thought  that  your  grace  would 
have  been  here.  I  suppose  that  now  I  must  not 
even  hope  for  the  photograph. 

"Yours  penitently,  SL\kie  M.  G." 

The  note-paper  was  very  pretty  note-paper, 
hardly  scented,  and  yet  conveying  a  sense  of 
something  sweet,  and  the  monogram  was  small 
and  new,  and  fantastic  without  being  grotesque, . 
and  the  writing  was  of  that  sort  which  the  duke, 
having  much  ex])erience,  had  learned  to  like,  and 
there  was  something  in  the  signature  which 
pleased  him.     So  he  wrote  a  reply. 

"  Dear  Madame  Max  Goesler, — I  will  call 
again  next  Thursday,  or,  if  prevented,  will  let 
you  know. 

"Yours  faithfully,  0." 

When  the  green  brougham  drew  up  at  the 
door  of  the  cottage  on  the  next  Thursday  Madame 
Goesler  was  at  home,  and  had  no  hcadaclie. 

She  was  not  at  all  penitent  now.  She  had 
probably  studied  the  subject,  and  had  resolved 
that  penitence  was  more  alluring  in  a  letter  than 
when  acted  in  person.  She  received  her  guest 
with  perfect  ease,  and  apologized  for  the  injury 
done  to  him  in  the  preceding  week  with  much 
self-complacency.  "  I  was  so  sorry  when  I  got 
yoiu-  card,"  she  said;  "and  yet  I  am  so  glad 
now  that  you  were  refused." 

"  If  you  were  ill,"  said  the  duke,  "it  was  bet- 
ter." 

"I  was  horribly  ill,  to  tell  the  truth,  as  pale 
as  a  death's  head,  and  Avithout  a  word  to  say  for 
myself.     I  was  fit  to  see  no  one." 

"Then  of  course  you  were  right." 

"But  it  flashed  upon  me  immediately  that  I 
had  named  a  day,  and  that  you  had  been  kind 
enough  to  remember  it.  But  I  did  not  think 
you  came  to  London  till  the  ]\Iarch  winds  were 
over. " 

I  "The  ^larch  winds  blow  everywhere  in  this 
wretched  island,  Madame  Goesler,  and  there  is 
no  escaping  them.  Youth  may  prevail  against 
them  ;  but  On  me  they  are  so  potent  that  I  think 
they  will  succeed  in  driving  me  out  of  my  coun- 
try. I  doubt  whether  an  old  man  should  ever 
live  in  England  if  he  can  help  it." 

The  duke  certainly  was  an  old  man,  if  a  man 
turned  of  seventy  be  old ;  and  he  was  a  man  too 
who  did  not  bear  his  years  with  hearty  strength. 
He  moved  slowly,  and  turned  his  limbs,  when 
he  did  turn  them,  as  though  the  joints  were  stiff 
in  their  sockets.  But  there  was  nevertheless 
about  him  a  dignity  of  demeanor,  a  majesty  of 
person,  and  an  upright  carriage  which  did  not 
leave  an  idea  of  old  age  as  the  first  impress  on 
the  minds  of  those  who  encountered  the  Duke 
of  Omnium.  He  was  tall,  and  moved  without 
a  stoop  ;  and  though  he  moved  slowly,  he  had 
learned  to  seem  so  to  do  because  it  was  the  proper 
kind  of  movement  for  one  so  high  up  in  the 
world  as  himself.  And  perhaps  his  tailor  did 
something  for  him.  He  had  not  been  long  under 
;  ^Madame  ^lax  Goesler's  eyes  before  she  perceived 
that  his  tailor  had  done  a  good  deal  for  him. 
When  he  alluded  to  his  own  age  and  to  her 
youth,  she  said  some  pleasant  little  word  as  to 
the  difference  between  oak-trees  and  currant- 


176 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  lEISH  MEMBER. 


bushes ;  and  by  that  time  she  was  seated  com- 
fortably on  her  sofa,  and  the  duke  was  on  a  chair 
before  her — ^just  as  might  have  been  any  man 
who  was  not  a  duke. 

After  a  little  time  the  photograph  was  brought 
forth  from  his  grace's  pocket.  Tliat  bringing 
out  and  giving  of  photographs,  with  the  demand 
for  counter-pliotogj'aphs,  is  the  most  absurd 
l)ractice  of  the  day.  "I  don't  think  I  look  very 
nice,  do  I?"  "Oh  yes,  very  nice;  but  a  little 
too  old;  and  certainly  you  haven't  got  those 
spots  all  over  your  forehead."  These  are  the 
remarks  which  on  such  occasions  are  the  most 
common.  It  may  be  said  that  to  give  a  photo- 
graph or  to  take  a  photograph  without  tlie  ut- 
terance of  some  words  which  would  be  felt  by  a 
by-stander  to  be  absurd  is  almost  an  impossi- 
bility. At  this  moment  there  was  no  by-stander, 
and"  therefore  the  duke  and  the  lady  had  no 
need  for  caution.  Words  were  spoken  that  were 
verv  absurd.  Madame  Goesler  protested  that 
theduke's  photograph  was  more  to  her  than  the 
photographs  of  all  the  world  beside,  and  the 
duke  declared  that  he  would  carry  the  lady's 
picture  next  to  his  heart — I  am  afraid  he  said 
forever  and  ever.  Then  he  took  her  hand  and 
pressed  it,  and  was  conscious  that  for  a  man  over 
seventy  years  of  age  he  did  that  kind  of  thing 
very  well. 

"You  will  come  and  dine  with  me,  duke?" 
she  said,  when  he  began  to  talk  of  going. 

"I  never  dine  out." 

"That  is  just  the  reason  you  should  dine  with 
me.  You  shall  meet  nobody  you  do  not  wish 
to  meet." 

"  I  would  so  much  rather  see  you  in  this  way 
— I  would  indeed.  I  do  dine  out  occasionally, 
but  it  is  at  big  formal  parties,  which  I  can  not 
escape  Mithout  giving  offense." 

"And  you  can  not  escape  my  little  not  formal 
party  —  without  giving  offense."  She  looked 
into  his  face  as  she  spoke,  and  he  knew  that  she 
meant  it.  And  he  looked  into  hers  and  thought 
that  her  eyes  were  brighter  than  any  he  was  in 
the  habit  of  seeing  in  these  latter  days.  "Name 
your  own  day,  duke.     Will  a  Sunday  suit  you  ?" 

"  If  I  must  come — " 

"Y'ou  must  come."  As  she  spoke  her  eyes 
sparkled  more  and  more,  and  her  color  went  and 
came,  and  she  shook  her  curls  till  they  emitted 
through  the  air  the  same  soft  feeling  of  a  per- 
fume that  her  note  had  produced.  Then  her 
foot  peeped  out  from  beneath  the  black  and  yel- 
low drapery  of  her  dress,  and  tlie  duke  saw  that 
it  was  perfect.  And  she  put  out  her  finger  and 
touched  his  arm  as  she  spoke.  Her  hand  was 
very  fair,  and  her  fingers  were  bright  with  rich 
gems.  To  men  such  as  the  duke,  a  hand,  to  be 
quite  fair,  should  be  bright  with  rich  gems. 
"  You  must  come."  she  said — not  imploring  him 
now,  but  commanding  him. 

"Then  I  will  come,"  he  answered,  and  a  cer- 
tain Sunday  was  fixed. 

The  arranging  of  the  guests  was  a  little  diffi- 
culty, till  Madame  Goesler  begged  the  duke  to 
bring  with  him  Lady  Glencora  Palliser,.his  neph- 
ew'swife.  This  at  last  he  agreed  to  do.  As 
"tTie  wlTe  of  his  nepliew  and  heir.  Lady  Glencora 
was  to  the  duke  all  that  a  woman  could  he.  She 
was  every  thing  that  was  proper  as  to  her  own 
conduct,  and  not  conscious  as  to  his.  She  did 
not  bore  him,  and  yet  she  was  attentive.     Al- 


though in  her  husband's  honse  she  was  a  fierce 
politician,  in  his  house  she  was  simply  an  at- 
tractive woman.  "  Ah  !  she  is  very  clever,"  the 
duke  once  said,  "she  adapts  herself.  If  she 
were  to  go  from  one  place  to  the  other,  she  would 
be  at  home  in  both."  And  the  movement  of  his 
grace's  hand  as  he  spoke  seemed  to  indicate  the 
widest  possible  sphere  for  traveling  and  the  widest 
possible  scope  for  adaptation.  The  dinner  was 
arranged,  and  went  oft'  very  pleasantly.  Ma- 
dame Goesler's  eyes  were  not  quite  so  bright  as 
they  were  during  that  morning  visit,  nor  did 
she  touch  her  guest's  arm  in  a  manner  so  allur- 
ing. She  was  very  quiet,  allowing  her  guests  to 
do  most  of  the  talking.  But  the  dinner  and  the 
flowers  and  the  wine  were  excellent,  and  the 
whole  thing  was  so  quiet  that  the  duke  liked  it. 
"And  now  you  must  come  and  dine  with  me," 
the  duke  said  as  he  took  his  leave.  "  A  com- 
mand to  that  effect  will  be  one  which  I  certainly 
shall  not  disobey,"  whispered  Madame  Goesler. 

"I  am  afraid  he  is  going  to  get  fond  of  that 
woman."  These  words  were  spoken  early  on 
tlie  following  morning  by  Lady  Glencora  to  her 
husband,  Mr.  Palliser. 

"  He  is  always  getting  fond  of  some  woman, 
and  he  will  to  the  end,"  said  I\Ir.  Palliser. 

"But  this  Jladame  j\Iax  Goesler  is  very 
clever." 

"So  they  tell  me.  I  have  generally  thought 
that  my  uncle  likes  talking  to  a  fool  the  best." 

"Every  man  likes  a  clever  woman  the  best," 
said  Lady  Glencora,  "if  the  clever  woman  only 
knows  how  to  use  her  cleverness." 

"  I'm  sure  I  hope  he'll  be  amused,"  said  ^Ir. 
Palliser,  innocently.  "A  little  amusement  is 
all  that  he  cares  for  now." 

"Suppose  you  were  told  some  day  that  he  was 
going — to  be  married  ?"  said  Lady  Glencora. 

"  ]My  uncle  married  !" 

"  Why  not  he  as  well  as  another?" 

"And"  to  Madame  Goesler?" 

"  If  he  be  ever  married,  it  will  be  to  some  such 
woman."  ' 

"  There  is  not  a  man  in  all  England  who  thinks 
more  of  his  own  position  than  my  uncle,"  said 
Mr.  Palliser  somewhat  proudly,  almost  with  a 
touch  of  anger. 

"  That  is  all  very  well,  Plantagenet,  and  true 
enough  in  a  kind  of  way.  But  a  child  will  sac- 
rifice all  that  it  has  for  the  top  brick  of  the  chim- 
ney, and  old  men  sometimes  become  children. 
Y'ou  would  not  like  to  be  told  some  morning  that 
there  was  a  little  Lord  Silverbridge  in  the  world." 
Now  the  eldest  son  of  the  Dnke  of  Omnium, 
when  the  Duke  of  Omnium  had  a  son,  was  call- 
ed the  Earl  of  Silverbridge ;  and  ]Mr.  Palliser, 
when  this  question  was  asked  him,  became  very 
pale.  jlr.  Palliser  knew  well  how  thoroughly 
the  cunning  of  the  serpent  was  joined  to  the  puri- 
ty of  the  dove  in  the  person  of  his  wife,  and  he 
was  sure  that  there  was  cause  for  fear  when  she 
hinted  at  danger. 

' '  Perhaps  you  had  better  keep  your  eye  upon 
him,"  he  said  to  his  wife. 

"And  upon  her,"  said  Lady  Glencora. 

Wlien  INIadame  Goesler  dined  at  the  duke's 
house  in  St.  James's  Square  there  was  a  large 
party,  and  Lady  Glencora  knew  that  there  was 
no  need  for  apprehension  then.  Indeed  IMadame 
Goesler  was  no  more  than  any  other  guest,  and 
the  duke  hardly  spoke  to  her.     There  was  a 
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duchess  there,  the  Duchess  of  St.  Bur^ay,  and  I 
old  Lady  Hartletop,  who  was  a  dowager  mar- 
chioness, an  old  lady  who  pestered  the  duke  very 
sorelv,  and  Madame  IMax  Goesler  received  her  j 
reward,  and  knew  that  she  was  receiving  it,  in 
being  asked  to  meet  these  people.  Would  not  I 
all  these  names,  including  her  own,  be  blazoned 
to  the  world  in  the  columns  of  the  next  day's 
'■'■Morning  Post?"  There  was  no  absolute  dan- 
ger here,  as  Lady  Glencora  knew,  and  Lady 
Glencora,  who  was  tolerant  and  begrudged  noth- 
ing to  Madame  Max  except  the  one  thing,  was 
quite  willing  to  meet  the  lady  at  such  a  grand 
affixir  as  this.  But  the  duke,  even  should  he  be- 
come ever  so  childish  a  child  in  his  old  age,  still 
would  have  that  plain  green  bougham  at  his 
command,  and  could  go  anywhere  in  that  at  any 
hour  in  the  day.  And  then  Madame  Goesler 
was  so  manifestly  a  clever  woman.  A  Duchess 
of  Omnium  might  be  said  to  fill — in  the  estima- 
tion, at  any  rate,  of  English  people — the  highest 
position  in  the  world  short  of  royalty.  And  the 
reader  will  remembar  that  Lady  Glencora  in- 
tended to  be  a  Duchess  of  Omnium  herself — un- 
less some  very  unexpected  event  should  intrude 
itself.  She  intended  also  that  her  little  boy, 
her  fair-haired,  curly-pated,  bold-faced  little  boy, 
should  be  Earl  of  Silverbridge  when  the  sand  of 
the  old  man  should  have  run  itself  out.  Heavens, 
what  a  blow,  should  some  little  wizen-cheeked 
half-monkey  baby,  with  black,  brown,  and  yel- 
low skin  be  brouglit  forward  and  shown  to  her 
some  day  as  the  heir  I  What  a  blow  to  herself ; 
and  what  a  blow  to  all  England  !     "  We  can't 

Erevent  it  if  he  chooses  to  do  it,"  said  her  hus- 
and,  who  had  his  budget  to  bring  forward  that 
very  night,  and  who  in  truth  cared  more  for  his 
budget  than  he  did  for  his  heirship  at  that  mo- 
ment. "But  we  must  prevent  it,"  said  Lady 
Glencora.  "If  I  stick  to  him  by  the  tail  of  his 
coat,  I'll  prevent  it."  At  the  time  when  she 
thus  spoke,  the  dark  green  brougham  had  been 
twice  again  brought  up  at  the  door  in  Park 
Lane." 

And  the  brougham  was  standing  there  a  third 
time.  It  was  May  now,  the  latter  end  of  May, 
and  the  park  opposite  was  beautiful  with  green 
things,  and  the  air  was  soft  and  balmy,  as  it  will 
be  sometimes  even  in  May,  and  the  flowers  in 
the  balcony  were  full  of  perfume,  and  the  charm 
of  London — what  London  can  be  to  the  rich — 
was  at  its  height.  The  duke  was  sitting  in  Ma- 
dame Goesler's  drawing-room,  at  some  distance 
from  her,  for  she  had  retreated.  The  duke  had 
a  habit  of  taking  her  hand,  which  she  never 
would  permit  for  above  a  few  seconds.  At  such 
times  she  would  show  no  anger,  but  would  re- 
treat. 

"  Marie,"  said  the  duke,  "you  will  go  abroad 
when  the  summer  is  over."  As  an  old  man  he 
had  taken  the  privilege  of  calling  her  Marie,  and 
she  had  not  forbidden  it. 

"  Yes,  probably — to  Vienna.  I  have  property 
in  Vienna,  you  know,  which  must  be  looked  aft- 
er." 

"Do  not  mind  Vienna  this  year?  Come  to 
Italy." 

"What ;  in  summer,  duke?" 

"  The  lakes  are  charming  in  August.     I  have 

a  villa  on  Como  which  is  empty  now,  and  I  think 

I  shall'  go  there.     If  you  do  not  know  the  Italian 

lakes,  I  shall  be  so  happv  to  show  them  to  you." 

M 


"I  know  them  well,  my  lord.  When  I  was 
young  I  was  on  the  Maggiore  almost  alone. 
Some  day  I  will  tell  you  a  history  of  what  I  was 
in  those  days." 

"  You  shall  tell  it  me  there." 

"No,  my  lord,  I  fear  not.  I  have  no  villa 
there." 

"  Will  you  not  accept  the  loan  of  mine  ?  It 
shall  be  all  your  own  while  you  use  it." 

"  My  own — to  deny  the  right  of  entrance  to 
its  owner?" 

"If  it  so  pleases  you." 

"It  would  not  please  me.  It  would  so  far 
from  please  me  that  I  will  never  put  myself  in  a 
position  that  might  make  it  possible  for  me  to 
requil-e  to  do  so.  No,  duke  ;  it  behooves  me  to 
live  in  houses  of  my  own.  Women  of  whom 
more  is  known  can  afford  to  be  your  guests." 

"  Marie,  I  would  have  no  other  guest  than 
you." 

"  It  can  not  be  so,  duke." 

"  And  why  not?" 

"  Why  not  ?  Am  I  to  be  put  to  the  blush  by 
being  made  to  answer  such  a  question  as  that? 
Because  the  world  would  say  that  the  Duke  of 
Omnium  had  a  new  mistress,  and  that  Madame 
Goesler  was  the  woman.  Do  you  think  that  I 
would  be  any  man's  mistress — even  yours?  Or 
do  you  believe  that  for  the  sake  of  the  softness 
of  a  summer  evening  on  an  Italian  lake,  I  would 
give  cause  to  the  tongues  of  the  women  here  to 
say  that  I  was  such  a  thing  ?  You  would  have 
me  lose  all  that  I  have  gained  by  steady  years 
of  sober  work  for  the  sake  of  a  week  or  two  of 
dalliance  such  as  that  I  No,  duke ;  not  for  your 
dukedom !" 

How  his  grace  might  have  got  through  his 
difficulty  had  they  been  left  alone,  can  not  be 
told.  For  at  this  moment  the  door  was  opened, 
and  Ladv  Glencora  Palliser  was  announced. 


CHAPTER  LVIII. 

KARA    AVIS    IN    TERRIS. 

"  Come  and  see  the  country  and  judge  for 
yourself,"  said  Pliineas. 

"I  should  like  nothing  better,"  said  Mr. 
Monk. 

"It  has  often  seemed  to  me  that  men  in  Par- 
liament know  less  about  Ireland  than  they  do 
of  the  interior  of  Africa,"  said  Phineas. 

"It  is  seldom  that  we  know  any  thing  accu- 
rately on  any  subject  that  we  have  not  made 
matter  of  careful  study,"  said  Mr.  Monk,  "and 
very  often  do  not  do  so  even  then.  We  are  very 
apt  to  think  that  we  men  and  women  understand 
one  another  ;  but  most  probably  you  know  noth- 
ing even  of  the  modes  of  thought  of  the  man 
who  lives  next  door  to  you." 

"I  suppose  not." 

' '  There  are  general  laws  current  in  the  world 
as  to  morality.  '  Thou  shalt  not  steal,'  for  in- 
stance. That  has  necessarily  been  cuiTcnt  as  a 
law  through  all  nations.  But  the  first  man  you 
meet  in  the  street  will  have  ideas  about  theft  so 
different  from  yours,  that,  if  you  knew  them  as 
you  know  your  own,  you  would  say  that  his  law 
and  yours  were  not  even  founded  on  the  same 
principle.  It  is  compatible  with  this  man's 
honesty  to  cheat  you  in  a  matter  of  horseflesh, 
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with  that  man's  in  a  traffic  of  railway  shares, 
with  that  other  man's  as  to  a  woman's  fortune, 
with  a  fourth's  any  thing  may  be  done  for  a  seat 
in  Parliament,  while  the  fifth  man,  who  stands 
high  among  tis,  and  who  implores  his  God  every 
Sunday  to  write  that  law  on  his  heart,  spends 
every  hour  of  his  daily  toil  in  a  system  of  fraud, 
and  is  regarded  as  a  pattern  of  the  national 
commerce!" 

Mr.  Monk  and  Phineas  were  dining  together 
at  Mr.  Monk's  house,  and  the  elder  politician  of 
the  two  in  this  little  speech  he  had  made,  had 
recuiTed  to  certain  matters  which  had  already 
been  discussed  between  them.  ^Ir.  Monk  was 
becoming  somewhat  sick  of  his  seat  in  the  Cab- 
inet, though  he  had  not  as  yet  whispered  a  word 
of  his  sickness  to  any  living  ears;  and  he  had 
begun  to  pine  for  the  lost  freedom  of  a  seat  be- 
low the  gangway.  He  had  been  discussing 
political  honesty  with  Phineas,  and  hence  had 
come  the  sermon  of  which  I  have  ventured  to 
reproduce  the  concluding  denunciations. 

Phineas  was  fond  of  such  discussions,  and 
fond  of  holding  them  with  Mr.  Monk — in  this 
matter  fluttering  like  a  moth  round  a  candle. 
He  would  n_ot4jerceive'that  as  he  had  made  up 

tTT<  Tr|iiTTf7r>  hp    g    giM-vftw^^TrrFftm^^ipHiilif-   in   Vnr- 

liament,  he  must  abandon  all  idea  of  independ- 
ent action^  that  unless~He~(iid  so  hc~could  be 
neither  successful  as  regarded  himself,  or  use- 
ful to  the  public  whom  he  served.  Could  a 
!  man  be  honest  in  Parliament,  and  yet  abandon 
I  all  idea  of  independence?  When  he  put  such 
r\  questions  to  Mr.  Monk  he  did  not  get  a  direct 
\  answer.  And  indeed  the  question  was  never 
put  directlj'.  But  the  teaching  which  he  re- 
ceived was  ever  of  a  nature  to  make  him  un- 
easy. It  was  always  to  this  eftect :  "Yon  have 
taken  up  the  trade  now,  and  seem  to  be  fit  for 
success  in  it.  You  had  better  give  up  thinking 
about  its  special  honesty."  And  yet  Mr.  Monk 
would  on  an  occasion  preach  to  him  such  a  ser- 
mon as  that  which  he  had  just  uttered! 

"But  putting  aside  the  fourth  commandment 
and  all  the  theories,  you  will  come  to  Ireland  ?" 
said  Phineas. 

"  I  shall  be  delighted." 

"  I  don't  live  in  a  castle,  you  know." 

"I  thought  every  body  did  live  in  a  castle  in 
Ireland,"  said  Mr.  Monk.  "They  seemed  to 
do  when  I  was  there  twenty  years  ago.  But 
for  myself,  I  prefer  a  cottage." 

This  trip  to  Ireland  had  been  proposed  in 
consequence  of  certain  ideas  respecting  tenant- 
right  which  Mr.  Monk  was  beginning  to  adopt, 
and  as  to  which  the  minds  of  politicians  were 
becoming  moved.  It  had  been  all  very  well  to 
put  down  Fenianism,  and  Ribandmen,  and  Re- 
peal— and  every  thing  that  had  been  put  down  in 
.Ireland  in  the  way  of  rebellion  for  the  last  seven- 
ty-five years.  England  and  Ireland  had  been 
apparently  joined  together  by  laws  of  nature  so 
fixed,  that  even  politicians  liberal  as  was  Mr. 
Monk — liberal  as  was  Mr.  Turnbull — could  not 
trust  themselves  to  think  that  disunion  could  be 
for  the  good  of  the  Irish.  They  had  taught 
themselves  that  it  certainly  could  not  be  good 
for  the  English.  But  if  it  was  incumbent  on 
/  England  to  force  upon  Ireland  the  maintenance 
"V'  of  the  Union  for  her  own  sake,  and  for  En- 
gland's sake — because  England  could  not  aftbrd 
independence  established  so  close  against  her 


own  ribs — it  was  at  any  rate  necessary  to  En- 
gland's character  that  the  bride  thus  bound  in  a 
compulsory  wedlock  should  be  endowed  with  all 
tl^  best  privileges  that  a  wife  can  enjoy.  Let 
her  at  least  not  be  a  kept  mistress.  Let  it  be 
bone  of  my  bone  and  flesh  of  my  flesh,  if  we 
are  to  live  togetlicr  in  tlie  married  state.  Be- 
tween husband  and  wife  a  warm  word  now  and 
then  matters  but  little,  if  there  be  a  thoroughly 
good  understanding  at  bottom.  But  let  there 
be  that  good  understanding  at  bottom.  "What 
about  this  Protestant  Church  ;  and  what  about 
this  tenant-right?  Jlr.  Monk  had  been  ask- 
ing himself  these  questions  for  some  time  past. 
In  regard  to  the  Church,  he  had  long  made  up 
his  mind  that  the  Establishment  in  Ireland  was 
a  crying  sin.  A  man  had  married  a  woman 
whom  he  knew  to  be  of  a  religion  diff'erent  from 
his  own,  and  then  insisted  that  his  wife  should 
say  that  she  believed  those  things  which  he 
knew  very  well  that  she  did  not  believe.  But, 
as  Mr.  Monk  well  knew,  the  subject  of  the  Prot- 
estant Endowments  in  Iroland  was  so  difficult 
that  it  would  require  almost  more  than  human 
wisdom  to  adjust  it.  It  was  one  of  those  mat- 
ters which  almost  seemed  to  require  the  inter- 
position of  some  higher  power — the  coming  of 
some  apparently  chance  event — to  clear  away 
the  evil ;  as  a  fire  comes,  and  pestilential  alleys 
are  removed ;  as  a  famine  comes,  and  men  are 
driven  from  want  and  ignorance  and  dirt  to  seek 
new  homes  and  new  thoughts  across  the  broad 
waters ;  as  a  war  comes,  and  slavery  is  banish- 
ed from  the  face  of  the  earth.  But  in  regard 
to  t.enant-righjt,tosomearrangcment  bj  which 
a  tenant  inJf^kJSj^gl^t^^  at  lejistericouraged 
f^-Jayout  what  little  capital  he  migiit  have  in 
laSw-SHrSoS^-^^wtJiout  being  at  once-  called 


upaijto  pay  rent  for  tlra:t"OTTrayjwmch  was  his 
9wij/as~\rell  as  foKthe  land  which  waFliot"-his 
own — Jlr.  Monk  thought  that  it  was  possible 
that  if  a  man  would  look  hard  enough  he  might 
perhaps  be  able  to  see  his  way  as  to  that.  He 
had  spoken  to  two  of  his  colleagues  on  the  sub- 
ject, the  two  men  in  the  Cabinet  whom  he  be- 
lieved to  be  the  most  thoroughly  honest  in  their 
ideas  as  public  servants,  the  duke  and  Mr. 
Gresham.  There  was  so  much  to  be  done  ;  and 
then  so  little  was  known  upon  the  subject.  "  I 
will  endeavor  to  study  it,"  said  Mr.  INIonk.  "If 
you  can  see  your  way,  do;"  said  Mr.  Gresham 
—  "but  of  course  we  can  not  bind  ourselves." 
"  I  should  be  glad  to  see  it  named  in  the  queen's 
speech  at  the  beginning  of  the  next  session," 
said  Mr.  Monk.  "That  is  a  long  way  oflP  as 
yet,"  said  Mr.  Gresham,  laughing.  "Who  will 
be  in  then,  and  who  will  be  out  ?"  So  the  mat- 
ter was  disposed  of  at  the  time,  but  IMr.  JNIonk 
did  not  abandon  his  idea.  He  rather  felt  him- 
self the  more  bound  to  cling  to  it  because  he  re- 
ceived so  little  encouragement.  What  was  a 
seat  in  the  Cabinet  to  him  that  he  should  on 
that  account  omit  a  duty  ?  He  had  not  taken 
up  politics  as  a  trade.  He  had  sat  far  behind 
the  Treasury  bench  or  below  the  gangway  for 
many  a  year,  without  owing  any  man  a  shilling 
— and  could  affiird  to  do  so  again. 

But  it  was  different  with  Phineas  Finn,  as 
Mr.  Monk  himself  understood  ;  and,  under- 
standing this,  he  felt  himself  bound  to  caution 
his  young  friend.  But  it  may  be  a  question 
whether  liis  cautions  did  not  do  more  harm  ttian 
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good.  "  I  shall  be  delighted,"  he  said,  "  to  go 
over  with  you  in  August,  but  I  do  not  think 
that  if  I  were  you,  I  would  take  up  this  mat- 
ter. " 

"And  why  not?  You  don't  w'ant  to  fight 
the  battle  single-handed  ?" 

"  No  ;  I  desire  no  such  glory,  and  would  wish 
to  have  no  better  lieutenant  tlian  you.  But  you 
have  a  subject  of  which  you  are  really  fond, 
which  you  are  beginning  to  understand,  and  in 
regard  to  which  you  can  make  vourself  use- 
ful." 

"You  mean  this  Canada  business?" 

"Yes;  and  that  will  grow  to  other  matters 
as  regards  the  colonies.  There  is  nothing  so 
important  to  a  public  man  as  that  he  should 
have  his  own  subject ;  the  thing  which  he  un- 
derstands, and  in  respect  of  which  he  can  make 
himself  really  useful." 

"  Then  there  comes  a  change." 

"Yes;  and  the  man  who  has  half  learned 
how  to  have  a  ship  built  without  waste  is  sent 
into  opposition,  and  is  then  brought  back  to 
look  after  regiments,  or  perhaps  has  to  take  up 
that  beautiful  subject,  a  studj'  of  the  career  of 
India.  But,  nevertheless,  if  you  have  a  subject, 
stick  to  it  at  any  rate  as  long  as  it  will  stick  to 
you." 

"  But,"  said  Phineas,  "if  a  man  takes  up  his 
own  subject,  independent  of  the  government,  no 
man  can  drive  him  from  it." 

"And  how  often  does  he  do  any  thing? 
Look  at  the  annual  motions  which  come  forward 
in  the  hands  of  private  men — JIaynooth  and 
the  ballot,  for  instance.  It  is  becoming  more 
and  more  apparent  every  day  that  all  legislation 
must  be  carried  by  the  Government,  and  must 
be  carried  in  oj^edience  to  the  expressed  wish 
of  the  people.  -The  truest  democracy  that  ever 
had  a  chance  of  living  is  that  which  we  are  now 
establishing  in  Great  Britain.T 

"  Then  leave  tenant-righf^o  the  people  and 
the  Cabinet.     Why  should  you  take  it  up?" 

Mr.  Slonk  paused  a  moment  or  two  before  he 
replied.  "  If  I  choose  to  run  a-muck,  there  is 
no  reason  why  you  should  follow  me.  I  am  old 
and  you  are  young.  I  want  nothing  from  poli- 
tics as  a  profession,  and  you  do.  ^Moreover,  you 
have  a  congenial  subject  where  you  are,  and 
need  not  disturb  yourself.  For  myself,  I  tell 
you  in  confidence,  that  I  can  not  speak  so  com- 
fortably of  my  own  position." 

"We  will  go  and  see,  at  any  rate,"  said 
Phineas. 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Monk,  "we  will  go  and  see." 
And  thus,  in  the  month  of  May,  it  was  settled 
between  them  that,  as  soon  as  the  session  should 
be  over,  and  the  incidental  work  of  his  office 
should  allow  Phineas  to  pack  up  and  be  off, 
they  two  should  start  together  for  Ireland.  Phin- 
eas felt  rather  proud  as  he  wrote  to  his  father 
and  asked  permission  to  bring  home  with  him 
a  Cabinet  Minister  as  a  visitor.  At  this  time 
the  reputation  of  Phineas  at  Killaloe,  as  well  in 
the  hands  of  the  Killaloeians  generally  as  in 
those  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  paternal  house, 
stood  very  high  indeed.  How  could  a  father 
think  that  a  son  had  done  badly  when  before  he 
was  thii-ty  years  of  age  he  was  earning  £2000  a 
year  ?  And  how  could  a  father  not  think  well 
of  a  son  who  had  absolutely  paid  back  certain 
moneys  into  the  paternal  cofi"ers  ?     The  moneys 


so  repaid  had  not  been  much ;  but  the  repay- 
ment of  any  such  money  at  Killaloe  had  been 
regarded  as  little  short  of  uiuaculous.  Tiio 
news  of  Mr.  Monk's  coming  flew  about  the  town, 
about  the  county,  about  the  diocese,  and  all 
people  began  to  say  all  good  things  about  the 
old  doctor's  only  son.  Mrs.  Finn  had  long 
since  been  quite  sure  that  a  real  black  swan  had 
been  sent  forth  out  of  her  nest.  And  the  sis- 
ters Finn,  for  some  time  past,  had  felt  that  in 
all  social  gatherings  they  stood  quite  on  a  differ- 
ent footing  than  formerly  because  of  their  broth- 
er. They  were  asked  about  iu  the  county,  and 
two  of  them  had  been  staying  only  last  Easter 
with  the  JMoronys — the  real  Moronys  of  Pol- 
doodie!  How  should  a  father  and  a  mother 
and  sisters  not  to  be  grateful  to  such  a  son,  to 
such  a  brother,  to  such  a  veritable  black  swan 
out  of  the  nest !  And  as  for  dear  little  Mary 
Flood  Jones,  her  eyes  became  suff"used  with 
tears  as  in  her  solitude  she  thought  how  much 
out  of  her  reach  this  swan  was  flying.  And  yet 
she  took  joy  in  his  swanhood,  and  swore  that 
she  would  love  him  still ;  that  she  would  love 
him  always.  Might  he  bring  home  with  him  to 
Killaloe,  Mr.  Monk,  the  Cabinet  Minister!  Of 
course  he  might.  When  Mrs.  Finn  first  heard 
of  this  august  arrival,  she  felt  as  though  she 
would  like  to  expend  herself  in  entertaining, 
though  but  for  an  hour,  the  whole  Cabinet. 

Phineas,  during  the  spring,  had,  of  course, 
met  Mr.  Kennedy  frequently  in  and  about  the 
House,  and  had  become  aware  that  Lady  Laura's 
husband,  from  time  to  time,  made  little  over- 
tures of  civility  to  him  —  taking  him  now  and 
again  by  the  button-hole,  walking  home  with  him 
as  far  as  their  joint  paths  allowed,  and  asking 
him  once  or  twice  to  come  and  dine  in  Grosve- 
nor  Place.  These  little  advances  toward  a  rep- 
etition of  the  old  friendship  Phineas  would  have 
avoided  altogether,  had  it  been  possible.  The 
invitation  to  Mr.  Kennedy's  house  he  did  refuse, 
feeling  himself  positively  bound  to  do  so  by  Lady 
Laura's  command,  let  the  consequences  be  what 
they  might.  When  he  did  refuse,  Mr.  Kennedy 
would  assume  a  look  of  displeasure  and  leave 
him,  and  Phineas  would  hope  that  the  work  was 
done.  Then  there  would  come  another  encoun- 
ter, and  the  invitation  would  be  repeated.  At 
last,  about  the  middle  of  May,  there  came  anoth- 
er note.  "  Dear  Finn,  will  you  dine  with  us  on 
Wednesday  the  28th  ?  I  give  you  a  long  notice, 
because  you  seem  to  have  so  many  appointments. 
Yours  always,  Robert  Kennedy."  He  had  no  al- 
ternative. He  must  refuse,  even  though  double 
the  notice  had  been  given.  He  (fould  only  think 
that  Mr.  Kennedy  was  a  very  obtuse  man,  and  that 
he  would  not  take  a  hint,  and  hope  that  he  might 
succeed  at  last.  So  he  wrote  an  answer,  not  in- 
tended to  be  conciliatory.  "  My  dear  Kennedj-^ 
I  am  sorry  to  sa}-  that  I  am  engaged  on  the  28th. 
Yours  always,  Phineas  Finn."  At  this  period 
he  did  his  best  to  keep  out  of  Mr.  Kennedy's  way, 
and  would  be  very  cunning  in  his  manoeuvres 
that  they  should  not  be  alone  together.  It  was 
difficult,  as  they  sat  on  the  same  bench  in  the 
House,  and  consequently  saw  each  other  almost 
every  day  of  their  lives.  Nevertheless,  he  thought 
that  with  a  little  cunning  he  might  pi-evail,  es- 
pecially as  he  was  not  unwilling  to  give  so  much 
of  offense  as  might  assist  his  own  object.  But 
when  Mr.  Kennedy  called  upon  him  at  his  ofiice 
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the  day  after  he  had  written  the  above  note,  he 
had  no  means  of  escape. 

"  I  am  sorry  you  can  not  come  to  us  on  the 
2Sth,"  Mr.  Kennedy  said,  as  soon  as  he  was 
seated. 

Phineas  was  taken  so  much  by  surprise  that 
all  his  cunning  failed  him.  "  Well,  yes,"  said 
he  ;   "I  was  very  sony — very  sorry  indeed." 

"  It  seems  to  me,  Finn,  that  you  have  had 
some  reason  for  avoiding  me  of  late.  I  do  not 
know  that  I  have  done  any  thing  to  offend 
you." 

"Nothing  on  earth,"  said  Phineas. 

"I  am  wrong,  then,  in  supposing  that  any 
thing  beyond  mere  chance  has  prevented  you 
from  coming  to  my  house  ?"  Phineas  felt  that 
he  was  in  a  terrible  difficulty,  and  he  felt  also 
that  he  was  being  rather  ill-used  in  being  thus 
cross-examined  as  to  his  reasons  for  not  going  to 
a  gentleman's  dinner.  He  thought  that  a  man 
ought  to  be  allowed  to  choose  when  he  would  go 
and  when  he  would  not  go,  and  that  questions 
such  as  these  were  very  unusual.  Mr.  Kennedy 
was  sitting  opposite  to  him,  looking  more  grave 
and  more  sour  than  usual ;  and  now  his  own 
countenance  also  became  a  little  solemn.  It 
was  impossible  that  he  should  use  Lady  Laura's 
name,  and  yet  he  must,  in  some  way,  let  his  per- 
secuting friend  know  that  no  further  invitation 
would  be  of  any  use — that  there  was  something 
beyond  mere  chance  in  his  not  going  to  Gros- 
venor  Place.  But  how  was  he  to  do  this  ?  The 
difficulty  was  so  great  that  he  could  not  see  his 
way  out  of  it.  So  he  sat  silent  with  a  solemn 
face.  Mr.  Kennedy  then  asked  him  another 
question,  which  made  the  difficulty  ten  times 
greater.  "  Has  my  wife  asked  you  not  to  come 
to  our  honse?" 

It  was  necessary  now  that  he  should  make  a 
rush  and  get  out  of  his  trouble  in  some  way. 
•'  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Kennedy,  I  don't  think 
she  wants  to  see  me  there." 

"That  does  not  answer  my  question.  Has 
she  asked  you  not  to  come  ?" 

"  She  said  that  which  left  on  my  mind  an  im- 
pression that  she  would  sooner  that  I  did  not 
come." 

"What  did  she  say?" 

' '  How  can  I  answer  such  a  question  as  that, 
Kennedy  ?     Is  it  fair  to  ask  it?" 

"  Quite  fair,  I  think." 

"  I  think  it  quite  unfair,  and  I  must  decline  to 
answer  it.  I  can  not  imagine  what  you  expect 
to  gain  by  cross-questioning  me  in  this  way. 
Of  course  no  man  likes  to  go  to  a  house  if  he 
docs  not  believS  that  every  body  there  will  make 
him  welcome." 

"You  and  Lady  Laura  used  to  be  great 
friends, " 

•  "  I  hope  we  are  not  enemies  now.     But  things 
will  occur  that  cause  friendships  to  grow  cool." 

"  Have  you  quarreled  with  her  father  ?" 

' '  With  Lord  Brentford — no. " 

"Or  with  her  brother  —  since  the  duel  I 
mean  ?" 

"  Upon  my  word  and  honor  I  can  not  stand 
this,  and  I  will  not.  I  liave  not  as  yet  quarrel- 
ed with  any  body  ;  but  I  must  quarrel  with  you, 
if  you  go  on  in  this  way.  It  is  quite  unusual 
that  a  man  sliould  be  put  through  his  facings 
after  such  a  fashion,  and  I  must  beg  that  there 
may  be  an  end  of  it." 


"  Then  I  must  ask  Lady  Laurtt." 
"  You  can  say  what  you  like  to  your  own  wife 
of  course.     I  can  not  hinder  you." 

Upon  that  Mr.  Kennedy  formally  shook  hands 
with  him,  iti  token  that  there  was  no  positive 
breach  between  them — as  two  nations  may  still 
maintain  their  alliance,  though  they  have  made 
up  their  minds  to  hate  each  other,  and  thwart 
each  other  at  every  turn  —  and  took  his  leave. 
Phineas,  as  he  sat  at  his  window,  looking  out  into 
the  park,  and  thinking  of  what  had  passed,  could 
not  but  reflect  that,  disagreeable  as  I\Ir.  Kenne- 
dy had  been  to  him,  he  would  probably  make 
himself  much  more  disagreeable  to  his  wife. 
And,  for  himself,  he  thought  that  he  had  got  out 
of  the  scrape  veiy  well  by  the  exhibition  of  a 
little  mock  anger. 


CHAPTER  LIX. 

THE    EAEL'S    WKATH. 

The  reader  may  remember  that  a  rumor  had 
been  conveyed  to  Phineas — a  rumor  indeed 
which  reached  him  from  a  source  which  he  re- 
garded as  very  untrustworthy  —  that  Violet  Ef- 
fingham had  quarreled  with  her  lover.  He 
would  probably  have  paid  no  attention  to  the 
rumor,  beyond  that  which  necessarily  attached 
itself  to  any  tidings  as  to  a  matter  so  full  of  in- 
terest to  him,  had  it  not  been  repeated  to  him 
in  another  quarter.  "A  bird  has  told  me  that 
your  Violet  Effingham  has  broken  with  her  lover," 
Madame  Goesler  said  to  him  one  day.  "What 
bird  ?"  he  asked.  "  Ah,  that  I  can  not  tell  you. 
But  this  I  will  confess  to  you,  that  these  birds 
which  tell  us  news  are  seldom  very  credible — 
and  are  often  not  very  creditable.  Y'ou  must  take 
a  bird's  word  for  what  it  may  be  worth.  It  is 
said  that  they  have  quarreled.  I  dare  say,  if 
the  truth  were  known,  they  are  billing  and  coo- 
ing in  each  other's  arms  at  this  moment." 

Phineas'  did  not  like  to  be  told  of  their  billing 
and  cooing — did  not  like  to  be  told  even-of  their 
quarreling.  Though  they  were  to  quarrel,  it 
would  do  him  no  good.  He  would  rather  that 
nobody  should  mention  their  names  to  him — so 
that  his  back,  which  had  been  so  utterly  broken, 
might  in  process  of  time  get  itself  cured.  From 
what  he  knew  of  Violet  he  thought  it  very  im- 
probable that,  even  were  she  to  quarrel  with  one 
lover,  she  would  at  once  throw  herself  into  the 
arms  of  another.  And  he  did  feel,  too,  that 
there  would  be  some  meanness  in  taking  her, 
were  she  willing  to  be  so  taken.  But,  never- 
theless, these  rumors,  coming  to  him  in  this  way 
from  different  sources,  almost  made  it  incumbent 
on  him  to  find  out  the  truth.  He  began  to  think 
that  his  broken  back  was  not  cured  ;  that  per- 
haps, after  all,  it  was  not  in  the  way  of  being 
cured.  And  was  it  not  possible  that  there  might 
be  explanations?  Then  he  went  to  work  and 
built  castles  in  the  air,  so  constructed  as  to  admit 
of  the  possibility  of  Violet  Effingham  becoming 
his  wife. 

This  had  been  in  April,  and  at  that  time  all 
that  ho  knew  of  Violet  was,  that  she  was  not  yet 
in  London.  And  he  thought  that  he  knew  the 
same  as  to  Lord  Chiltern.  The  earl  had  told 
him  that  Chiltern  was  not  in  town,  nor  expected 
in  town  as  yet ;  and  in  saying  so  had  seemed  to 
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express  some  displeasure  against  his  son.  Phin- 
eas  had  met  J^ady  Baldock,  at  some  house  which 
he  frequented,  and  had  been  quite  surprised  to 
find  liimself  graciously  received  by  the  old  wom- 
an. She  had  said  not  a  word  of  Violet,  but  had 
spoken  of  Lord  Chiltern — mentioning  his  name 
in  bitter  wrath.  '-But  he  is  a  friend  of  mine," 
said  rhineas,  smiling.  "A  friend  indeed!  Mr. 
Finn.  I  know  what  sort  of  a  friend.  I  don't 
believe  that  you  are  his  friend.  I  am  afraid  he 
is  not  worthy  of  having  any  friend."  Phineas 
did  not  quite  understand  from  this  that  Lady 
Baldock  was  signifying  to  him  that,  badly  as  she 
had  thought  of  him  as  a  suitor  for  her  niece,  she 
would  have  preferred  him — especially  now  Avhen 
people  were  beginning  to  speak  well  of  him — to 
that  terrible  young  man,  who,  from  his  youth  up- 
ward, had  been  to  her  a  cause  of  fear  and  trem- 
bling. Of  course  it  was  desirable  that  Violet 
should  marry  an  elder  son,  and  a  peer's  heir. 
All  that  kind  of  thing,  in  Lady  Baldock's  eyes, 
was  most  desirable.  But,  nevertheless,  any  thing 
was  better  than  Lord  Chiltern.  If  Violet  would 
not  take  Mr.  Applcton  or  Lord  Fawn,  in  heaven's 
name  let  her  take  this  young  man,  who  was  kind, 
worthy,  and  steady,  who  was  civilized  in  his  man- 
ners, and  would  no  doubt  be  amenable  in  regard 
to  settlements.  Lady  Baldock  had  so  far  fallen  in 
the  world  that  she  would  have  consented  to  make 
a  bargain  with  her  niece— almost  any  bargain, 
so  long  as  Lord  Chiltern  was  excluded.  Phin- 
eas  did  not  quite  understand  all  this ;  but  when 
Lady  Baldock  asked  him  to  come  to  Berkeley 
Square,  he  perceived  that  help  was  being  prof- 
fered to  him  where  he  certainlj'  had  not  looked 
for  help.  "Quo  nimium  reris  fraca  pandetur 
ab  urbe,"  he  said  to  himself  as  he  walked  away. 

He  was  frequently  with  Lord  Brentford,  who 
talked  to  him  constantly  on  matters  connected 
with  his  parliamentary  life.  After  having  been 
the  intimate  friend  of  the  daughter  and  of  the 
son,  it  now  seemed  to  be  his  lot  to  be  the  inti- 
mate friend  of  the  father.  The  earl  had  con- 
stantly discussed  with  him  his  arrangements 
with  his  son,  and  had  lately  expressed  himself 
as  only  half  satisfied  with  such  reconciliation  as 
had  taken  place.  And  Phineas  could  perceive 
that  from  day  to  day  the  earl  was  less  and  less 
satisfied.  He  would  complain  bitterly  of  his 
son  —  complain  of  his  silence,  complain  of  his 
not  coming  to  London,  complain  of  his  conduct 
to  Violet,  complarn  of  his  idle  indifference  to 
any  thing  like  proper  occupation  ;  but  he  had 
never  as  yet  said  a  word  to  show  that  there  had 
been  any  quarrel  between  Violet  and  her  lover, 
and  Phineas  had  felt  that  he  could  not  ask  the 
question.  "Jlr.  Finn,"  said  the  earl  to  him 
one  morning,  as  soon  as  he  entered  the  room, 
"I  have  just  heard  a  story  which  has  almost 
seemed  to  me  to  be  incredible."  The  noble- 
man's manner  was  very  stern,  and  the  fact  that 
he  called  his  young  friend  "  Mr.  Finn,"  showed 
at  once  that  something  was  wrong. 

"What  is  it  you  have  heard,  my  lord?"  said 
Phineas. 

"That  you  and  Chiltern  went  over — last  year 
to — Belgium,  and  fought — a  duel  there  !" 

Now  it  must  have  been  the  case  that,  in  the 
set  among  which  they  all  lived.  Lord  Brentford 
and  Ills  son  and  daughter  and  Phineas  Finn,  the 
old  lord  was  the  only  man  who  had  not  heard  of 
the  duel  before  this.     It  had  even  penetrated  to 


the  dull  ears  of  Mr.  Kennedy,  reminding  him  as 
it  did  so,  that  his  wife  had — told  him  a  lie  I 
But  it  was  the  fact  that  no  rumor  of  the  duel 
had  reached  the  earl  till  this  morning. 

"  It  is  true,"  said  Phineas. 

"  I  have  never  been  so  much  shocked  in  my 
life — never.  I  had  no  idea  that  you  had  any 
thought  of  aspiring  to  the  hand  of  Miss  Efiing- 
ham."  The  lord's  voice  as  he  said  this  was  very 
stern. 

"  As  I  aspired  in  vain,  and  as  Chiltern  has 
been  successful,  that  need  not  now  be  made  a 
reproach  against  me." 

"  I  do  not  know  what  to  think  of  it,  Mr.  Finn. 
I  am  so  much  surprised  that  I  hardly  know 
what  to  say.  I  must  declare  my  opinion  at 
once,  that  you  have  behaved — very  badly." 

"I  do  not  know  how  much  you  know,  my 
lord,  and  how  much  you  do  not  know ;  and  the 
circumstances  of  the  little  aft'air  do  not  permit 
me  to  be  explicit  about  them ;  but,  as  you  have 
expressed  your  opinion  so  openly  you  must  al- 
low me  to  express  mine,  and  to  say  that,  as  far 
as  I  can  judge  of  my  own  actions,  I  did  not  be- 
have badly  at  all." 

'■Do  you  intend  to  defend  dueling,  sir?" 

"No.  If  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  a  duel  is 
of  itself  sinful,  I  have  nothing  to  say.  I  sup- 
pose it  is.  My  defense  of  myself  merely  goes  to 
the  manner  in  which  this  duel  was  fought,  and 
the  fact  that  I  fought  it  with  your  son." 

"  I  can  not  conceive  how  you  can  have  come 
to  my  house  as  my  guest,  and  stood  upon  my 
interest  for  my  borough,  when  you  at  the  time 
were  doing  your  very  best  to  interpose  yourself 
between  Chiltern  and  the  lady  whom  you  so 
well  knew  I  wished  to  become  his  wife."  Phin- 
eas was  aware  that  the  earl  must  have  been 
very  much  moved  indeed  when  he  thus  permit- 
ted himself  to  speak  of  "his"  borough.  He 
said  nothing  now,  however,  though  the  earl 
paused;  and  then  the  angry  lord  went  on.  "I 
must  say  that  there  was  something — something 
almost  approaching  to  duplicity  in  such  con- 
duct." 

"  If  I  were  to  defend  myself  by  evidence.  Lord 
Brentford,  I  should  have  to  go  back  to  exact 
dates  —  and  dates  not  of  facts  which  I  could 
verify,  but  dates  as  to  my  feelings  which  could 
not  be  verified — and  that  would  be  useless.  I 
can  only  say  that  I  believe  I  know  what  the  hon- 
or and  truth  of  a  gentleman  demand — even  to 
the  verge  of  self-sacrifice,  and  that  I  have  done 
nothing  that  ought  to  place  my  character  as  a 
gentleman  in  jeopardy.  If  you  will  ask  your 
son,  I  think  he  will  tell  you  the  same." 

"I  have  asked  him.  It  was  he  who  told  me 
of  the  duel." 

"  When  did  he  tell  you,  my  lord  ?" 

"Just  now;  this  morning."  Thus  Phineas 
learned  that  Lord  Chiltern  was  at  this  moment 
in  the  house — or  at  least  in  London. 

"And  did  he  complain  of  my  conduct?" 

"I  complain  of  it,  sir.  I  complain  of  it  very 
bitterly.  I  placed  the  greatest  confidence  in 
you,  especially  in  regard  to  my  son's  aff'airs,  and 
you  deceived  me."  The  earl  was  very  angry, 
and  was  more  angry  from  the  fact  that  this 
young  man  who  had  off"ended  him,  to  whom  he 
had  given  such  vital  assistance  when  assistance 
was  needed,  had  used  that  assistance  to  its  ut- 
most before  his  sin  was  found  out.     Had  Phin- 
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eas  still  been  sitting  for  Loughton,  so  that  the 
earl  could  have  said  to  him,  "You  are  now 
bound  to  retreat  from  this  boroufih  because  you 
have  offended  me,  your  patron,"  I  think  that  he 
would  have  forgiven  the  offender  and  allowed 
him  to  remain  in  his  seat.  There  would  have 
been  a  scene,  and  the  earl  would  have  been 
pacified.  But  now  the  oli'ender  was  beyond  his 
reach  altogether,  having  used  the  borough  as  a 
most  convenient  stepping-stone  over  his  diffi- 
culties, and  having  so  used  it  just  at  the  time 
when  he  was  committing  this  sin.  There  was  a 
good  fortune  about  Piiineas  which  added  greatly 
to  the  lord's  wrath.  And  then,  to  tell  the  truth, 
he  had  not  that  rich  consolation  for  whieii  Phin- 
eas  gave  him  credit.  Lord  Chiltern  had  told 
him  that  morning  that  the  engagement  between 
him  and  Violet  was  at  an  end.  "You  have  so 
preached  to  her,  my  lord,  about  my  duties,"  the 
son  had  said  to  his  father,  "that  she  finds  her- 
self obliged  to  give  me  your  sermons  at  second 
hand,  till  I  can  bear  them  no  longer."  But  of 
this  Phineas  knew  nothing  as  yet.  The  earl, 
however,  was  so  imprudent  in  his  anger  that  be- 
fore this  interview  was  over  he  had  told  the 
whole  story.  "Yes;  you  deceived  me,"  he 
continued  ;    "  and  I  can  never  trust  you  again." 

"Was  it  for  me,  my  lord,  to  tell  you  of  that 
which  would  have  increased  your  anger  against 
your  own  son  ?  When  he  wanted  me  to  fight 
was  I  to  come,  like  a  sneak  at  school,  and  tell 
you  the  story?  I  know  what  you  would  have 
thought  of  me  had  I  done  so.  And  when  it  was 
over  was  I  to  come  and  tell  you  then  ?  Think 
what  you  yourself  would  have  done  when  you 
were  young,  and  you  may  be  quite  sure  that  I 
did  the  same.  What  have  I  gained  ?  He  has 
got  all  that  he  wanted ;  and  you  have  also  got 
all  that  you  wanted — and  I  have  helped  you 
both.  Lord  Brentford,  I  can  put  my  hand  on 
my  heart  and  say  that  I  have  been  honest  to  you." 

"I  have  got  nothing  that  I  wanted,"  said  the 
earl  in  his  despair. 

"  Lord  Chiltern  and  Miss  Effingham  will  be 
man  and  wife." 

"No;  they  will  not.  He  has  quarreled  with 
lier.  He  is  so  obstinate  that  she  will  not  bear 
with  him." 

Then  it  was  all  true,  even  though  the  rumors 
had  reached  him  through  Lawrence  Fitzgibbon 
and  Madame  Max  Goesler.  "  At  any  rate,  my 
lord,  that  has  not  been  my  fault,"  he  said,  after 
a  moment's  hesitation.  The  earl  was  walking 
up  and  down  th«  room,  angry  with  himself  now 
at  his  own  mistake  in  having  told  the  story,  and 
not  knowing  what  further  to  say  to  his  visitor. 
He  had  been  in  the  habit  of  talking  so  freely  to 
Phineas  about  his  son  that  he  could  hardly  re- 
sist the  temptation  of  doing  so  still ;  and  yet  it 
was  impossible  that  he  could  swallow  his  anger 
and  continue  in  the  same  strain.  "My  lord,"' 
said  Phineas,  after  a  while,  "  I  can  assure  you 
that  I  grieve  that  you  should  be  grieved.  I 
have  received  so  much  undeserved  favor  from 
your  family,  that  I  owe  you  a  debt  which  I  can 
never  pay.  I  am  sorry  that  you  should  be  an- 
gry with  me  now;  but  I  hope  that  a  time  may 
come  when  you  will  think  less  severely  of  my 
conduct." 

He  was  about  to  leave  the  room  when  the  earl 
stopped  him.  "Will  you  give  me  your  word," 
said  the  earl,  "  that  you  will  think  no  more  of 


Miss  Effingham  ?"  Phineas  stood  silent,  con- 
sidering how  he  might  answer  t|jis  proposal, 
resolving  that  nothing  should  bring  him  to  such 
a  pledge  as  that  suggested  while  tliere  was  yet  a 
ledge  for  hope  to  stand  on.  "Say  that,' Mr. 
Finn,  and  I  will  forgive  every  thing." 

"I  can  not  acknowledge  that  I  have  done 
any  thing  to  be  forgiven." 

"  Say  that,"  reiieated  the  earl,  "  and  every 
thing  shall  be  forgotten." 

"  There  need  be  no  cause  for  alarm,  my  lord," 
said  Phineas.  "  You  may  be  sure  that  Miss 
Effingham  will  not  think  of  me." 

"  Will  you  give  me  your  word  ?" 

"No,  my  lord — certainly  not.  You  have  no 
right  to  ask  it,  and  the  pursuit  is  open  to  me  as 
to  any  other  man  who  may  choose  to  follow  it. 
I  have  hardly  a  vestige  of  a  hope  of  success.  It 
is  barely  possible  that  I  should  succeed.  But 
if  it  be  true  that  Miss  Effingham  be  disengaged 
I  shall  endeavor  to  find  an  opportunity  of  urg- 
ing my  suit.  I  would  give  up  every  thing  that 
I  have,  my  seat  in  Parliament,  all  the  ambition 
of  my  life,  for  the  barest  chance  of  success. 
When  she  had  accepted  your  son,  I  desisted — 
of  course.  I  have  now  heard,  from  more  couises 
than  one,  that  she  or  he  or  both  of  them  have 
changed  their  minds.  If  this  be  so,  I  am  free 
to  try  again."  The  earl  stood  opposite  to  him, 
scowling  at  him,  but  said  nothing.  "Good- 
morning,  my  lord." 

"  Good-morning,  sir." 

"I  am  afraid  it  must  be  good-bye,  for  some 
long  days  to  come.'' 

"Good-morning,  sir."  And  the  earl  as  he 
spoke  rang  the  bell.  Then  Phineas  took  up  his 
hat  and  departed. 

As  he  walked  away  his  mind  filled  itself  grad- 
ually with  variotts  ideas,  all  springing  from  the 
words  which  Lord  Brentford  had  spoken.  What 
account  had  Lord  Chiltern  given  to  his  father  of 
the  duel?  He  was  a  man  very  sensitive  as  to 
the  good  opinion  of  others,  and  in  spite  of  his 
bold  assertion  of  his  own  knowledge  of  what  be- 
came a  gentleman,  was  beyond  measure  solicit- 
ous that  others  should  acknowledge  his  claim  at 
any  rate  to  that  title.  He  thought  that  he  had 
been  generous  to  Lord  Chiltern  ;  and  as  he  went 
back  in  his  memory  over  almost  every  word  that 
had  been  spoken  in  the  interview  that  had  just 
past,  he  fancied  that  he  was  able  to  collect  evi- 
dence that  his  antagonist  at  Blankenberg  had 
not  spoken  ill  of  him.  As  to  the  charge  of  de- 
ceit which  the  carl  had  made  against  him,  he 
told  himself  that  the  earl  had  made  it  in  anger. 
He  would  not  even  think  hardly  of  the  earl  who 
had  been  so  good  a  friend  to  him,  but  he  be- 
lieved in  his  heart  that  the  earl  had  made  the 
accusation  out  of  his  wrath  and  not  out  of  his 
judgment.  "He  can  not  think  that  I  hsive 
been  false  to  him,"  Phineas  said  to  himself. 
But  it  was  very  sad  to  him  that  he  should  have 
to  quarrel  with  all  the  family  of  the  Standishes, 
as  he  could  not  but  feel  that  it  was  they  who 
had  put  him  on  his  feet.  It  seemed  as  though 
he  were  never  to  see  Lady  Laura  again  except 
when  they  chanced  to  meet  in  company — on 
which  occasions  he  simply  bowed  to  her.  Now 
the  carl  had  almost  turned  him  out  of  his  house. 
And  thougli  there  had  been  to  a  certain  extent 
a  reconciliation  between  him  and  Lord  Chiltern, 
he  in  these  davs  never  saw  the  friend  who  had 
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once  put  him  upon  Bonebreaker ;  and  now — 
now  that  Violet  Effingham  was  again  free — 
how  was  it  possible  but  that  there  should  be  a 
renewal  of  enmity  between  them  ?  He  would, 
however,  endeavor  to  see  Lord  Chiltern  at  once. 

And  then  he  thought  of  Violet  —  of  Violet 
again  free,  of  Violet  as  again  a  possible  wife  for 
himself,  of  Violet  to  whom  he  might  address 
himself  at  any  rate  without  any  scruple  as  to  his 
own  unworthiness.  Every  body  concerned,  and 
many  who  were  not  concerned  at  all,  were 
aware  that  he  had  been  among  her  lovers,  and 
he  thought  that  he  could  perceive  that  those 
who  interested  themselves  on  the  subject,  had 
regarded  him  as  the  only  horse  in  the  race  like- 
ly to  run  with  success  against  Lord  Cliiltern. 
She  herself  had  received  his  offers  without  scorn, 
and  had  always  treated  him  as  though  he  were 
a  favored  friend,  though  not  favored  as  a  lover. 
And  now  even  Lady  Baldock  was  smiling  upon 
him,  and  asking  him  to  her  house  as  though  the 
red-faced  porter  in  the  hall  in  Berkeley  Square 
had  never  been  ordered  to  refuse  him  a  mo- 
ment's admission  inside  the  doors.  He  had  been 
very  humble  in  speaking  of  his  own  hopes  to 
the  earl,  but  surely  there  might  be  a  chance. 
What  if  after  all  the  little  strain  which  he  had 
had  in  his  back  was  to  be  cured  after  such  a 
fashion  as  this!  "When  he  got  to  his  lodgings, 
he  found  a  card  from  Lady  Baldock,  informing 
him  that  Lady  Baldock  would  be  at  home  on  a 
certain  night,  and  that  there  would  be  music. 
He  could  not  go  to  Lady  Baldock's  on  the  night 
named,  .as  it  would  be  necessary  that  he  should 
be  in  the  House  ;  nor  did  he  much  care  to  go 
there,  as  Violet  Effingham  was  not  in  town. 
But  he  would  call  and  explain,  and  endeavor  to 
curry  favor  iu  tiiat  way. 

He  at  once  wrote  a  note  to  Lord  Chiltern, 
which  he  addressed  to  Portman  Square.  "As 
you  are  in  town,  can  we  not  meet?     Come  and 

dine  with  me  at  the Qluh  on  Saturd.ay."  That 

was  the  note.  After  a  few  days  he  received  tho 
following  answer,  dated  from  the  Bull  at  Wil- 
lingford.  Wiiy  on  earth  should  Lord  Chiltern 
be  staying  at  the  Bull  at  Willingford  in  May? 

"  The  old  Shop  at  W ,  Friday. 

"Dear  Phineas, — I  can't  dine  with  you,  be- 
cause I  am  down  here  looking  after  the  cripples, 
and  writing  a  sporting  novel.  They  tell  me  I 
ought  to  do  something,  so  I  am  going  to  do  that. 
I  hope  you  don't  think  I  turned  informer  against 
you  in  telling  the  earl  of  our  pleasant  little  meet- 
ing on  the  sands.  It  had  become  necessary,  and 
you  are  too  much  of  a  man  to  care  much  for  any 
truth  being  told.  He  was  terribly  angry  both 
with  me  and  with  you ;  but  the  fact  is,  he  is  so 
blindly  unreasonable  that  one  can  not  regard  his 
anger.  I  endeavored  to  tell  the  story  truly,  and, 
so  told,  it  certainly  should  not  have  injured  you 
in  his  estimation.  But  it  did.  Very  sorry,  old 
fellow,  and  I  hope  you'll  get  over  it.  It  is  a  good 
deal  more  important  to  me  than  to  you. 

"Yours,  C." 

There  was  not  a  word  about  Violet.  But  then 
it  was  hardly  to  be  expected  that  there  should 
be  words  about  Violet.  It  was  not  likely  that  a 
man  should  write  to  his  rival  of  his  own  failure. 
But  yet  there  was  a  flavor  of  Violet  in  the  letter 
which  would  not  have  been  there,  so  Phineas 


thought,  if  the  writer  had  been  despondent.  The 
pleasant  little  meeting  on  the  sands  had  been 
convened  altogether  in  respect  of  Violet,  And 
the  telling  of  the  story  to  the  earl  must  have 
arisen  from  discussions  about  Violet.  Lord 
Chiltern  must  have  told  his  father  that  Phineas 
was  his  rival.  Could  the  rejected  suitor  have 
written  on  such  a  subject  in  such  a  strain  to  such 
a  correspondetit  if  he  had  believed  his  own  rejec- 
tion to  be  certain  ?  But  then  Lord  Chiltern  was 
not  like  any  body  else  in  the  world,  and  it  was 
impossible  to  judge  of  him  by  one's  experience 
of  tlie  motives  of  others. 

Shortly  afterward  Phineas  did  call  in  Berkeley 
Square,  and  was  shown  up  at  once  into  Lady 
Baldock's  drawmg-room.  The  whole  aspect  of 
the  porter's  countenance  was  changed  toward 
him,  and  from  this,  too,  he  gathered  good  augu- 
ries. This  had  surprised  him  ;  but  his  surprise 
was  far  greater,  when,  on  entering  the  room,  he 
found  Violet  Effingham  there  alone.  A  little 
fresh  color  came  to  her  face  as  she  greeted  him, 
though  it  can  not  be  said  that  she  blushed.  She 
behaved  herself  admirably,  not  endeavoring  to 
conceal  some  little  emotion  at  thus  meeting  him, 
but  betraying  none  that  was  injurious  to  her  com- 
posure. "  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  Finn," 
she  said.  "My  aunt  has  just  left  me,  and  will 
be  back  directh'." 

He  was  by  no  means  her  equal  in  his  man- 
agement of  himself  on  the  occasion  ;  but  per- 
haps it  may  be  acknowledged  that  his  position 
was  the  more  difficult  of  the  two.  He  had  not 
seen  her  since  her  engagement  had  been  pro- 
claimed to  the  world,  and  now  he  had  heard 
from  a  source  which  was  not  to  be  doubted,  that 
it  had  been  broken  off.  Of  course  there  was 
nothing  to  be  said  on  that  matter.  He  could 
not  have  congratulated  her  in  the  one  case,  nor 
could  he  either  congratulate  her  or  condole  with 
her  on  the  other.  And  yet  he  did  not  know  how- 
to  speak  to  her  as  though  no  such  events  had  oc- 
curred. ''  I  did  not  know  that  you  were  in  town, ' 
he  said. 

"  I  only  came  yesterday.  I  have  been,  you 
know,  at  Rome  with  the  Effinghams ;  and  since 
that  I  have  been — ;  but,  indeed,  I  have  been 
I  such  a  vagrant  that  I  can  not  tell  you  of  all  my 
comings  and  goings.  And  you — you  are  hard 
at  work !" 

"  Oh  yes — always." 

"  That  is  right.  I  wish  I  could  be  something, 
if  it  were  only  a  stick  in  waiting,  or  a  door-keep- 
er. It  is  so  good  to  be  something."  Was  it 
some  such  teaching  as  this  that  had  jarred  against 
Lord  Chiltern's  susceptibilities,  and  had  seemed 
to  him  to  be  a  repetition  of  his  father's  sermons  ? 

"  A  man  should  try  to  be  something,"  said 
Phineas. 

*'  And  a  woman  must  be  content  to  be  nothing 
— unless  Mr.  ]MilI  can  pull  us  through  !  And, 
now,  tell  me — have  you  seen  Lady  Laura?" 

"Not  lately." 

"  jMr.  Kennedy  ?" 

"I  sometimes  see  him  in  the  House."  The 
visit  to  the  Colonial  Office  of  which  the  reader 
has  been  made  aware  had  not  at  that  time  as  yet 
been  made. 

"I  am  sorry  for  all  that,"  she  said.  Upon 
which  Phineas  smiled  and  shook  his  head.  "I 
am  very  sorry  that  there  should  be  a  quarrel  bet- 
ween you  two." 
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"There  is  no  quarrel." 

"I  used  to  think  that  you  and  she  might  do  so 
much  for  each  other — that  is,  of  course,  if  you 
could  make  a  friend  of  him." 

"  He  is  a  man  of  whom  it  is  very  hard  to  make 
a  friend,"  said  Thineas,  feeling  that  he  was  dis- 
honest to  Mr.  Kennedy  in  saying  so,  but  think- 
ing that  such  dishonesty  was  justified  by  what 
he  owed  to  Lady  Laura. 

"Yes,  he  is  hard,  and  what  I  call  ungcnial. 
We  won't  say  any  thing  about  him — will  we? 
Have  you  seen  much  of  the  earl  ?''  This  she 
asked  as  though  such  a  question  had  no  refer- 
ence whatever  to  Lord  Chiltern. 

"  Oh  dear — alas,  alas !" 

"You  have  not  quarreled  with  him  too?" 

"  He  has  quarreled  with  me.  He  has  heard, 
Miss  Effingham,  of  what  happened  last  year,  and 
he  thinks  that  I  was  wrong." 

"  Of  course  you  were  wrong,  Mr.  Finn." 

"  Very  likely.  To  him  I  chose  to  defend  my- 
self, but  I  certainly  shall  not  do  so  to  you.  At 
any  rate,  you  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  cj[uar- 
rel  with  me." 

"  I  ought  to  have  done  so.  I  wonder  why  my 
aunt  does  not  come."     Then  she  rang  the  bell. 

"Now  I  have  told  you  all  about  myself,"  said 
he ;  "  you  should  tell  me  something  of  yourself." 

"About  me?  I  am  like  the  knife-grinder, 
who  had  no  story  to  tell — none  at  least  to  be  told. 
We  have  all,  no  doubt,  got  our  little  stories,  in- 
teresting enough  to  ourselves." 

"But  your  story.  Miss  Effingham,"  he  said, 
"  is  of  such  intense  interest  to  me."  At  that  mo- 
ment, luckily.  Lady  Baldock  came  into  the  room, 
and  Phinoas  was  saved  from  tlie  necessity  of  mak- 
ing a  declaration  at  a  moment  which  would  have 
been  most  ino]iportune. 

Lady  Baldock  was  exceedingly  gracious  to 
him,  bidding  Violet  use  her  influence  to  per- 
suade him  to  come  to  the  gathering.  "Per- 
suade him  to  desert  his  work  to  come  and  hear 
some  fiddlers !"  said  Miss  Effingham.  "  Indeed 
I  shall  not,  aunt.  Who  can  tell  but  what  the 
colonies  might  suflfer  from  it  through  centuries, 
and  that  such  a  lapse  of  duty  might  drive  a  prov- 
ince or  two  into  the  arms  of  our  mortal  enemies?' 

"  Herr  Moll  is  coming,"  said  Lady  Baldock, 
"and  so  is  Signer  Scrubi,  andPjinskt,  who,  they 
sa}',  is  the  greatest  mau  living  on  the  flageolet. 
Have  you  ever  heard  Pjinskt,  Mr.  Finn  ?"  Phin- 
eas  never  had  heard  Pjinskt.  "  And  as  for  Herr 
Moll,  there  is  nothing  equal  to  him,  this  year,  at 
least."  Lady  Baldock  had  taken  up  music  this 
season,  but  all  her  enthusiasm  was  unable  to 
shake  the  conscientious  zeal  of  the  young  Lender- 
secretary  of  State.  At  sucli  a  gathering  he 
would  liave  been  unable  to  say  a  word  in  private 
to  Violet  Effingham. 


CHAPTER  LX. 

MADAME    GOESLER's    POLITICS. 

It  may  be  remembered  that  when  Lady  Glcn- 
cora  Palliser  was  sliown  into  INIadame  Goesler's 
room,  Madame  Goesler  had  just  explained  some- 
what forcibly  to  the  Duke  of  Omnium  her  rea- 
sons for  refusing  the  loan  of  his  grace's  villa  at 
Como.  Slic  had  told  the  duke  in  so  many  words 
that  she  did  not  mean  to  give  the  world  an  oppor- 


tunity of  maligning  her,  and  it  would  then  have 
been  left  to  the  duke  to  decide  whether  any  other 
arrangements  might  have  been  made  for  taking 
Madame  Goesler  to  Como,  had  he  not  been  in- 
terrupted. That  he  was  very  anxious  to  take 
her  was  certain.  The  green  brougham  had  al- 
ready been  often  enough  at  the  door  in  Park 
Lane  to  make  his  grace  feel  that  Madame  Gocs- 
ler's  company  was  very  desirable — was,  perhaps, 
of  all  things  left  for  his  enjoyment,  the  one  thing 
the  most  desirable.  Lady  Glcncora  had  spoken 
to  her  husband  of  children  crying  for  tlic  top 
brick  of  ijie  chimney.  Kow  it  had  come  to  this, 
that  in  the  eye's  of  the  Duke  of  Omnium  ]\Iarie 
Max  Goesler  was  the  top  brick  of  the  chimney. 
She  had  more  wit  for  him  than  other  women- 
more  of  that  sort  of  wit  which  he  was  capable  of 
enjoying.  She  had  a  beauty  wliich  he  had  learn- 
ed to  think  more  alluring  than  other  beauty. 
He  was  sick  of  fair  faces,  and  fat  arms,  and  free 
necks.  Madame  Goesler's  eyes  sparkled  as  other 
eyes  did  not  sparkle,  and  there  was  something 
of  the  vagueness  of  mystery  in  the  very  blackness 
and  gloss  and  abundance  of  her  hair — as  though 
her  beauty  was  the  beauty  of  some  world  which 
he  had  not  yet  known.  And  there  was  a  quick- 
ness and  yet  a  grace  of  motion  about  her  which 
was  quite  new  to  him.  The  ladies  upon  whom 
the  duke  had  of  late  most  often  smiled  had  been 
somewhat  slow — jierhaps  almost  heavy — though, 
no  doubt,  graceful  withal.  In  his  early  youth 
he  remembered  to  have  seen,  somewhere  in 
Greece,  such  an  houri  as  was  this  Madame  Goes- 
ler. The  houri  in  that  case  had  run  off  with  the 
captain  of  a  Russian  vessel  engaged  in  the  tallow 
trade  ;  but  not  the  less  was  there  left  on  his 
grace's  mind  some  ^dreamy  memory  of  charms 
which  had  impressed  him  very  strongly  when  he 
was  simply  a  young  Mr.  Palliser,  and  had  liad 
at  his  command  no  so  convenient  a  mode  of  sud- 
den departure  as  the  Russian  cajitain's  tallow 
ship.  Pressed  hard  bj'  such  circumstances  as 
these,  there  is  no  knowing  how  the  duke  miglit 
have  got  out  of  his  difficulties  had  not  Lady 
Gleneora  appeared  upon  the  scene. 

Since  the  present  little  Lord  Silverbridge  had 
been  born,  the  duke  had  been  very  coui^tant  in 
his  worshi])  of  Lady  Gleneora,  and  as,  from  year 
to  year,  a  little  brother  was  added,  tlius  making 
the  family  very  strong  and  stable,  his  acts  of 
worship  had  increased ;  but  witli  his  wor--hip  there 
had  come  of  late  something  almost  of  dread — 
something  almost  of  obedience,  which  liad  made 
those  who  were  immediately  about  the  duke  de- 
clare that  his  grace  was  a  good  deal  changed. 
For,  hitherto,  whatever  m.ay  have  been  the  duke's 
weaknesses,  he  certainly  had  known  no  master. 
His  heir,  Plantagenct  I'alliser,  had  been  always 
subject  to  him.  His  other  relations  had  been 
kept  at  such  a  distance  as  hardly  to  be  more  than 
recognized  ;  and  though  his  grace  no  doubt  had 
had  his  intimacies,  they  wlio  had  been  intimate 
with  him  had  either  never  tried  to  obtain  ascend- 
ency, or  had  failed.  Lady  Glcncora,  whether 
with  or  without  a  struggle,  had  succeeded,  and 
people  about  the  duke  said  that  the  duke  was 
much  changed.  Mr.  Fothcrgill — wlio  was  his 
grace's  man  of  business,  and  who  was  not  a  fa- 
vorite with  Lady  Gleneora — s.aul  that  he  was 
very  much  changed  indeed.  Finding  his  grace 
so  much  changed,  Mr.  Fothergill  had  made  a 
little  attempt  at  dictation  himself,  but  had  rpceded 
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with  fingers  very  much  scorched  in  the  attempt. 
It  was  indeed  possible  that  the  duke  was  becom- 
ing in  the  slightest  degree  weary  of  Lady  Glen- 
cora's  thraldom,  and  that  he  thought  that  Ma- 
dame Max  Goesler  might  be  more  tender  with 
him.  Jladame  Max  Goesler,  howsver,  intended 
to  be  tender  only  on  one  condition. 

When  Lady  Glencora  entered  the  room,  Ma- 
dame Goesler  received  her  beautifully.  "  IIow 
lucky  that  you  should  have  come  just  when  his 
grace  is  here,"  she  said. 

"  I  saw  my  uncle's  carriage,  and  of  course  I 
knew  it,"  said  Lady  Glencora. 

"  Then  the  favor  is  to  him,"  said  Madame 
Goesler,  smiling. 

"  No,  indeed  ;  I  was  coming.  If  my  word  is 
to  be  doubted  in  that  point,  I  must  insist  on  hav- 
ing the  servant  up  ;  I  must,  certainly.  I  told 
him  to  drive  to  this  door,  as  far  back  as  Grosve- 
nor  Street.  Did  I  not,  Planty?"  Planty  was 
the  little  Lord  Silverbi-idge,  as  was  to  be,  if  noth- 
ing unfortunate  intervened,  who  was  now  sitting 
on  his  granduncle's  knee. 

"  You  said  to  the  little  house  in  Park  Lane," 
said  the  boy. 

"Yes — because  I  forgot  the  number." 

"  And  it  is  the  smallest  house  in  Park  Lane, 
so  the  evidence  is  complete,"  said  Madame  Goes- 
ler. Lady  Glencora  had  not  cared  much  for 
evidence  to  convince  Madame  Goesler,  but  she 
had  not  wished  her  uncle  to  think  that  he  was 
watclied  and  hunted  down.  It  might  be  neces- 
sary tliat  he  should  know  that  he  was  watched, 
hut  things  had  not  come  to  that  as  yet. 

"  How  is  Plantagenet  ?''  asked  the  duke. 

"Answer  for  papa,"  said  Lady  Glencora  to 
her  child. 

"Papa  is  very  well,  but  he  almost  never  comes 
home.'" 

"He  is  working  for  his  country,"  said  the 
duke.  "  Your  papa  is  a  busy,  useful  man,  and 
can't  afford  time' to  play  with  a  little  boy  as  I 
can." 

"  But  papa  is  not  a  duke." 

"  He  will  be  some  day,  and  that  probably  be- 
fore long,  my  boy.  He  will  be  a  duke  quite  as 
soon  as  he  wants  to  be  a  duke.  He  likes  the 
House  of  Commons  better  than  the  strawberry 
leaves,  I  fancy.  There  is  not.a  man  in  England 
less  in  a  hurry  than  he  is." 

"  No,  indeed,"  said  Lady  Glencora. 

"  How  nice  that  is,"  said  Madame  Goesler. 

"And  I  ain't  iu  a  hurry  either — am  I  mam- 
ma?" said  the  little  future  Lord  Silverbridge. 

"You  are  a  wicked  little  monkey,"  said  his 
granduncle,  kissing  him.  At  this  moment  Lady 
Glencora  was,  no  doubt,  thinking  how  necessary 
it  was  that  she  should  be  careful  to  see  that  things 
did  turn  out  in  the  manner  proposed — so  that 
people  who  had  waited  should  not  be  disappoint- 
ed ;  and  the  duke  was  perhaps  thinking  tliat  he 
was  not  absolutely  bound  to  his  nephew  by  any 
law  of  God  or  man ;  and  Madame  Max  Goes- 
ler— I  wonder  whether  her  thoughts  were  injuri- 
ous to  the  prospects  of  that  handsome  bold-faced 
little  boy. 

Lady  Glencora  rose  to  take  her  leave  first. 
It  was  not  for  her  to  show  any  anxiety  to  force 
the  duke  out  of  the  lady's  presence.  If  the  duke 
were  resolved  to  make  a  fool  of  himself,  nothing 
that  she  could  do  would  prevent  it.  But  she 
thought  that  this  little  inspection  might  possibly 


be  of  service,  and  that  her  uncle's  ardor  would 
be  cooled  by  the  interruption  to  which  he  had 
been  subjected.  So  she  went,  and  immediately 
afterward  the  duke  followed  her.  The  interrup- 
tion had,  at  any  rate,  saved  him  on  tiuit  occa- 
sion from  making  the  highest  bid  for  the  pleas- 
ure of  Madame  Goesler's  company  at  Como. 
The  duke  went  down  with  the  little  boy  in  his 
hand,  so  that  there  was  not  an  opportunity  for  a 
single  word  of  interest  between  the  gentleman 
and  the  lady. 

Madame  Goesler,  when  she  was  alone,  seated 
herself  on  her  sofa,  tucking  her  feet  up  under  her 
as  though  she  were  seated  somewhere  in  the  East, 
pushed  her  ringlets  back  roughly  from  her  face, 
and  then  placed  her  two  hands  to  her  sides  so 
that  her  thumbs  rested  tightly  on  her  girdle. 
When  alone  with  something  weighty  on  her  mind 
she  would  sit  in  this  form  for  the  hour  together, 
resolving,  or  trying  to  resolve,  what  should  be  her 
conduct.  She  did  few  things  without  much 
thinking,  and  though  she  walked  very  boldly,  she 
walked  warily.  She  often  told  herself  that  such 
success  as  she  had  achieved  could  not  have  been 
achieved  without  much  caution.  And  yet  she 
was  ever  discontented  with  herself,  telling  herself 
that  all  that  she  had  done  was  nothing,  or  worse 
than  nothing.  What  was  it  all,  to  have  a  duke 
and  to  have  lords  dining  with  her,  to  dine  with 
lords  or  with  a  duke  itself,  if  life  were  dull  with 
her,  and  the  hours  hung  heavy !  Life  with  her 
was  dull,  and  the  hours  did  hang  heavy.  And 
what  if  she  caught  this  old  man,  and  became 
herself  a  duchess — caught  him  by  means  of  his 
weakness,  to  the  inexpressible  dismay  of  all  those 
who  were  bound  to  him  by  ties  of  blood,  would 
that  make  her  life  hapjjier,  or  her  hours  less  te- 
dious? That  prospect  of  a  life  on  the  Italian 
lakes  with  an  old  man  tied  to  her  side  was  not 
so  charming  in  her  eyes,  as  it  was  in  those  of  the 
duke.  Were  she  to  succeed,  and  to  be  blazoned 
forth  to  the  world  as  Duchess  of  Omnium,  what 
would  she  have  gained  ? 

She  perfectly  understood  the  motive  of  Lady 
Glencora's  visit,  and  thought  that  she  would  at 
any  rate  gain  something  in  the  very  triumph  of 
baffling  the  manoeuvres  of  so  clever  a  woman. 
Let  Lady  Glencora  throw  her  JEgis  before  the 
duke,  and  it  would  be  something  to  carry  off  his 
grace  from  beneath  the  protection  of  so  thick  a 
shield.  The  very  flavor  of  the  contest  was  pleas- 
ing to  ]Madame  Goesler.  But,  the  victory  gain- 
ed, what  then  would  remain  to  her  ?  Money 
she  had  already ;  position,  too,  she  had  of  her 
own.     She  was  free  as  air,  and  should  it  suit  her 

I  at  any  time  to  go  off  to  some  lake  of  Como  in 
society  that  would  personallyie  more  agreeable 
to  her  than  that  of  the  Duke  of  Omnium,  there 
was  nothing  to  hinder  her  for  a  moment.  And 
then  came  a  smile  over  her  face — but  the  saddest 
smile — as  she  thought  of  one  with  whom  it 
might  be  pleasant  to  look  at  the  color  of  Italian 
skies  and  feel  the  softness  of  Italian  breezes. 
In  feigning  to  like  to  do  this  with  an  old  man, 

:  in  acting  the  raptures  of  love  on  behalf  of  a  worn- 

I  out  duke,  who  at  the  best  would  scarce  believe 
in  her  acting,  there  would  not  be  much  delight 
for  her.  She  had  never  yet  known  what  it  was 
to  have  any  thing  of  the  pleasure  of  love.  She 
had  grown,  as  she  often  told  herself,  to  be  a  hard, 
cautious,  selfish,  successful  woman,  without  any 

,  interference  or  assistance  from  such   pleasure. 
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Might  tlicre  not  be  yet  time  left  for  her  to  try  it 
without  selfishness — witli  an  absolute  devotion 
of  self — if  only  she  could  find  the  right  compan- 
ion ?  There  was  one  wlio  might  be  such  a  com- 
panion, but  the  Duke  of  Omnium  certainly  could 
not  be  such  a  one. 

But  to  be  Duchess  of  Omnium  !  After  all, 
success  in  this  world  is  every  thing — is  at  any 
rate  the  only  thing  the  pleasure  of  which  will 
endure.  There  was  the  name  of  many  a  woman 
written  in  a  black  list  within  ]Madame  Goesler's 
breast — written  there  because  of  scorn,  because 
of  rejected  overtures,  because  of  deep  social  in- 
jury ;  and  Madame  Goesler  told  herself  often  that 
it  would  be  a  pleasure  to  her  to  use  the  list,  and  ^ 
to  be  revenged  on  those  who  had  ill-used  and  j 
^scornfully  treated  hei'.  She  did  not  readily  for- 
give those  who  had  injured  her.  As  Duchess 
of  Omnium  she  thought  that  probably  she  might 
use  that  list  with  efficacy.  Lady  Glencora  had 
treated  her  well,  and  she  had  no  such  feeling 
against  Lady  Glencora.  As  Duchess  of  Omnium 
she  would  accept  Lady  Glencora  as  her  dearest 
friend,  if  Lady  Glencora  would  admit  it.  But 
if  it  should  be  necessary  that  there  should  be  a 
little  duel  between  them,  as  to  which  of  them 
should  take  the  duke  in  hand,  the  duel  must  of 
course  be  fought.  In  a  matter  so  important, 
one  woman  would  of  course  expect  no  f;\lse  senti-  ; 
mcnt  from  another.  She  and  Lady  Glencora 
would  understand  each  other — and  no  doubt,  re-  j 
spect  each  other. 

I  have  said  that  she  would  sit  there  resolving, 
or  trying  to  resolve.     There  is  nothing  in  the 
world  so  difficult  as  that  task  of  making  up  one's 
mind.     Who  is  there  that  has  not  longed  that 
the  power  and  privilege  of  selection  among  al- 
ternatives should  be  taken  away  from  him  in  some 
im])ortant  crisis  of  his  life,  and  that  his  conduct  ; 
shotdd  be  arranged  for  him,  either  this  way  or  j 
that,  by  some  divine  power  if  it  were  jwssible — 
by  some  patriarchal  power  in  the  absence  of  di- 
vinity— or  by  chance  even,  if  nothing  better  than 
chance  could  be  found  to  do  it  ?     But  no  one 
dares  to  cast  the  die,  and  to  go  honestly  by  the  | 
hazard.     There  must  be  the  actinil  necessity  of 
obeying  the  die  before  even  the  die  can  be  of  any 
use.     As  it  was,  wdien  Madame  Goesler  had  sat 
there  for  an  hour,  till  her  legs  were  tired  beneath 
her,  she  had  not  resolved.     It  must  be  as  her 
impulse  should  direct  her  when  the  important  \ 
moment  came.     There  was  not  a  soul  on  earth 
to  whom  she  could  go  for  counsel,  and  when  she 
asked  herself  for  counsel,  the  counsel  would  not  i 
come.  I 

Two  days  afterward  the  duke  called  again,  j 
He  would  come  gaperally  on  a  Thursday — early, 
so  that  he  might  oe  there  before  other  visitors; 
and  he  had  already  quite  learned  that  when  he 
was  there  other  visitors  would  probably  be  refused 
admittance.  How  Lady  Glencoi"a  had  made 
her  way  in,  telling  the  servant  that  her  uncle  was 
there,  he  had  not  understood.  That  visit  had 
been  made  on  the  Thursday,  but  now  became  on  I 
the  Saturday — having,  I  regret  to  say,  sent  down 
some  early  fruit  from  his  own  hot-houses — or 
from  Covent  Garden — with  a  little  note  on  the 
previous  day.  The  grapes  might  have  been  very 
well,  but  the  note  was  injudicious.  There  were 
three  lines  about  the  grapes,  as  to  which  there  was 
some  special  history,  the  vine  having  been  brought 
from  the  garden  of  some  villa  in  which  some  ill- 


used  queen  had  lived  and  died;  and  then  there 
was  a  jMDstscript  in  one  line  to  say  that  the  duke 
would  call  on  the  foUovviug  morning.  I  do  not 
think  that  he  had  meant  to  add  this  when  he 
began  his  note  ;  but  then  children,  who  want  the 
top  brick,  want  it  so  badly,  and  cry  for  it  so  per- 
versely ! 

Of  course  Madame  Goesler  was  at  home. 
But  even  then  she  had  not  made  up  her  mind. 
She  liad  made  up  her  mind  only  to  tliis — that  he 
should  be  made  to  speak  plainly,  and  that  she 
would  take  lime  for  her  reply.  Not  even  with 
such  a  gem  as  the  duke's  coronet  before  her  eyes, 
would  she  jump  at  it.  "Where  there  was  so  much 
doubt,  there  need  at  least  be  no  im])atience. 

"  You  ran  away  the  other  day,  duke,  because 
you  could  not  resist  the  charm  of  that  little  boy," 
she  said,  laughing. 

"  He  is  a  dear  little  boy — but  it  was  not  that," 
he  answered. 

"  Then  what  was  it  ?  Your  niece  carried  you 
off"  in  a  whirlwind.  She  was  come  and  gone, 
taking  you  with  her,  in  half  a  minute." 

"  She  had  disturbed  me  when  I  was  thinking 
of  something,"  said  the  duke. 

"Things  shouldn't  be  thought  of — not  so  deep- 
ly as  that."  JNIadame  Goesler  was  playing  with 
a  bunch  of  his  grapes  now,  eating  one  or  two, 
from  a  small  china  plate  which  had  stood  upon 
the  table,  and  he  thought  that  he  had  never  seen 
a  woman  so  graceful  and  yet  so  natural.  "Will 
you  not  eat  your  own  grapes  with  me  ?  They 
are  delicious — flavored  with  the  poor  queen's  sor- 
rows." He  shook  his  head,  knowing  that  it  did 
not  suit  his  gastric  juices  to  have  to  deal  with 
fruit  eaten  at  odd  times.  "Never  think,  duke. 
I  am  convinced  that  it  does  no  good.  It  simply 
means  doubting,  and  doubt  always  leads  to  error. 
The  safest  way  in  tlie  world  is  to  do  nothing." 

"I  believe  so,"  said  the  duke. 

"  Much  the  safest.  But  if  you  have  not  suffi- 
cient command  over  yourself  to  enable  you  to  sit 
in  repose,  always  quiet,  never  committing  your- 
self to  the  chance  of  any  danger,  then  take  a 
leap  in  the  dark ;  or  rather  many  leaps.  A 
stumbling  horse  regains  his  footing  liy  persever- 
ing in  his  onward  course.  As  for  moving  cau- 
tiously, that  I  detest." 

"And  yet  one  must  think  —  for  instance, 
whether  one  will  succeed  or  not." 

"  Take  that  for  granted  always.  Remember,  I 
do  not  recommend  motion  at  all.  Repose  is  my 
idea  of  life — repose  and  grapes." 

The  duke  sat  for  a  while  silent,  takmg  his  re- 
pose as  far  as  the  outer  man  was  concerned,  look- 
ing at  his  top  brick  of  the  chimney,  as  from 
time  to  time  she  ate  one  of  his  grajies.  Proba- 
bly she  did  not  eat  above  half  a  dozen  of  them 
altogether,  but  he  thought  that  the  grapes  must 
have  been  made  for  the  woman,  she  was  so  pretty 
in  the  eating  of  them.  But  it  was  necessary  that 
he  should  sjjcak  at  last.  "  Have  you  been  think- 
ing of  coming  to  Como?"  he  said. 

"  I  told  you  that  I  never  think." 

"  But  I  want  an  answer  to  my  proposition." 

"  I  thought  I  had  answered  your  grace  on  that 
question."  Then  she  put  down  the  grapes,  and 
moved  herself  on  her  chair,  so  that  she  sat  with 
her  face  turned  away  from  him. 

"  But  a  request  to  a  lady  may  be  made  twice." 

"Oh  yes.  And  I  am  grateful,  knowing  how 
far  it  is  from  your  intention  to  do  me  any  harm. 
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And  I  am  somewhat  ashamed  of  my  warmth  on 
the  other  day.  But  still  there  can  be  but  one 
answer.  There  are  delights  which  a  woman  must 
deny  herself,  let  them  be  ever  so  delightful." 

"  I  had  thought — "  the  duke  began,  and  then 
he  stopped  himself. 

"  Your  grace  was  saying  that  you  thought — " 

"ilarie,  a  man  at  my  age  does  not  like  to  be 
denied." 

"What  man  likes  to  be  denied  any  thing  by 
a  woman  at  any  age  ?  A  woman  who  denies 
any  thing  is  called  cruel  at  once — even  though  it 
be  her  very  soul."  She  had  turned  round  u])on 
him  now,  and  was  leaning  forward  toward  him 
from  her  chair,  so  that  he  could  touch  her  if  he 
put  out  his  hand. 

He  ])ut  out  Ills  hand  and  touched  her.  "  Ma- 
rie," he  said,  "  will  you  deny  me  if  I  ask?" 

"Na\-,  my  lord;  how  shall  I  say?  There  is 
many  a  trifle  I  would  deny  you.  There  is  many 
a  great  gift  I  would  give  you  willingly." 

"  But  the  greatest  gift  of  all  ?" 

"i\Iy  lord,  if  you  have  any  thing  to  say,  you 
must  say  it  plainly.  There  never  was  a.  woman 
worse  than  I  am  at  the  reading  of  riddles." 

"  Could  you  endure  to  live  in  the  quietude  of 
an  Italian  lake  with  an  old  man?"  Now  he 
touched  her  again,  and  had  taken  her  hand. 

"No,  my  lord — nor  with  a  young  one — for  all 
my  days.  But  I  do  not  know  that  age  would 
guide  me." 

Then  the  duke  rose  and  made  his  proposition 
in  form.  "  ]Marie,  yo  i  know  that  I  love  you. 
Why  is  it  that  I  at  my  age  should  feel  so  sore  a 
love,  I  can  not  say." 

"  So  sore  a  love!" 

"  So  sore,  if  it  be  not  gratified.  Marie,  I  ask 
you  to  be  my  wife." 

"Duke  of  Omnium,  this  from  yoa!" 

"  Yes,  from  me.  My  coronet  is  at  your  feet. 
If  you  will  allow  me  to  raise  it,  I  will  place  it  on 
your  brow." 

Then  she  went  away  from  him,  and  seated  her- 
self at  a  distance.  After  a  moment  or  two  he 
followed  her,  and  stood  with  his  arm  upon  her 
shoulder.  "You  will  give  me  an  answer,  Ma- 
rie?" 

"You  can  not  have  thought  of  this,  my  lord." 

"  Nay  ;  I  have  thought  of  it  much." 

•'  And  your  friends  ?" 

"  My  dear,  I  may  venture  to  please  myself  in 
this — as  in  any  thing.-  Will  you  not  answer  me  ?" 

"Certainly  not  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
my  lord.  Think  how  high  is  the  position  you 
offer  me,  and  how  immense  is  the  change  you 
propose  to  me.  Allow  me  two  days,  and  I  will 
answer  you  by  letter.  I  am  so  fluttered  now 
that  I  must  leave  you."  Then  he  came  to  her, 
took  her  hand,  kissed  her  brow,  and  opened  the 
door  for  her. 


CHAPTER  LXI. 


ANOTHER  DUEL. 


It  happened  that  there  were  at  this  time  cer- 
tain matters  of  business  to  be  settled  between  the 
Duke  of  Omnium  and  his  nephew  Mr.  Palliser, 
respecting  which  the  latter  called  upon  his  uncle 
on  the  morning  after  the  duke  had  committed 
himself  by  his  offer.     Mr,  Palliser  had  come  by 


appointment  made  with  Mr.  Fothergill,  the  duke's 
man  of  business,  and  had  expected  to  meet  Mr. 
Fothergill.  Mr.  Fothergill,  however,  was  not 
with  the  duke,  and  the  uncle  told  the  nephew 
that  the  business  had  been  postponed.  Then 
Mr.  Palliser  asked  some  question  as  to  the  rea- 
son of  such  postponement,  not  meaning  much  by 
his  question — and  the  duke,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  answered  him,  meaning  very  much 
by  his  answer.'  "  The  truth  is,  Plantageuet,  that 
it  is  possible  that  I  may  marry,  and  if  so  this  ar- 
rangement would  not  suit  me." 

"Are  you  going  to  be  married?"  asked  the 
astonished  nephew. 

"  It  is  not  exactly  that — but  it  is  possible  that 
I  may  do  so.  Since  I  proposed  this  matter  to 
Fothergill  I  have  been  thinking  over  it,  and  I 
have  changed  my  mind.  It  will  make  but  little 
difference  to  you  ;  and  after  all  you  are  a  far 
richer  man  than  I  am.'' 

"I  am  not  thinking  of  money,  duke,"  said 
Plantagenet  Palliser. 

"Of  what  then  were  you  thinking?'" 

"  Simply  of  what  you  told  me.  I  do  not  in 
the  least  mean  to  interfere." 

"I  hope  not,  Plantagenet." 

"  But  I  could  not  hear  such  a  statement  from 
you  without  some  surprise.  W^hatever  you  do  I 
hope  will  tend  to  make  you  happy." 

So  much  passed  between  the  uncle  and  the 
nephew,  and  what  the  uncle  told  to  the  ncjihew, 
the  nephew  of  course  told  to  his  wife.  "He 
was  with  her  again,  yesterday,"  said  Lady  Glen- 
cora,  "  for  more  than  an  hour.  And  he  had 
been  half  the  morning  dressing  himself  before 
he  went  to  her." 

"  He  is  not  engaged  to  her,  or  he  would  have 
told  me,"  said  Plantagenet  Palliser. 

"I  think  he  would,  but  there  is  no  knowing. 
At  the  present  moment  I  have  only  one  doubt — 
whether  to  act  upon  him  or  upon  her." 

"  I  do  not  see  that  you  can  do  good  by  going 
to  either." 

"Well,  we  will  see.  If  she  be  the  woman  I 
take  her  to  bo,  I  think  I  could  do  something  with 
her.  I  have  never  supposed  her  to  be  a  bad  wom- 
an— never  mind.  I  will  think  of  it."  Then 
Lady  Glencora  left  her  husband,  and  did  not 
consult  him  afterward  as  to  the  course  she  would 
pursue.  He  had  his  budget  to  manage,  and  his 
speeches  to  make.  The  little  affair  of  the  duke 
and  Madame  Goesler,  she  thought  it  best  to  take 
into  her  own  hands  without  any  assistance  from 
him.  "  What  a  fool  I  was,"  she  said  to  herself, 
"  to  have  her  down  there  when  the  duke  was  at 
Matching." 

Madame  Goesler,  when  she  was  left  alone,  felt 
that  now  indeed  she  must  make  up  her  riind. 
She  had  asked  for  two  daj-s.  Tiie  intervening 
day  was  a  Sunday,  and  on  the  Monday  she  must 
send  her  answer.  She  might  doubt  at  any  rate 
for  this  one  night,  the  Saturday  night,  and  sit 
playing,  as  it  were,  with  the  coronet  of  a  duch- 
ess in  her  lap.  She,  had  been  born  the  daughter 
of  a  small  country  attorney,  and  now  a  duke  had 
asked  her  to  be  his  wife — and  a  duke  who  was 
acknowledged  to  stand  above  otljer  dukes !  Noth- 
ing at  any  rate  could  rob  her  of  tliat  satisfoction. 
Whatever  resolution  she  might  form  at  last,  she 
had  by  her  own  resources  reached  a  point  of  suc- 
cess in  remembering  which  there  would  always 
be  a  keen  gratification.     It  would  be  much  to  be 
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Duchess  of  Omnium  ;  but  it  would  be  something 
also  to  have  refused  to  be  a  Duchess  of  Omnium. 
During  that  evening,  that  niglit,  and  the  next 
morning,  she  remained  playing  with  the  coronet 
in  her  lap.  She  would  not  go  to  church.  What 
good  could  any  sermon  do  her  while  that  bawble 
*vas  dangling  before  her  eyes  ?  After  church- 
time,  about  two  o'clock,  Phineas  Finn  came  to 
her.  Just  at  this  period  riiineas  would  come  to 
her  often — sometimes  full  of  a,  n5w  decision  to 
forget  A''ioiet  Effingham  altogether,  at  others 
minded  to  continue  his  siege  let  the  h6pe  of  suc- 
cess be  ever  so  small.  He  had  now  heard  that 
Violet  and  Lord  Chiltern  had  in  truth  quarreled, 
and  was  of  course  anxious  to  be  advised  to  con- 
tinue the  siege.  •  When  he  first  came  in  and 
.spoke  a  word  or  two  to  Madame  Goesler  in  which 
there  was  no  reference  to  Violet  Effingham,  tliere 
came  upon  her  a  strong  wish  to  decide  at  once 
that  she  would  play  no  longer  with  the  coronet, 
that  tlie  gem  was  not  worth  the  cost  slie  would 
be  called  upon  to  pay  for  it.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  world  better  for  her  than  tlie  coro- 
net—  if  only  it  might  be  had.  But  within  ten 
minutes  he  had  told  her  the  wliole  tale  about 
Lord  Chiltern,  and  how  he  had  seen  Violet  at 
Lady  Baldock's — and  how  there  might  yet  be 
hope  for  him,  What  would  she  advise  him  to 
do?  "Go  home,  filr.  Finn,"  she  said,  "and 
write  a  sonnet  to  her  eyebrow.  See  if  that  will 
have  any  effi^ct." 

"Ah,  well!  It  is  natural  that  you  should 
laugh  at  me ;  but,  somehow,  I  did  not  expect  it 
from  you." 

"  Do  not  be  angry  with  me.  What  I  mean  is 
that  such  little  things  seem  to  influence  this  Vio- 
let of  yours." 

"Do  they?  I  have  not  found  that  they  do 
so." 

"  If  she  had  loved  Lord  Chiltern  she  would 
not  have  quarreled  with  him  for  a  few  words. 
If  she  had  loved  you,  she  would  not  have  ac- 
cepted Lord  Chiltern.  If  she  loves  neitiier  of 
you,  she  should  say  so.  I  am  losing  my  respect 
for  her." 

"Do  not  say  that,  IMadame  Goesler.  I  re- 
spect her  as  strongly  as  I  love  her."  Then  IMa- 
dame Goesler  almost  made  up  her  mind  that  she 
would  have  the  coronet.  There  was  a  substance 
about  the  coronet  that  would  not  elude  her  grasp. 

Late  that  afternoon,  whife  she  was  still  hesi- 
tating, there  came  anotHer  caller  to  tlie  cottage 
in  Park  Lane.  She  was  still  hesitating,  feeling 
that  she  had  as  yet  another  night  before  her. 
Should  she  be  Duchess  of  Omnium  or  not  ?  All 
that  slie  wished  to  be,  she  could  not  be — but  to 
be  Duchess  of  Omnium  was  Avithin  her  reach. 
Thqo  she  began  to  ask  herself  various  questions. 
Would  tlie  ((uecn  refuse  to  accept  her  in  her  new 
rank  ?  Refuse  !  How  could  any  queen  refuse 
toaccept  licr?  She  had  not  done  aught  amiss 
in  life.  There  was  no  slur  on  her  name ;  no 
stain  on  her  character.  What,  though  her  father 
had  been  a  small  attorney,  and  her  first  husband 
a  Jew  banker !  She  had  broken  no  law  of  God 
or  man,  had  been  accused  of  breaking  no  law, 
which  breaking  or  which  accusation  need  stand 
in  the  way  of  her  being  as  good  a  duchess  as  any 
other  woman  !  She  was  sitting  thinking  of  tliis, 
almost  angry  with  herself  at  the  awe  with  which 
the  proposed  rank  inspired  her,  when  Lady  Glen- 
cora  was  announced  to  her. 


"Madame  Goesler, "  said  Lady  Glencora,  "I 
am  very  glad  to  find  you." 

"And  I  more  than  equally  so,  to  be  found," 
said  Madame  Goesler,  smiling. 

"  My  uncle  has  been  with  you  since  I  saw  vou 
last?" 

"Oh  yes;  more  than  once  if  I  remember 
right.     He  was  here  yesterday  at  any  rate." 

"  He  comes  often  to  you  then  ?" 

"  Not  so  often  as  I  would  w  ish,  Lady  Glencora. 
The  duke  is  one  of  my  dearest  friends." 

"  It  has  been  a  quick  friendship." 

"Yes  —  a  quick  friendship,"  said  Madame 
Goesler.  Then  there  was  a  pause  for  some  mo- 
ments which  Madame  Goesler  was  determined 
that  she  would  not  break.  It  was  clear  to  her 
now  on  what  ground  Lady  Glencora  had  come 
to  her,  and  she  was  fully  minded  that  if  she 
conld  bear  the  full  light  of  the  god  himself  in 
all  his  glor}^  she  would  not  allow  herself  to  be 
scorched  by  any  reflected  heat  coming  from  the 
god's  niece.  She  thought  she  could  endure  any 
thing  that  Lady  Glencora  might  say ;  but  she 
would  wait  and  hear  what  might  be  said. 

"  I  think,  Madame  Goesler,  that  I  had  better 
hurry  on  to  my  subject  at  once,"  said  Lady  Glen- 
cora, almost  hesitating  as  she  spoke,  and  feeling 
that  the  color  was  rushing  up  to  her  cheeks  and 
covering  her  brow.  "  Of  course,  wliat  I  have  to 
say  will  be  disagreeable ;  of  course  I  shall  offend 
you.     And  j'et  I  do  not  mean  it." 

"I  shall  be  oflTended  at  nothing,  Lady  Glen- 
cora, unless  I  think  that  you  mean  to  ottend  me." 

"  I  protest  that  I  do  not.  You  have  seen  my 
little  boy." 

"Yes,  indeed.  The  sweetest  child  !  God  nev- 
er gave  me  any  thing  half  so  precious  as  that." 

"He  is  the  duke"s  heir." 

"  So  I  understand." 

"For  myself,  by  my  honor  as  a  woman,  I  care 
nothing.  I  am  rich,  and  have  all  that  the  world 
can  give  me.  For  my  husband,  in  this  matter,  I 
care  nothing.  His  career  he  will  make  for  him- 
self, and  it  will  depend  on  no  title." 

"  Why  all  this  to  me,  Lady  Glencora  ?  What 
have  I  to  do  with  your  husband's  titles?" 

"Much — if  it  be  true  that  there  is  an  idea  of 
marriage  between  you  and  the  Duke  of  Omni- 
um." 

"Pshaw !"  said  Madame  Goesler,  with  all  the 
scorn  of  which  she  was  mistress. 

"It  is  untrue,  then?"  asked  Lady  Glencora. 

"  No ;  it  is  not  untrue.  There  is  an  idea  of 
such  a  marriage." 

"And  you  are  engaged  to  him?" 

"No;  I  am  not  engaged  to  him." 

"  Has  he  asked  you  ?" 

"Lad^-  Glencora,  I  really  must  say  that  such 
a  cross-questioning  from  one  lady  to  another  is 
very  unusual.  I  have  promised  not  to  be  ofl'end- 
ed,  unless  I  thought  that  you  wished  to  oft'end 
me.     But  do  not  drive  me  too  far." 

"IMadame  Goesler,  if  you  will  tell  me  that  I 
am  mistaken,  I  will  beg  your  pardon,  and  offer 
to  you  the  most  sincere  friendship  which  one 
woman  can  give  another." 

"  Lady  Glencora,  I  can  tell  you  nothing  of  the 
kind." 

"Then  it  is  to  be  so  !  And  have  you  thought 
what  you  would  gain?" 

"I  have  thought  much  of  what  I  should  gain 
and  something  also  of  what  I  should  lose." 
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"You  have  money." 

"  Yes,  indeed  ;  plenty — for  wants  so  moderate 
as  mine." 

"And  position."     . 

"Well,  yes  :  a  sort  of  position.  Not  such  as 
yours,  Lady  Glencorn.  That,  if  it  be  not  born 
to  a  woman,  can  only  come  to  her  from  a  hus- 
band.    She  can  not  win  it  for  herself." 

"You  are  free  as  air,  going  where  you  like, 
and  doins  what  you  like." 

"  Too  free,  sometimes,"  said  Madame  Goesler. 

"And  what  will  you  gain  by  changing  all  this 
simply  for  a  title?" 

"But  for  such  a  title.  Lady  Glencora!  It 
may  be  little  to  you  to  be  Duchess  of  Omnium, 
but  think  what  it  must  be  to  me!" 

"  And  for  this  you  will  not  hesitate  to  rob  him 
of  all  his  friends,  to  embitter  his  future  life,  to 
degrade  him  among  his  peers — " 

"  Desirade  him  I  "Who  dares  say  that  I  shall 
degrade  him  ?  He  will  exalt  me,  but  I  shall  no 
whit  degrade  him.  You  forget  yourself,  Lady 
Glencora." 

"Ask  any  one.  It  is  not  that  I  despise  you. 
If  I  did,  would  I  oifer  you  my  hand  in  friend- 
ship? But  an  old  man,  over  seventy,  carrying 
the  weight  and  burden  of  such  rank  as  his,  will 
degrade  himself  in  the  eyes  of  his  fellows,  if  he 
marries  a  young  woman  without  rank,  let  her  be 
ever  so  clever,  ever  so  beautiful.  A  Duke  of 
Omnium  may  not  do  as  he  pleases,  as  may  an- 
other man." 

"  It  may  be  well,  Lady  Glencora,  for  other 
dukes,  and  for  the  daughters  and  heirs  and  cous- 
ins of  other  dukes,  that  his  grace  should  try  that 
question.  I  will,  if  you  wish  it,  argue  this  mat- 
ter with  you  on  many  points,  but  I  will  not  allow 
you  to  say  that  I  should  degrade  any  man  whom 
i  might  marry.  My  name  is  as  unstained  as 
your  own." 

"I  meant  nothing  of  that,"  said  Lady  Glen- 
cora. 

"  For  him — I  certainly  would  not  willingly 
injure  him.  Who  wishes  to  injure  a  friend  ? 
And  in  truth  I  have  so  little  to  gain,  that  the 
temptation  to  do  him  an  injury,  if  I  thought  it 
one,  is  not  strong.  For  your  little  boy.  Lady 
Glencora,  I  think  your  fears  are  premature." 
As  she  said  this,  there  came  a  smile  over  her 
face,  which  threatened  to  break  from  control 
and  almost  become  laughter.  "But,  if  you  will 
allow  me  to  say  so,  my  mind  will  not  be  turned 
against  this  marriage  half  so  strongly  by  any 
arguments  you  can  use  as  by  those  which  I  can 
adduce  myself.  You  have  nearly  driven  me  into 
it,  by  telling  me  that  I  should  degrade  his  house. 
It  is  almost  incumbent  on  me  to  prove  that  you 
are  wrong.  But  you  had  better  leave  me  to  set- 
tle the  matter  in  my  own  bosom.  Y'ou  had  in- 
deed. " 

After  a  while  Lady  Glencora  did  leave  her — 
to  settle  the  matter  within  her  own  bosom — hav- 
iiig  no  other  alternative. 


CHAPTER  LXII. 

THE  LETTEE  THAT  WAS  SENT  TO  BRIGHTON". 

Monday  morning  came,  and  Madame  Goesler 
had  as  yet  written  no  answers  to  the  Duke  of 
Omnium.     Had  not  Lady  Glencora  gone  to  Park 


Lane  on  the  Sunday  afternoon,  I  think  the  letter 
would  have  been  written  on  that  day  ;  but,  what- 
ever may  have  been  the  effect  of  Lady  Glencora's 
visit,  it  so  far  disturbed  Madame  Goesler  as  to 
keep  her  from  her  writing-table.  There  was  yet 
another  night  for  thought,  and  then  the  letter 
should  be  written  on  the  Monday  morning. 

When  Lady  Glencora  left  Madame  Goesler 
she  went  at  onee  to  the  duke's  house.  It  was  her 
custom  to  see  her  husband's  uncle  on  a  Sunday, 
and  she  would  most  frequently  find  him  just  at 
this  hour — before  he  went  up  stairs  to  dress  fur 
dinner.  She  usually  took  her  boy  with  her,  but 
on  this  occasion  she  went  alone.  She  had  tried 
what  she  could  do  with  ^Madame  Goesler,  and  she 
found  that  she  had  failed.  She  must  now  make 
her  attempt  upon  the  duke.  But  the  duke,  per- 
haps anticipating  some  attack  of  the  kind,  had 
fled.  "  Where  is  his  grace.  Barker*?"  said  Lady 
Glencora  to  the  porter.  "We  do  not  know, 
your  ladyship.  His  grace  went  away  yesterday 
evening  with  nobody  but  Lapoule."  Lapoule 
was  the  duke's  French  valet.  Lady  Glencora 
could  only  return  home  and  consider  in  her  own 
mind  what  batteries  might  yet  be  brought  to  bear 
upon  the  duke,  toward  stopping  the  marriage, 
even  after  the  engagement  should  have  been 
made — if  it  were  to  be  made.  Lady  Glencora 
felt  that  such  batteries  might  still  be  brought 
up  as  would  not  improbably  have  an  effect  on  a 
proud,  weak  old  man.  If  all  other  resources 
failed,  royalty  in  gome  of  its  branches  might  be 
induced  to  make  a  request,  and  every  august  re- 
lation in  the  peerage  should  interfere.  The  duke 
no  doubt  might  persevere  and  marry  whom  he 
pleased — if  he  were  strong  enough.  But  it  re- 
quires much  personal  strength — that  standing 
alone  against  the  well-ai-med  batteries  of  all  one's 
friends.  Lady  Glencora  had  once  tried  such  a 
battle  on  her  own  behalf,  and  had  failed.  She 
had  wished  to  be  imprudent  when  she  was  young ; 
but  her  friends  had  been  too  strong  for  her. 
She  had  been  reduced,  and  kept  in  order,  and 
made  to  run  in  a  groove — and  was  now,  v.hen 
she  sat  looking  at  her  little  boy  with  his  bold  f:ice, 
almost  inclined  to  think  that  the  world  was  right, 
and  that  grooves  were  best.  But  if  she  had  been 
j  controlled  when  she  was  young,  so  ought  the 
1  duke  to  be  controlled,  now  that  he  was  old.  It 
is  all  very  well  for  ajpian  or  woman  to  boast  that 
he — or  she — may  do  wha.t  he  likes  with  his  own 
— or  with  her  own.  But  there  are  circumstances 
in  which  such  self-actioa  is  ruinous  to  so  many 
that  coercion  from  the  outside  becomes  absolute- 
,  ly  needed.  Nobody  had  felt  the  injustice  of  such 
coercion  when  applied  to  herself  more  sharply 
than  had  Lady  Glencora.  But  she  had  lived  to 
acknowledge  that  such  coercion  might  be  prop- 
er, and  was  now  prepared  to  use  it  in  any  shape 
in  which  it  might  be  made  available.  It  was  all 
very  well  for  ^Madame  Goesler  to  laugh  and  ex- 
claim, "Pshaw,"  when  Lady  Glencora  declared 
her  real  trouble.  But  should  it  ever  come  to 
pass  that  a  black-browed  baby  with  a  yellow  skin 
should  be  shown  to  the  world  as  Lord  Silver- 
bridge,  Lady  Glencora  knew  that  her  peace  of 
mind  would  be  gone  forever.  She  had  begun 
the  world  desiring  one  thing,  and  had  missed  it. 
She  had  suffered  much,  and  had  then  reconciled 
herself  to  other  hopes.  If  those  other  hopes  were 
also  to  be  cut  away  from  her,  the  world  would  not 
be  worth  a  pinch  of  snuff  to  her.     The  duke  had 
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fled,  and  she  could  do  notliing  to-day ;  but  to- 
morrow she  would  begin  with  her  batteries. 
And  she  herself  had  done  the  mischief!  She 
liad  invited  this  woman  down  to  Matching ! 
Heaven  and  earth  !  that  such  a  man  as  the  duke 
should  be  sucii  a  fool  I  the  widow  of  a  Jew  bank- 
er !  He,  the  Duke  of  Omnium — and  thus  to  cut 
away  from  himself  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  all 
honor,  all  peace  of  mind,  all  the  grace  of  a  noble 
end  to  a  career  which,  if  not  very  noble  in  itself, 
had  received  the  praise  of  nobility  !  And  to  do 
this  for  a  thin,  black- browed,  yellow- visaged 
woman  with  ringlets  and  devil's  eyes,  and  a  beard 
on  her  nppcr  lip — a  Jewess — a  creature  of  whose 
habits  of  life  and  manners  of  thought  they  all 
were  absolutely  ignorant ;  who  drank,  possibly  ; 
who  might  have  been  a  forger,  for  what  any  one 
knew;  an  adventuress  who  had  found  her 'way 
into  society  by  her  art  and  perseverance — and 
who  did  not  even  pretend  to  have  a  relation  in  the 
world  !  That  such  a  one  should  have  influence 
enough  to  intrude  herself  into  the  house  of  Omni- 
um, and  blot  the  scutcheon,  and,  what  was  worst 
of  all,  perhaps  be  the  mother  of  future  dukes  ! 
Lady  Glencora,  in  her  anger,  was  very  unjust  to 
Madame  Goesler,  thinking  all  evil  of  her,  accus- 
ing her  in  her  mind  of  every  crime,  denying  her 
all  charm,  all  beauty.  Had  the  duke  forgotten 
himself  and  his  position  for  the  sake  of  some  fair 
girl  with  a  pink  complexion  and  gray  eyes,  and 
smooth  hair,  and  a  father.  Lady  Glencora 
thought  that  she  would  have  forgiven  it  better. 
It  might  be  that  IMadame  Goesler  should  win 
her  way  to  the  coronet ;  but  when  she  came  to 
put  it  on,  she  should  find  that  there  were  sharp 
thorns  inside  the  lining  of  it.  Not  a  woman 
worth  the  knowing  in  all  London  should  speak 
to  her — nor  a  man  either  of  those  men  with  whom 
a  Duchess  of  Omnium  would  wish  to  hold  con- 
verse. She  should  find  her  husband  rated  as  a 
doting  fool,  and  herself  rated  as  a  scheming  fe- 
male adventuress.  And  it  should  go  hard  with 
Lady  Glencora,  if  the  duke  were  not  separated 
from  his  new  duchess  before  the  end  of  the  fiist 
year  !  In  her  anger  Lady  Glencora  was  very  un- 
just. 

The  duke,  when  he  left  his  house  without  tell- 
ing his  household  whither  he  was  going,  did  send 
his  address  to — the  top  brick  of  the  chimney. 
His  note,  which  was  deliver^  at  Madame  Goes- 
ler's  house  late  on  the  Sunday  evening,  was  as 
follows  ;  "  I  am  to  have  your  answer  on  Monday. 
I  shall  be  at  Brighton.  Send  it  by  a  private 
messenger  to  the  Bedford  Hotel  there.  I  need 
not  tell  you  with  what  expectation,  with  what 
hope,  with  what  fear  I  shall  await  it. — 0."  Poor 
old  man  !  He  had  run  tiirough  all  the  pleasures 
of  life  too  quickly,  and  had  not  much  left  with 
which  to  amuse  himself.  At  length  he  had  his 
eyes  on  a  top  brick,  and  being  tired  of  every  thing 
else,  wanted  it  very  sorely.  Poor  old  man ! 
How  should  it  do  him  any  good,  even  if  he  got 
it?  iladame  Goesler,  when  she  received  the 
note,  sat  with  it  in  her  hand,  thinking  of  his  great 
want.  "  And  he  would  be  tired  of  his  new  play- 
thing after  a  month,"  she  said  to  herself.  But 
she  had  given  herself  to  the  next  morning,  and 
she  would  not  make  up  her  mind  that  night. 
She  would  sleep  once  more  with  the  coronet  of  a 
duchess  within  her  reach.  She  did  do  so;  and 
woke  in  the  morning  with  her  mind  absolutely  in 
doubt.    When  she  walked  down   to  breakfast, 


all  doubt  was  at  an  end.  The  time  had  come 
when  it  was  necessary  that  she  should  resolve, 
and  while  her  maid  was  brushing  her  hair  for 
her  she  did  make  her  resolytion. 

"Wiuit  a  tiling  it  is  to  be  a  great  lady,"  said 
the  maid,  who  may  probably  have  reflected  that 
the  Duke  of  Omnium  did  not  come  there  so  often 
for  nothing. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  Lotta?" 
"The  women  I  know,  madam.e,  talk  so  much 
of  their  countesses,  and  ladyships,  and  duchess- 
es.  I  would  never  rest  till  I  had  a  title  in  this 
country,  if  I  were  a  lady — and  rich  and  beau- 
tiful." 

'•And  can  the  countesses,  and  the  ladyships, 
and  the  duchesses  do  as  they  please?" 
"  Ahl  madame,  I  know  not  that." 
"But  I  know.  That  will  do,  Lotta.  Now 
leave  me."  Then  Madame  Goesler  had  made  up 
her  mind ;  but  I  do  not  know  whether  that  doubt 
as  to  having  her  own  way  had  much  to  do  with 
it.  As  the  wife  of  an  old  man  she  would  proba- 
bly have  had  much  of  her  own  way.  Immedi- 
ately after  breakfast  she  wrote  her  answer  to  the 
duke,  which  was  as  follows: 

"  Park  Lane,  Monday. 

"  Mt  dear  Duke  of  Omnium, — I  find  so  great 
a  difficulty  in  expressing  myself  to  your  grace  in 
a  written  letter,  that  since  you  left  me  I  have 
never  ceased  to  wish  that  I  had  been  less  nervous, 
less  doubting,  and  less  foolish,  when  you  were 
present  with  me  here  in  my  room.  I  might  then 
have  said  in  one  word  what  will  take  so  many 
awkward  words  to  explain. 

"  Great  as  is  the  honor  you  propose  to  confer 
on  me,  rich  as  is  the  gift  you  offer  to  me,  I  can 
not  accept  it.  I  can  not  be  your  grace's  wife.  I 
may  almost  say  that  I  knew  it  was  so  when  you 
parted  from  me  ;  but  the  surprise  of  the  situation 
took  away  from  me  a  part  of  my  judgment,  and 
made  me  unable  to  answer  you  as  I  should  have 
done.  My  lord,  the  truth  is,  that  I  am  not  fit 
to  be  the  wife  of  the  Duke  of  Omnium.  I  should 
injure  you  ;  and  thouph  I  should  raise  myself  in 
name,  I  should  injure  myself  in  character.  But 
you  must  not  think,  because  I  say  this,  that  there 
is  any  reason  why  I  should  not  be  an  honest 
man's  wife.  There  is  none.  I  have  nothing  on 
my  conscience  which  I  could  not  tell  to  you — or  to 
another  man ;  nothing  that  I  need  fear  to  tell 
to  all  the  world.  Indeed,  my  lord,  there  is  noth- 
ing to  tell  but  this — that  I  am  not  fitted  by  birth 
and  position  to  be  the  wife  of  the  Duke  of  Om- 
nium. You  would  have  to  blush  for  me,  and 
that  no  man  shall  ever  have  to  on  my  account. 

"  I  will  own  that  I  have  been  ambitious,  too 
ambitious,  and  have  been  pleased  to  think  that 
one  so  exalted  as  you  are,  one  whose  high  position 
is  so  rife  in  the  eyes  of  all  men,  should  have 
taken  pleasure  in  my  company.  I  will  confess 
to  a  foolish  woman's  silly  vanity  in  having  wish- 
ed to  be  known  to  be  the  friend  of  the  Duke  of. 
Omnium.  I  am  like  the  other  moths  that  flut- 
ter near  the  light  and  have  their  wings  burned. 
But  I  am  wiser  than  they  in  this,  that  having 
been  scorched,  I  know  that  I  must  keep  my  dis- 
tance. You  will  easily  believe  that  a  woman, 
such  as  I  am,  docs  not  refuse  to  ride  in  a  car- 
riage with  your  grace's  arms  on  the  panels  with- 
out a  regret.  I  am  no  philosopher.  I  do  not 
pretend  to  despise  the  rich  things  of  the  world, 
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or  the  high  things.  According  to  my  way  of 
thinking,  a  woman  ought  to  wish  to  be  Duch- 
ess of  Omnium — but  she  ought  to  wish  also  to 
be  able  to  carry  her  coronet  with  a  proper 
grace.  As  Madame  Goesler  I  can  live,  even 
among  mv  superiors,  at  my  ease.  As  your 
grace's  wife,  I  should  be  easy  no  longer— nor 
would  vour  grace. 

"  You  will  think  perhaps  that  what  I  write  is 
heartless,  that  I  speak  altogether  of  your  rank, 
and  not  at  all  of  the  affection  3-ou  have  shown  me, 
or  of  that  which  I  might  possibly  bear  toward 
you.  I  think  that  when  the  first  flush  of  passion 
IS  over  in  early  youth  men  and  women  should 
strive  to  regulate'their  love,  as  they  do  their  oth- 
er desires,  by  their  reason.  I  could  love  your 
grace,  fondly,  as  your  wife,  if  I  thought  it  well 
for  your  grace  or  for  myself  that  we  should  be 
man  and  wife.  As  I  think  it  would  be  ill  for 
both  of  us,  I  will  restrain  that  feeling,  and  re- 
member your  grace  ever  with  the  purest  feeling 
of  true  friendship. 

"  Bef(fl-e  I  close  this  letter,  I  must  utter  a  word 
of  gratitude.  In  the  kind  of  life  which  I  have 
led  as  a  widow,  a  life  which  has  been  very  isolated 
as  regards  true  fellowship,  it  has  been  my  greatest 
effort  to  obtain  the  good  opinion  of  those  among 
whom  I  have  attempted  to  make  my  way.  I 
may,  perhaps,  own  to  you  now  that  I  have  had 
many  difficulties.  A  woman  who  is  alone  in  the 
world  is  ever  regarded  with  suspicion.  In  the 
country  a  woman  with  a  foreign  name,  with 
means  derived  from  foreign  sources,  with  a  for- 
eign history,  is  specially  suspected.  I  have 
striven  to  live  that  down,  and  I  have  succeeded. 
But  in  my  wildest  dreams  I  never  dreamed  of 
such  success  as  this — that  the  Duke  of  Omnium 
should  think  me  the  worthiest  of  the  worthy. 
You  may  be  sure  that  I  am  not  ungrateful — that 
I  never  will  be  ungrateful.  And  I  trust  it  will 
not  derogate  from  your  opinion  of  my  worth,  that 
I  have  known  what  was  due  to  your  grace's  high- 
ness. I  have  the  honor  to  be,  my  lord  duke, 
your  most  obliged  and  faithful  servant, 

"  Marie  Max  Goesler." 

"  How  many  unmarried  women  in  England 
are  there  would  do  the  same  ?"  she  said  to  her- 
self, as  she  folded  the  paper,  and  put  it  into  an 
envelope,  and  sealed  the  cover.  The  moment 
that  the  letter  was  completed  she  sent  it  off,  as 
she  was  directed  to  send  it,  so  that  there  might 
be  no  possibility  of  repentance  and  subsequent 
hesitation.  She  had  at  last  made  up  her  mind, 
and  she  would  stand  by  the  making.  She  knew 
that  there  would  come  moments  in  which  she 
would  deeply  regret  the  opportunity  that  she 
had  lost — the  chance  of  greatness  that  she  had 
flung  away  from  her.  But  so  would  she  have 
often  regretted  it,  also,  had  she  accepted  the 
greatness.  Her  position  was  one  in  which  there 
must  be  regret,  let  her  decision  have  been  what 
it  might.  But  she  had  decided,  and  the  thing 
was  done.  She  would  still  be  free — Marie  Max 
Goesler — unless  in  abandoning  her  freedom  she 
would  obtain  something  that  she  might  in  truth 
prefer  to  it.  When  the  letter  was  gone  she  sat 
disconsolate,  at  the  window  of  an  up-stairs  room 
in  which  she  had  written,  thinking  much  of  the 
coronet,  much  of  the  name,  much  of  the  rank, 
much  of  that  position  hi  society  which  she  had 
flattered  herself  she  might  have  won  for  herself 


as  Duchess  of  Omnium  by  her  beauty,  her  grace, 
and  her  wit.  It  had  not  been  simply  her  am- 
bition to  be  a  duchess,  without  further  aim  or 
object.  She  had  fancied  that  she  might  haA'e 
been  such  a  duchess  as  there  is  never  another,  so 
that  her  fame  might  have  been  great  through- 
out Europe,  as  a  woman  charming  at  all  points. 
And  she  would  have  had  friends,  then — real 
friends,  and  would  not  have  lived  alone  as  it 
was  now  her  fate  to  do.  And  she  would  have 
loved  her  ducal  husband,  old  though  he  was,  and 
[  stiff  with  pomp  and  ceremony.  She  would  have 
I  loved  him,  and  done  her  best  to  add  something 
of  brightness  to  his  life.  It  was  indeed  true 
that  there  was  one  whom  she  loved  better ;  but 
of  what  avail  was  it  to  love  a  man  who,  when 
he  came  to  her,  would  speak  of  nothing  but  of 
the  charms  which  he  found  in  another  woman  ! 

She  had  been  sitting  thus  at  her  window,  with 
a  book  in  her  hand,  at  which  she  never  looked, 
gazing  over  the  park  which  was  now  beautiful 
with  its  May  verdure,  when  on  a  sudden  a  thought 
struck  her.  Lady  Glencora  Palliser  had  come 
to  her,  trying  to  enlist  her  sympathy  for  the  lit- 
tle heir,  looking,  indeed,  not  very  well,  as  Ma- 
dame Goesler  had  thought,  but  still  with  an 
earnest  purpose  which  was  in  itself  good.  She 
would  write  to  Lady  Glencora  and  put  her  out 
of  her  misery.  Perhaps  there  was  some  feeling 
of  triumph  in  her  mind  as  she  returned  to  the 
desk  from  which  her  epistle  had  been  sent  to  the 
duke — not  of  that  triumph  which  would  have 
found  its  gratification  in  boasting  of  tlie  offer 
that  had  been  made  to  her,  but  arising  from  a 
feeling  that  she  could  now  show  the  pi'oud  moth- 
er of  the  bold-faced  boj"  that  though  she  would 
not  pledge  herself  to  any  woman  as  to  what  she 
might  do  or  not  do,  she  was  nevertheless  capable 
of  resisting  such  a  temptation  as  would  have  been 
irresistible  to  many.  Of  the  duke's  offer  to  her 
she  would  have  spoken  to  no  human  being,  had 
not  this  woman  shown  that  the  duke's  purpose 
was  known  at  least  to  her,  and  now,  in  her  let- 
ter, she  would  write  no  plain  word  of  that  offer. 
She  would  not  state  in  words  intelligible  to  any 
one  who  might  read,  that  the  duke  had  offered 
her  his  hand  and  his  coronet.  But  she  would 
write  so  that  Lady  Glencora  should  understand 
her.  And  she  would  be  careful  that  there  should 
be  no  word  in  the  letter  to  make  Lady  Glencora 
think  that  she  supposed  herself  to  be  unfit  for 
the  rank  offered  to  her.  She  had  been  very 
humble  in  what  she  had  written  to  the -duke,  but 
she  would  not  be  at  all  humble  in  what  she  was 
about  to  write  to  the  mother  of  the  bold-faced 
boy.  And  this  was  the  letter  when  it  was 
written : 

"My  DEAR  Ladt  Glencora, — I  venture  to 
send  you  a  line  to  put  you  out  of  your  misery — 
for  you  were  very  miserable  when  you  were  so 
good  as  to  come  here  yesterday.  Your  dear  lit- 
tle boy  is  safe  from  me — and,  what  is  more  to 
the  purpose,  so  are  you  and  your  husband,  and 
your  uncle — whom,  in  truth,  I  love.  You  asked 
me  a  downright  question  which  I  did  not  then 
choose  to  answer  by  a  downright  answer.  The 
downright  answer  was  not  at  that  time  due  to 
you.  It  has  since  been  given,  and  as  I  like  you 
too  well  to  wish  you  to  be  in  torment,  I  send  you 
a  line  to  say  that  I  shall  never  be  in  the  way  of 
you  or  your  boy. 
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"And  now,  dear  Lady  Glencora,  one  word 
more.  Should  it  ever  again  appear  to  you  to  be 
necessary  to  use  your  zeal  for  the  protection  of 
your  husband  or  your  child,  do  not  endeavor  to 
dissuade  a  woman  by  trying  to  make  her  think 
that  she,  by  her  alliance,  would  bring  degrada- 
tion into  any  house,  or  to  any  man.  If  there 
could  have  been  an  argument  powerful  with  me 
to  make  me  do  that  whicli  you  \vished  to  pre- 
vent, it  was  the  argument  which  you  used.  But 
my  own  comfort,  and  the  happiness  of  another 
peVson  whom  I  value  almost  as  much  as  myself, 
were  too  important  to  be  sacrificed  even  to  a 
woman's  revenge.  I  take  mine  by  writing  to 
you  and  telling  you  that  I  am  better,  and  more 
rational  and  wiser  than  you  took  me  to  be. 

"If,  after  this,  you  choose  to  be  on  good  terms 
with  mo,  I  shall  be  happy  to  be  your  friend.  I 
shall  want  no  further  revenge.  You  owe  me 
some  little  apology  :  but  whether  you  make  it 
or  not,  I  will  be  contented,  and  will  never  do 
more  than  ask  whether  your  darling's  prospects 
are  still  safe.  There  are  more  women  than  one 
iu  the  world,  yon  know,"  and  you  must  not  con- 
sider yourself  to  be  out  of  the  wood  becaiKe  you 
liave  escaped  from  a  single  danger.  If  there 
arise  another,  come  to  me,  and  we  will  consult 
together.  Dear  Lady  Glencora,  yours  always 
sincerely,  Marie  M.  G." 

There  was  a  thing  or  two  besides  which  she 
longed  to  say,  laughing  as  she  thought  of  them. 
But  she  refrained,  and  her  letter,  when  finished, 
was  as  it  is  given  above. 

On  the  day  following.  Lady  Glencora  was 
again  in  Park  Lane.  When  she  first  read  Ma- 
dame Goesler's  letter,  she  felt  herself  to  be  an- 
noyed and  angry,  but  her  anger  was  with  her- 
self rather  than  with  her  correspondent.  Ever 
since  her  last  interview  with  the  woman  whom 
she  had  feared,  she  had  been  conscious  of  hav- 
ing been  indiscreet.  All  her  feelings  had  been 
too  violent,  and  it  might  well  have  been  that 
she  should  have, driven  this  woman  to  do  the 
very  thing  that  she  was  so  anxious  to  avoid. 
"You  owe  me  some  little  apology,"  INIadame 
Goesler  had  said.  It  was  true — and  she  would 
apologize.  Undue  pride  was  not  a  part  of  Lady 
Glencora's  character.  Indeed,  there,  was  not 
enough  of  pride  in  her  composition.  She  had 
been  quite  ready  to  hate  this  woman,  and  to 
fight  her  on  every  point  as  long  as  the  danger 
existed  ;  but  she  was  equally  willing  to  take  the 
woman  to  hei*  heart  now  that  the  danger  was 
over.  Apologize  !  Of  course  she  would  apol- 
ogize. And  she  would  make  a  friend  of  the 
M'oman  if  the  woman  wished  it.  But  she  would 
not  have  the  woman  and  the  duke  at  Jlatching 
together  again,  lest,  after  all,  there  might  be  a 
mistake.  She  did  not  show  Madame  Goesler's 
letter  to  her  husband,  or  tell  him  any  thing  of 
the  relief  slic  had  received.  He  had  cared  but 
little  for  the  danger,  thinking  more  of  his  budg- 
et than  of  the  danger ;  and  would  be  suflicient- 
ly  at  his  ease  if  he  heard  no  more  rumors  of  his 
uncle's  marriage.  Lady  Glencora  went  to  Park 
Lane  early  on  the  Tuesday  morning,  but  she  did 
not  take  her  l)oy  with  her.  She  understood  that 
Madame  Goesler  might  perhaps  indulge  in  a 
little  gentle  raillery  at  the  child's  expense,  and 
the  mother  felt  that  this  might  be  borne  the 
more  easily  if  the  child  were  not  ])rcsent. 


"  I  have  come  to  thank  you  for  your  letter, 
^ladame  Goesler,"  said  Lady  Glencora,  before 
she  sat  down. 

"Oh,  come  ye  in  peace  here,  or  come  ye  in 
war,  or  to  dance  at  our  bridal  ?"  said  Madame 
Goesler,  standing  up  from  her  chair  and  laugh- 
ing, as  she  sang  the  lines. 

"Certainly  not  to  dance  at  your  bridal,"  said 
Lady  Glencora. 

"Alas  !  no.  You  have  forbidden  the  banns 
too  eft'ectually  for  that,  and  I  sit  here  wearing 
the  willow  all  alone.  Why  shouldn't  I  be  al- 
lowed to  get  married  as  well  as  another  woman, 
I  wonder?  I  think  you  have  been  very  hard 
upon  me  among  you.  But  sit  down.  Lady  Glen- 
cora.    At  any  rale  j"on  come  in  peace." 

"  Certainly  in  peace,  and  with  much  admira- 
tion— and  a  great  deal  of  love  and  aft'ection, 
and  all  that  kind  of  thing,  if  you  will  only  ac- 
cept it." 

"  I  shall  be  too  proud.  Lady  Glencora — for 
the  duke's  sake,  if  for  no  other  reason." 

"  And  I  have  to  make  my  apology."* 

"  It  was  made  as  soon  as  your  carriage  stop- 
ped at  my  door  with  friendly  wheels.  Of  course 
I  understand.  I  can  know  how  terrible  it  all 
was  to  you — even  though  the  dear  little  Plantag- 
enet  might  not  have  been  in  much  danger. 
Fancy  what  it  would  be  to  disturb  the  career  of 
a  Plantagenet !  I  am  far  too  well  read  in  history, 
I  can  assure  j'ou." 

"I  said  a  word  for  which  I  am  sorrj',  and 
which  I  should  not  have  said." 

"Never  mind  the  word.  After  all,  it  was  a 
true  word.  I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  so  now  mj"^- 
self,  though  I  will  allow  no  other  woman  to  say 
it — and  no  man  either.  I  should  have  degraded 
him — and  disgraced  him."  Madame  Goesler 
now  had  dropped  the  bantering  tone  which  she 
had  assumed,  and  was  speaking  in  sober  earnest. 
"I,  for  myself,  have  nothing  about  me  of  which 
I  am  ashamed.  I  have  no  history  to  hide,  no 
story  to  be  brought  to  light  to  my  discredit.  But 
I  have  not  been  so  born,  or  so  placed  by  circum- 
stances, as  make  me  fit  to  be  the  wife  of  the  Duke 
of  Omnium.  I  should  not  have  been  happy,  you 
know." 

"Y''ou  want  nothing,  dear  Madame  Goesler. 
You  have  all  that  society  can  give  you." 

"I  do  not  know  about  that.  I  have  much 
given  to  me  by  society,  but  there  are  many 
things  that  I  want — a  bright-faced  little  boy,  for 
instance,  to  go  about  with  me  in  my  carriage. 
Why  did  you  not  bring  him.  Lady  Glencora?" 

"I  came  out  in  my  penitential  sheet,  and 
when  one  goes  in  that  guise,  one  goes  alone.  I 
had  half  a  mind  to  walk." 

"  You  will  bring  him  soon?" 

"  Oh  yes.  He  was  very  anxious  to  know  the 
other  day  who  was  the  beautiful  lady,  with  the 
black  hair." 

"You  did  not  tell  him  that  the  beautiful  lady 
with  the  black  hair  was  a  possible  aunt,  was  a 
possible —  But  we  will  not  think  any  more  of 
things  so  horrible." 

"  I  told  him  nothing  of  my  fears,  you  may  be 
sure." 

"Some  day,  when  I  am  a.  very  old  woman, 
and  when  his  father  is  quite  an  old  duke,  and 
when  he  has  a  dozen  little  boys  and  girls  of  his 
own,  you  will  tell  him  of  the  story.  Then  he 
will  reflect  what  a  madman  his  great  uncle  must 
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have  been,  to  have  thought  of  making  a  duchess 
out  of  such  a  wizened  old  woman  as  that." 

They  parted  the  best  of  friends,  but  Lady  Glen- 
cora  was  still  of  opinion  that  if  the  lady  and  the 
duke  were  to  be  brought  together  at  Matching, 
or  elsewhere,  there  might  still  be  considerable 
danger. 


CHAPTER  LXin. 

SHOWING  HOW  THE  DUKE  STOOD  HIS  GROIIN'D. 

Me.  Low  the  barrister  who  had  given  so  many 
lectures  to  our  friend  Phineas  Finn,  lectures  that 
ought  to  have  been  useful,  was  now  himself  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  having  reached  it  in  the 
legitimate  course  of  his  profession.  At  a  certain 
point  of  his  career,  supposing  his  career  to  have 
been  sufficiently  prosperous,  it  becomes  natural  to 
a  barrister  to  stand  for  some  constituency,  and 
natural  for  him  also  to  form  his  politics  at  that 
period  of  his  life  with  a  view  to  his  further  ad- 
vancement, looking,  as  he  does  so,  carefully  at 
the  age  and  standing  of  the  various  candidates 
for  high  legal  office.  When  a  man  has  worked 
as  Mr.  Low  had  worked,  he  begins  to  regard  the 
bench  wistfully,  and  to  calculate  the  profits  of  a 
two  years'  run  in  the  Attorney-generalship.  It 
is  the  way  of  the  profession,  and  thus  a  proper 
and  sufficient  number  of  real  barristers  finds  its 
way  into  the  House.  Mr.  Low  had  been  angry 
with  Phineas  because  he,  being  a  barrister,  had 
climbed  into  it  after  another  fashion,  having 
taken  up  politics,  not  in  the  proper  way  as  an  as- 
sistance to  his  great  profession,  but  as  a  profession 
in  itself.  Mr.  Low  had  been  quite  sure  that  his 
pupil  had  been  wrong  in  this,  and  that  the  error 
would  at  last  show  itself,  to  his  pupil's  cost.  And 
Mrs.  Low  had  been  more  sure  than  I\Ir.  Low, 
having  not  unnaturally  been  jealous  that  a  young 
whipper-snapper  of  a  pupil — as  she  had  once  call- 
ed Phineas — should  become  a  Parliament  man 
before  her  husband,  who  had  worked  his  way  up 
gallantly,  in  the  usual  course.  She  would  not 
give  way  a  jot  even  now — not  even  when  she 
heard  that  Phineas  was  going  to  marry  this  and 
that  heiress.  For  at  this  period  of  his  life  such 
rumors  were  afloat  about  him,  originating  proba- 
bly in  his  hopes  as  to  Violet  Effingham  and  his 
intimacy  with  Madame  Goesler.  "  Oh,  heiress- 
es!" said  Mrs.  Low.  "I  don't  believe  in  heir- 
esses' money,  till  I  see  it.  Three  or  four  hun- 
dred a  year  is  a  great  fortune  for  a  woman,  but 
it  don't  go  far  in  keeping  a  house  in  London. 
And  when  a  woman  has  got  a  little  money  she 
generally  knows  how  to  spend  it.  He  has  begun 
at  the  wrong  end,  and  they  who  do  that  never 
get  themselves  right  at  last." 

At  this  time  Phineas  had  become  somewhat 
of  a  fine  gentleman,  which  made  Mrs.  Low  the 
more  angry  with  him.  He  showed  himself  will- 
ing enough  to  go  to  Mrs.  Low's  house,  but  when 
there  he  seemed  to  her  to  give  himself  airs.  I 
think  that  she  was  unjust  to  him,  and  that  it  was 
natural  that  he  should  not  bear  himself  beneath 
her  remarks  exactly  as  he  had  clone  when  he 
was  nobody.  He  had  certainly  been  very  suc- 
cessful. He  was  always  listened  to  in  the  House, 
and  rarely  spoke  except  on  subjects  which  be- 
longed to  him,  or  had  been  allotted  to  him  as 
part  of  his  business.  He  lived  quite  at  his  ease 
with  people  of  the  highest  rank — and  those  of  his 
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own  mode  of  life  who  disliked  him  did  so  simply 
because  they  regarded  with  envy  his  too  lapid 
rise.  He  rode  upon  a  pretty  horse  in  the  park, 
and  was  careful  in  his  dress,  and  had  about  him 
an  air  of  comfortable  wealth  which  Mrs.  Low 
thought  that  he  had  not  earned.  When  her  hus- 
band told  her  of  his  sufficient  salary,  she  would 
shake  her  head  and  express  her  opinion  that  a 
good  time  was  coming.  By  which  she  perhaps 
meant  to  imply  a  belief  that  a  time  was  coming 
in  which  her  husband  would  have  a  salary  much 
better  than  that  now  enjoyed  by  Phineas,  and 
much  more  likely  to  be  permanent.  The  Radi- 
cals were  not  to  have  office  forever,  and  when 
they  were  gone,  what  then?  "I  don't  suppose 
he  saves  a  shilling,"  said  Mrs.  Low.  "  How  can 
he,  keeping  a  horse  in  the  park,  and  hunting 
down  in  the  country,  and  living  with  lords.  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  he  isn't  found  to  be  over  head 
and  ears  in  debt  when  things  come  to  be  looked 
into."  Mrs.  Low  was  fond  of  an  assured  pros- 
perity, of  money  in  the  funds,  and  was  proud  to 
think  that  her  husband  lived  in  a  house  of  his 
own.  "£19  10s.  ground-rent  to  the  Portman 
estate  is  what  we  pay,  Mr.  Bunce,"  she  once  said 
to  that  gallant  radical,  "and  that  comes  of  be- 
ginning at  the  right  end.  Mr.  Low  had  nothing 
when  he  began  the  world,  and  I  had  just  what 
made  us  decent  the  day  we  married.  But  he  be- 
gan at  the  right  end,  and  let  things  go  as  they 
may,  he  can't  get  a  fall."  Mr.  Bunce  and  Mrs. 
Low,  though  they  differed  much  in  politics,  sym- 
pathized in  reference  to  Phineas. 

"  I  never  believes,  ma'am,  in  nobody  doing  any 
good  by  getting  a  place,"  said  Mr.  Bunce.  "  Of 
course  I  don't  mean  judges  and  them  like,  which 
must  be.  But  when  a  young  man  has  ever  so 
much  a  year  for  sitting  in  a  big  room  down  at 
Whitehall,  and  reading  a  newspaper  with  his 
feet  up  on  a  chair ;  I  don't  think  it  honest,  wheth- 
er he's  a  Parliament  man  or  whether  he  ain't." 
W^hence  Mr.  Bunce  had  got  his  notions  as  to  the 
way  in  which  officials  at  Whitehall  pass  their 
time,  I  can  not  say  ;  but  his  notions  are  very  com- 
mon notions.  The  British  world  at  large  is  slow 
to  believe  that  the  great  British  house-keeper 
keeps  no  more  cats  than  what  kill  mice. 

Mr.  Low,  who  was  now  frequently  in  the  hab- 
it of  seeing  Phineas  at  the  House,  had  somewhat 
changed  his  opinions,  and  was  not  so  eager  in 
condemning  Phineas  as  was  his  wife.  He  had 
began  to  think  that  perhaps  Phineas  had  shown 
some  knowledge  of  his  own  aptitude  in  the  career 
which  he  had  sought,  and  was  aware,  at  any 
rate,  that  his  late  pupil  was  somebody  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  A  man  will  almost  always 
respect  him  whom  those  around  him  respect,  and 
will  generally  look  up  to  one  who  is  evidently 
above  himself  in  his  own  daily  avocation.  Now 
Phineas  was  certainly  above  Mr.  Low  in  parlia- 
mentary reputation.  He  sat  on  a  front  bench. 
He  knew  the  leaders  of  parties.  He  was  at  home 
amid  the  forms  of  the  House.  He  enjoyed 
something  of  the  prestige  of  Government  power. 
And  he  walked  about  familiarly  with  the  sons 
of  dukes  and  the  brothei's  of  earls  in  a  manner 
which  had  its  effect  even  on  Mr.  Low.  Seeinjt 
these  things  Mr.  Low  could  not  maintain  his  old 
opinion  as  stoutly  as  did  his  wife.  It  was  almost 
a  privilege  to  Mr.  Low  to  be  intimate  with  Phin- 
eas Finn.  How  then  could  he  look  down  upon 
him? 
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He  was  surprised,  therefore,  one  day  when 
Phineas  discussed  the  matter  with  him  fully. 
Phineas  had  asked  him  what  would  be  his  chance 
of  success  if  even  now  he  were  to  give  up  politics 
and  take  to  the  bar  as  the  means  of  earning  his 
livelihood. 

"You  would  have  up-hill  work  at  first,  as  a 
matter  of  course,"  said  Mr.  Low. 

"But  it  might  be  done,  I  suppose.  To  have 
been  in  office  would  not  be  fatal  to  me  ?" 

"No,  not  fatal.  Nothing  of  the  kind  need  be 
fatal.  Men  have  succeeded  and  have  sat  on  the 
bench  afterward,  who  did  not  begin  till  they  were 
past  forty.  You  would  have  to  live  down  a  preju- 
dice created  against  yourself — that  is  all.  The 
attorneys  do  not  like  bai-risters  who  are  any 
thing  else  but  bai-risters." 

"The  attorneys  are  very  arbitrary,  I  know," 
said  Phineas. 

"  Yes — and  there  would  be  this  against  you — 
that  it  is  so  difficult  for  a  man  to  go  back  to  the 
verdure  and  malleability  of  pupildom,  who  has 
once  escaped  from  the  necessary  humility  of  its 
conditions.  You  would  find  it  difficult  to  sit 
and  wait  for  business  in  a  Vice-chancellor's 
Court,  after  having  had  Vice-chancellors,  or 
men  as  big  as  Vice-chancellors,  to  wait  upon 
you."  . 

"I  do  not  think  much  of  that." 

"  But  others  would  think  of  it,  and  you  would 
find  that  there  were  difficulties.  But  you  are 
not  thinking  of  it  in  earnest?" 

"Yes,  in  earnest." 

"Why  so?  I  should  have  thought  that  every 
day  had  removed  you  farther  and  farther  from 
any  such  idea." 

"The  ground  I'm  on  at  present  is  so  slippeiy." 

"Well,  yes.  I  can  understand  that.  But  yet 
it  is  less  slippery  than  it  used  to  be." 

"  Ah  !  you  do  not  exactly  see.  What  if  I  were 
to  lose  my  seat  ?" 

"You  are  safe  at  least  for  the  next  four  years, 
I  should  say." 

"Ah!  no  one  can  tell.  And  suppose  I  took 
it  into  ray  head  to  differ  from  the  Government  ?" 

"You  must  not  do  that.  You  have  put  your- 
self into  a  boat  with  these  men,  and  you  must 
remain  in  the  boat.  I  should  have  thought  all 
that  was  easy  to  you." 

"It  is  not  so  easy  as  it  seems.  The  very  ne- 
cessity of  sitting  still  in  the  boat  is  in  itself  irk- 
some— very  irksome.  And  then  there  comes 
some  crisis  in  which  a  man  can  not  sit  still." 

"Is  there  any  such  crisis  at  hand  now?" 

"I  can  not  say  that — but  I  am  beginning  to 
find  that  sitting  still  is  very  disagreeable  to  me. 
When  I  have  those  fellows  below  having  their 
own  way,  and  saying  just  what  they  like,  it  makes 
me  furious.  There  is  Robson.  He  tried  office 
for  a  couple  of  years,  and  has  broken  away  ;  and 
now,  by  George,  there  is  no  man  they  think  so 
much  of  as  they  do  of  Robson.  He  is  twice  the 
man  he  was  when  he  sat  on  the  Treasury  Bench." 

"  He  is  a  man  of  fortune — is  he  not?" 

"I  suppose  so.  Of  course  he  is,  because  he 
lives.  He  never  earns  any  thing.  His  wife  had 
money." 

"  My  dear  Finn,  that  makes  all  the  difFerence. 
When  a  man  has  means  of  his  own  he  can  please 
himself.  Do  you  marry  a  wife  with  money,  and 
then  you  may  kick  up  your  heels,  and  do  as  you 
like  about  the  Colonial  Office.     When  a  man 


hasn't  monej',  of  course  he  must  fit  himself  to  the 
circumstances  of  a  profession." 

"Though  his  profession  may  require  him  to 
be  dishonest." 

"I  did  not  say  that." 

"  But  I  say  it,  my  dear  Low.  A  man  who  is 
ready  to  vote  black  white  because  somebody  tells 
him,  is  dishonest.  Never  mind,  old  fellow:  I 
shall  pull  through,  I  dare  say.  Don't  go  and 
tell  your  wife  all  this,  or  she'll  be  harder  upon 
me  than  ever  when  she  sees  me."  After  that 
Mr.  Low  began  to  think  that  his  wife's  judgment 
in  this  matter  had  been  better  than  his  own. 

Robson  could  do  as  he  liked  because  he  had 
married  a  woman  with  money.  Phineas  told 
himself  that  that  game  was  also  open  to  him. 
He,  too,  might  marry  money.  Violet  Effingham 
had  money — quite  enough  to  make  him  independ- 
ent were  he  married  to  her.  And  Madame  Goesler 
had  money — plenty  of  money.  And  an  idea  had 
begun  to  creep  upon  him  that  Madame  Goesler 
would  take  him  were  he  to  offer  himself.  But 
he  would  sooner  go  back  to  the  bar  as  the  lowest 
pupil,  sooner  clean  boots  for  barristers — so  he  told 
himself — than  marry  a  woman  simply  because  she 
had  money,  than  marry  any  other  woman  as 
long  as  there  was  a  chance  that  Violet  might  be 
won.  But  it  was  very  desirable  that  he  should 
know  whether  Violet  might  be  won  or  not.  It 
was  now  July,  and  every  body  would  be  gone  in 
another  month.  Before  August  would  be  over 
he  was  to  start  for  Ireland  with  Mr.  Monk,  and 
he  knew  that  words  would  be  spoken  in  Ireland 
which  might  make  it  indispensable  for  him  to  be, 
at  any  rate,  able  to  throw  up  his  office.  In  these 
days  he  became  more  anxious  than  he  used  to  be 
about  Miss  Effingham's  fortune. 

He  had  never  spoken  as  yet  to  Lord  Brent- 
ford since  the  day  on  which  the  earl  had  quar- 
reled with  him,  nor  had  he  ever  been  at  the 
house  in  Portman  Square.  Lady  Laura  he  met 
occasionally,  and  always  spoke  to  her.  She 
was  gracious  to  him,  but  there  had  been  no  re- 
newal of  their  intimacy.  Rumors  had  reached 
him  that  things  were  going  badly  with  her  and 
her  husband;  but  when  men  repeated  such  ru- 
mors in  his  presence,  he  said  little  or  nothing 
on  the  subject.  It  was  not  for  him,  at  any  rate, 
to  speak  of  Lady  Laura's  unhappiness.  Lord 
Chiltern  he  had  seen  once  or  twice  during  the 
last  month,  and  they  had  met  cordially  as 
friends.  Of  course  he  could  ask  no  question 
from  Lord  Chiltern  as  to  Violet;  but  he  did 
learn  that  his  friend  had  again  patched  up  some 
reconciliation  with  his  father.  "He  has  quar- 
reled with  me,  you  know,"  said  Phineas. 

"I  am  very  sorry,  but  what  could  I  do?  As 
things  went,  I  was  obliged  to  tell  him." 

"Do  not  suppose  for  a  moment  that  I  am 
blaming  you.  It  is,  no  doubt,  much  better  that 
he  should  know  it  all." 

"And  it  can  not  make  much  difFerence  to 
you,  I  should  say." 

"  One  doesn't  like  to  quarrel  with  those  who 
have  been  kind  to  one,"  said  Phineas. 

"But  it  isn't  your  doing.  He'll  come  right 
again  after  a  time.  When  I  can  get  my  own 
affairs  settled,  you  may  be  sure  I'll  do  my  best 
to  bring  him  round.  But  what's  the  reason  you 
never  see  Laura  now  ?" 

"  Wliat's  the  reason  that  every  thing  goes 
astray  ?"  said  Phineas,  bitterly. 
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"  When  I  mentioned  your  name  to  Kennedy 
the  other  day,  he  looked  as  black  as  thunder. 
But  it  is  not  odd  that  any  one  should  quarrel 
with  him.  I  can't  stand  him.  Do  you  know, 
I  sometimes  think  that  Laura  will  have  to  give 
it  up.  Then  there  will  be  another  mess  in  the 
family !" 

This  was  all  very  well  as  coming  from  Loi'd 
Chiltern  ;  but  there  was  no  word  about  Violet, 
and  Phineas  did  not  know  how  to  get  a  word 
from  any  one.  Lady  Laura  could  have  told 
him  every  thing,  but  he  could  not  go  to  Lady 
Laura.  He  did  go  to  Lady  Baldock's  house  as 
often  as  he  thought  he  could  with  propriety, 
and  occasionally  he  saw  Violet.  But  he  could 
do  no  more  than  see  her,  and  the  days  and 
weeks  were  passing  by,  and  the  time  was  com- 
ing in  which  he  would  have  to  go  away,  and  be 
with  her  no  more.  The  end  of  the  season, 
which  was  always  to  other  men — to  other  work- 
ing-men such  as  our  hero — a  period  of  pleasura- 
ble anticipation,  to  him  was  a  time  of  sadness, 
■  in  which  he  felt  that  he  was  not  exactly  like 
to,  or  even  equal  to,  the  men  with  whom  he 
lived  in  London.  In  the  old  days,  in  which  he 
was  allowed  to  go  to  Loughlinter  or  to  Saulsby, 
when  all  men  and  women  were  going  to  their 
Loughlinters  and  their  Saulsbys,  it  was  very 
well  with  him  ;  but  there  was  something  melan- 
choly to  him  in  his  yearly  journey  to  Ireland. 
He  loved  his  father  and  mother  and  sisters  as 
well  as  do  other  men  ;  but  there  was  a  falling 
off  in  the  manner  of  his  life  which  made  him 
feel  that  he  had  been  in  some  sort  out  of  his  own 
element  in  London.  He  would  have  liked  to 
have  shot  grouse  at  Loughlinter,  or  pheasants  at 
Saulsby,  or  to  have  hunted  down  at  Willingford 
— or  better  still,  to  have  made  love  to  Violet  Ef- 
fingham wherever  Violet  Effingham  might  have 
placed  herself.  But  all  this  was  closed  to  him 
now;  and  there  would  be  nothing  for  him  but 
to  remain  at  Killaloe,  or  to  return  to  his  work 
in  Downing  Street,  from  August  to  February. 
Mr.  Monk,  indeed,  was  going  with  him  for  a 
few  weeks ;  but  even  this  association  did  not 
make  up  for  that  sort  of  society  which  he  would 
have  preferred. 

The  session  went  on  very  quietly.  The  ques- 
tion of  the  Irish  Reform  Bill  was  postponed  till 
the  next  year,  which  was  a  great  thing  gained. 
He  carried  his  bill  about  the  Canada  Railway, 
with  sundry  other  small  bills  appertaining  to  it, 
through  the  House  in  a  manner  which  redound- 
ed infinitely  to  his  credit.  There  was  just 
enough  of  opposition  to  give  a  zest  to  the  work, 
and  to  make  the  aflair  conspicuous  among  the 
affairs  of  the  year.  As  his  chief  was  in  the 
other  House,  the  work  fell  altogether  into  his 
hands,  so  that  he  came  to  be  conspicuous  among 
Undei'-secretaries.  It  was  only  when  he  said  a 
word  to  any  leaders  of  his  party  about  other  mat- 
ters— about  Irish  Tenant  Right,  for  instance, 
which  was  beginning  to  loom  very  large,  that 
lie  found  himself  to  be  snubbed.  But  there  was 
no  room  for  action  this  year  in  reference  to  Irish 
Tenant  Right,  and  therefore  any  deep  consider- 
ation of  that  discomfort  might  be  legitimately 
postponed.  If  he  did  by  chance  open  his  mouth 
ou  the  subject  to  Mr.  Monk,  even  Mr.  INIonk 
discouraged  him. 

In  the  last  days  of  June,  when  the  weather 
was  very  hot,  and   people   were   beginning   to 


complain  of  the  Thames,  and  members  were  be- 
coming thirsty  after  grouse,  and  the  remaining 
days  of  parliamentary  work  were  being  counted 
up,  there  came  to  him  news — news  that  was 
soon  known  throughout  the  fashionable  world — 
that  the  Duke  of  Omnium  was  going  to  give  a 
garden  party  at  a  certain  villa  residence  on  the 
banks  of  the  Thames  above  Richmond.  It  was 
to  be  such  a  garden  party  as  had  never  been 
seen  before.  And  it  would  be  the  more  remark- 
able because  the  duke  had  never  been  known  to 
do  such  a  thing.  The  villa  was  called  The 
Horns,  and  had,  indeed,  been  given  by  the  duke 
to  Lady  Glencora  on  her  marriage  ;  but  the  par- 
ty was  to  be  the  duke's  party,  and  The  Horns, 
with  all  its  gardens,  conservatories,  lawns,  shrub- 
beries, paddocks,  boat  -  houses,  and  boats,  was 
to  be  made  bright  and  beautiful  for  the  occa- 
sion. Scores  of  workmen  were  about  the  place 
through  the  three  first  weeks  of  July.  The  world 
at  large  did  not  at  all  know  why  the  duke  was 
doing  so  unwonted  a  thing — why  he  should  un- 
dertake so  new  a  trouble.  Bat  Lady  Glencora 
knew,  and  Madame  Goesler  shrewdly  guessed 
the  riddle.  When  Madame  Goesler's  unexpect- 
ed refusal  had  reached  his  grace,  he  felt  that  he 
must  either  accept  the  lady's  refusal,  or  perse- 
vere. After  a  day's  consideration,  he  resolved 
that  he  would  accept  it.  The  top  brick  of  the 
chimney  was  very  desirable;  but  perhaps  it 
might  be  well  that  he  should  endeavor  to  live 
without  it.  Then,  accepting  this  refusal,  he 
must  either  stand  his  ground  and  bear  the  blow 
— or  he  must  run  away  to  that  villa  at  Como, 
or  elsewhere.  The  running  away  seemed  to 
him  at  first  to  be  the  better,  or  at  least  the  more 
pleasant,  course ;  but  at  last  he  determined  that 
he  would  stand  his  ground  and  bear  the  blow. 
Therefore  he  gave  his  garden  party  at  The 
Horns. 

Who  was  to  be  invited  ?  Before  the  first 
week  in  July  was  over,  many  a  bosom  in  Lon- 
don was  fluttering  with  anxiety  on  that  subject. 
The  duke,  in  giving  his  short  word  of  instruc- 
tion to  Lady  Glencora,  made  her  understand 
that  he  would  wish  her  to  be  particular  in  her 
invitations.  Her  Royal  Highness  the  Princess, 
and  his  Royal  Highness  the  Prince,  had  both 
been  so  gracious  as  to  say  that  they  would  honor 
his  fete.  The  duke  himself  had  made  out  a 
short  list,  with  not  more  than  a  dozen  names. 
Lady  Glencora  was  employed  to  select  the  real 
crowd — the  five  hundred  out  of  the  ten  thousand 
who  were  to  be  blessed.  On  the  duke's  own 
private  list  was  the  name  of  Madame  Goesler. 
Lady  Glencora  understood  it  all.  When  Ma- 
dame Goesler  got  her  card,  she  thought  that 
she  understood  it  too.  And  she  thought  also 
that  the  duke  was  behaving  in  a  gallant  way. 

There  was,  no  doubt,  much  difficulty  about 
the  invitations,  and  a  considerable  amount  of 
ill-will  was  created.  And  they  who  considered 
themselves  entitled  to  be  asked,  and  were  not 
asked,  were  full  of  wrath  against  their  more 
fortunate  friends,  instead  of  being  angry  with 
the  duke  or  with  Lady  Glencora,  who  had  neg- 
lected them.  It  was  soon  known  that  Lady 
Glencora  was  the  real  dispenser  of  the  favors, 
and  I  fancy  that  her  ladyship  was  tired  of 
her  task  before  it  was  completed.  The  party 
was  to  take  place  on  Wednesday,  the  27th  of 
July,  and  before  the  day  had  come,  men  and 
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women  had  become  so  hardy  in  the  combat  that 
personal  applications  were  made  with  unflinching 
importunity;  and  letters  were  written  to  Lady 
Glencora  putting  forward  this  claim  and  that 
claim  with  a  piteous  clamor.  "No,  that  is  too 
bad,"  Lady  Glencora  said  to  her  particular  friend, 
Mrs.  Grey,  when  a  letter  came  from  Mrs.  Bon- 
teen,  stating  all  that  her  husband  had  ever  done 
toward  supporting  Mr.  Palliser  in  Parliament — 
and  all  that  he  ever  would  do.  "She  sha'n't 
have  it,  even  though  she  could  put  Plantagenet 
into  a  minority  to-morrow." 

Mrs.  Bon  teen  did  not  get  a  card ;  and  when 
she  heard  that  Phineas  Finn  had  received  one, 
her  wrath  against  Phineas  was  very  great.  He 
was  "an  Irish  adventurer,"  and  she  regretted 
deeply  that  Mr.  Bontsen  had  ever  interested 
himself  iu  bringing  such  an  upstart  forward  in 
the  world  of  politics.  But  as  Mr.  Bonteen  never 
had  done  any  thing  toward  bringing  Phineas 
forward,  there  was  not  much  cause  for  regret 
on  this  head.  Phineas,  however,  got  his  card, 
and,  of  course,  accepted  the  invitation. 

The  grounds  were  opened  at  four.  There 
was  to  be  an  early  dinner  out  in  tents  at  five ; 
and  after  dinner  men  and  women  were  to  walk 
about,  or  dance,  or  make  love — or  hay  as  suited 
them.  The  haycocks,  however,  were  ready  pre- 
pared, while  it  was  expected  that  they  should 
bring  the  love  with  them.  Phineas,  knowing 
that  he  should  meet  Violet  Effingham,  took  a 
great  deal  with  him  ready  made. 

For  an  hour  and  a  half  Lady  Glencora  kept 
her  position  in  a  saloon  through  which  the 
guests  passed  to  the  grounds,  and  to  every 
comer  she  imparted  the  information  that  the 
duke  was  on  the  lawn.  To  every  comer  but 
one — but  to  Madame  Goesler  she  said  no  such 
word.  "So  glad  to  see  j'ou,  my  dear,"  she 
said,  as  she  pressed  her  friend's  hand.  "  If  I 
am  not  killed  by  this  work.  I'll  make  j-ou  out 
again  by-and-by."  Then  Madame  Goesler  pass- 
ed on,  and  soon  found  herself  amid  a  throng 
of  acquaintance.  After  a  few  minutes  she  saw 
the  duke  seated  on  an  arm-chair,  close  to  the 
river  bank,  and  she  bravely  went  up  to  him, 
and  thanked  him  for  the  invitation.  "The 
thanks  are  due  to  you  for  gracing  our  entertain- 
ment," said  the  duke,  rising  to  greet  her.  There 
were  a  dozen  people  standing  round,  and  so  the 
thing  was  done  without  difficulty.  At  that  mo- 
ment there  came  a  notice  that  their  royal  high- 
nesses were  on  the  ground,  and  the  duke,  of 
course,  went  off  to  meet  them.  There  was  not 
a  word  more  spoken  between  the  duke  and  Ma- 
dame Goesler  on  that  afternoon. 

Phineas  did  not  come  till  late — till  seven, 
when  the  banquet  was  over.  I  think  he  was 
right  in  this,  as  the  banqueting  in  tents  loses 
in  comfort  almost  more  than  it  gains  in  ro- 
mance. A  small  picnic  may  be  very  well,  and 
the  distance  previously  traveled  may  give  to  a 
dinner  on  the  ground  the  seeming  excuse  of 
necessity.  Frail  human  nature  must  be  sup- 
ported— and  human  nature,  having  gone  so  far 
in  pursuit  of  the  beautiful,  is  entitled  to  what 
best  su])]jort  the  unaccustomed  circumstances 
Willi  allow.  Therefore,  out  with  the  cold  pics, 
out  with  the  salads,  and  the  chickens,  and  tiie 
champagne.  Since  no  better  may  be,  let  us  re- 
cruit iiuman  nature  sitting  upon  this  moss,  and 
forget  our  discomforts  in  the  glory  of  the  ver- 


dure around  us.  And  dear  Mary,  seeing  that 
the  cushion  from  the  wagonette  is  small,  and  not 
wishing  to  accept  the  too  generous  offer  that 
she  should  take  it  all  for  her  own  use,  will  ad- 
mit a  contact  somewhat  closer  than  the  ordina- 
ry chairs  of  a  dining-room  render  necessary. 
That  in  its  way  is  very  well  ;  but  I  hold  that  a 
banquet  on  narrow  tables  in  a  tent  is  displeasing. 

Phineas  strolled  into  the  grounds  when  the 
tent  was  nearly  empty,  and  when  Lady  Glencora, 
almost  sinking  beneath  her  exertions,  was  taking 
rest  in  an  inner  room.  The  duke  at  this  time 
was  dining  with  royal  highnesses,  and  three  or 
four  others,  specially  selected,  very  comfortably 
within  doors.  Out  of  doors  the  world  had  be- 
gun to  dance — and  the  world  was  beginning  to 
say  that  it  would  be  much  nicer  to  go  and  dance 
upon  the  boards  inside  as  soon  as  possible.  For, 
though  of  all  parties  a  garden  party  is  the  nicest, 
every  body  is  always  anxious  to  get  out  of  the 
garden  as  quick  as  may  be.  A  few  ardent  lov- 
ers of  suburban  picturesque  effect  were  sitting 
beneath  the  haycocks,  and  four  forlorn  damsels 
were  vainly  endeavoring  to  excite  the  sympathy 
of  manly  youth  by  playing  croquet  in  a  corner. 
I  am  not  sure,  however,  that  the  lovers  beneath 
the  haycocks  and  the  players  at  croquet  Mere 
not  actors  hired  by  Lady  Glencora  for  the  occa- 
sion. 

Phineas  had  not  been  long  on  the  lawn  before 
he  saw  Lady  Laura  Kennedy.  She  was  stand- 
ing with  another  lady,  and  Barrington  Erie  was 
with  them.  "So  you  have  been  successful?" 
said  Barrington,  greeting  him. 

"  Successful  in  what  ?" 

"In  what?  In  getting  a  ticket.  I  have  had 
to  promise  three  tidewaiterships,  and  to  give  deep 
hints  about  a  bishopric  expected  to  be  vacant, 
before  I  got  in.  But  what  matters?  Success 
pays  for  ever}'  thing.  Mj  only  trouble  now  is, 
how  I'm  to  get  back  to  London." 

Lady  Laura  shook  hands  with  Phineas,  and 
then,  as  he  was  passing  on,  followed  him  for  a 
step  and  whispered  a  word  to  him.  "  Mr.  Finn," 
she  said,  "  if  you  are  not  going  yet,  come  back 
to  me  presentl}'.  I  have  something  to  say  to 
you.  I  shall  not  be  far  from  the  river,  and  shall 
stay  here  for  about  an  hour." 

Phineas  said  that  he  would,  and  then  went  on, 
not  knowing  exactly  where  he  was  going.  He 
had  one  desire — to  find  Violet  Effingham ;  but 
when  he  should  find  her,  he  could  not  cany  her 
off,  and  sit  with  her  beneath  a  haycock. 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 

THE    HORNS. 

While  looking  for  Violet  Effingham,  Phineas 
encountered  Madame  Goesler  among  a  crowd 
of  people  who  were  watching  the  adventurous  em- 
barkation of  certain  daring  spirits  in  a  pleasure- 
boat.  There  were  watermen  tliere  in  the  duke's 
livery,  ready  to  take  such  spirits  down  to  Rich- 
mond or  up' to  Teddington  lock,  and  many  dar- 
ing spirits  did  take  such  trips — to  the  great  peril 
of  muslins,  ribl)ons,  and  starch,  to  tlie  peril  also 
of  ornamental  summer  suite  garments,  so  that 
when  the  thing  was  over,  the  boats  were  voted 
to  have  been  a  bore. 

"Are  you  going  to  venture?"  said  Phineas  to 
the  ladv. 
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"I  should  like  it  of  all  things  if  I  were  not 
afraid  for  my  clothes.     Will  you  come?" 

"  I  was  never  good  upon  the  water.  I  should 
be  sea-sick  to  a  certainty.  They  are  going  down 
beneath  the  bridge  too,  and  we  should  be  splashed 
by  the  steamers.  I  don't  think  my  courage  is 
high  enough."  Thus  Phineas  excused  himself, 
being  still  intent  on  prosecuting  his  search  for 
Violet. 

"Then  neither  will  I,"  said  Madame  Goesler. 
"  One  dash  from  a  peccant  oar  would  destroy 
the  whole  symmetry  of  my  dress.  Look.  That 
green  young  lady  has  already  been  sprinkled." 

"But  the  blue  young  gentleman  has  been 
sprinkled  also,"  said  Phineas,  "  and  they  will 
be  happy  in  a  joint  baptism."  Then  they  stroll- 
ed along  the  river-path  together,  and  were  soon 
alone.  "  You  will  be  leaving  town  soon,  Madame 
Goesler  ?" 

"  Almost  immediately." 

"And  where  do  you  go  ?" 

"  Oh — to  Vienna.  I  am  there  for  a  couple  of 
months  every  year,  minding  my  business.  I 
wonder  whether  you  would  know  me,  if  you  saw 
me — sometimes  sitting  on  a  stool  in  a  counting- 
house,  sometimes  going  about  among  old  houses, 
settling  what  must  be  done  to  save  them  from 
tumbling  down.  I  dress  so  differently  at  such 
times,  and  talk  so  differently,  and  look  so  much 
older,  that  I  almost  fancy  myself  to  be  another 
person." 

"Is  it  a  great  trouble  to  you?" 

"  No — I  rather  like  it.  It  makes  me  feel  that 
I  do  something  in  the  world." 

"  Do  you  go  alone  ?" 

"  Quite  alone.  I  take  a  German  maid  with 
me,  and  never  speak  a  word  to  any  one  else  on 
the  journey." 

"That  must  be  very  bad,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Yes  ;  it  is  the  worst  of  it.  But  then  I  am 
so  much  accustomed  to  be  alone.  You  see  me 
in  society,  and  in  society  only,  and  therefore  nat- 
urally look  upon  me  as  one  of  a  gregarious  herd  ; 
but  I  am  in  trutii  an  animal  that  feeds  alone 
and  lives  alone.  Take  the  hours  of  the  year  all 
through,  and  I  am  a  solitary  during  four-fifths 
of  them.     And  what  do  you  intend  to  do?" 

"  I  go  to  Ireland." 

"Home  to  your  own  people.  How  nice.  I 
have  no  people  to  go  to.  I  have  one  sister,  who 
lives  with  her  husband  at  Riga.  She  is  my  only 
relation,  and  I  never  see  her." 

"  But  you  have  thousands  of  friends  in  En- 
gland." 

"Yes — as  you  see  them" — and  she  turned 
and  spread  out  her  hands  toward  the  crowded 
lawn,  which  was  behind  them.  "  What  are  such 
friends  worth  ?     What  would  they  do  for  m;:  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know  that  the  duke  would  do  much, " 
said  Phineas  laughing. 

Madame  Goesler  laughed  also.  "The  duke 
is  not  so  bad,"  she  said.  "The  duke  would  do 
as  much  as  any  one  else.  I  won't  have  the  duke 
abused." 

"  He  may  be  your  particular  friend,  for  what 
I  know,"  said  Phineas. 

"Ah!  no.  I  have  no  particular  friend.  And 
were  I  to  wish  to  choose  one,  I  should  think  the 
duke  a  little  above  me." 

"Oh  yes — and  too  stiff,  and  too  old,  and  too 
pompous,  and  too  cold,  and  too  make-believe, 
and  too  gingerbread." 


"Mr.  Finn!" 

"  The  duke  is  all  buckram,  you  know." 

"  Then  why  do  3'ou  come  to  his  house  ?" 

"  To  see  you,  Madame  Goesler." 

"  Is  that  true,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"  Yes — it  is  true  in  its  way.  One  goes  about 
to  meet  those  whom  one  likes,  not  always  for.the 
pleasure  of  the  host's  society.  I  hope  I  am  not 
wrong,  because  I  go  to  houses  at  which  I  like 
neither  the  host  nor  the  hostess."  Phineas  as 
he  said  this  was  thinking  of  Lady  Baldock,  to 
whom  of  late  he  had  been  exceedingly  civil — 
but  he  certainly  did  not  like  Lady  Baldock. 

"  I  think  you  have  been  too  hard  upon  the 
Duke  of  Omnium.     Do  you  know  him  well  ?" 

"Personally?  certainly  not.  Do  you?  Does 
any  body  ?" 

"I  think  he  is  a  gracious  gentleman,"  said 
Madame  Goesler,  "  and  though  I  can  not  boast 
of  knowing  him  well,  I  do  not  like  to  hear  him 
called  buckram.  I  do  not  think  he  is  buckram. 
It  is  not  very  easy  for  a  man  in  his  position  to  live 
so  as.to  please  all  people.  He  has  to  maintain  the 
prestige  of  the  highest  aristocracy  in  Europe." 

"  Look  at  his  nephew,  who  will  be  the  next 
duke,  and  who  works  as  hard  as  any  man  in  the 
country.  Will  he  not  maintain  it  better  ?  What 
good  did  the  present  man  ever  do  ?" 

"  You  believe  only  in  motion,  Mr.  Finn — and 
not  at  all  in  quiescence.  An  express  train  at 
full  speed  is  grander  to  you  than  a  mountain  with 
heaps  of  snow.  I  owe  that  to  me  there  is  some- 
thing glorious  in  the  dignity  of  a  man  too  high 
to  do  any  thing — if  only  he  knows  how  to  carry 
that  dignity  with  a  proper  grace.  I  think  that 
there  should  be  breasts  made  to  carry  stars." 

"Stiirs  which  they  have  never  earned,"  said 
Phineas. 

"  Ah  !  well ;  we  will  not  fight  about  it.  Go 
and  eai'n  your  star,  and  I  will  say  that  it  becomes 
you  better  than  any  glitter  on  the  coat  of  the 
Duke  of  Omnium."  This  she  said  with  an  earn- 
estness which  he  could  not  pretend  not  to  notice 
or  not  to  understand.  "  I  too  may  be  able  to 
see  that  the  expi-ess  train  is  really  greater  than 
the  mountain." 

"Though,  for  your  own  life,  you  would  pre- 
fer to  sit  and  gaze  upon  the  snowy  peaks." 

"  No — that  is  not  so.  For  myself,  I  would 
prefer  to  be  of  use  somewhere — to  some  one,  if 
it  were  possible.     I  strive  sometimes." 

"  And  I  am  sure  successfully." 

"  Never  mind.  I  hate  to  talk  about  myself. 
You  and  the  duke  are  fair  subjects  for  conversa- 
tion ;  you  as  the  express  train,  who  will  proba- 
bly do  your  sixty  miles  an  hour  in  safety,  but  may 
possibly  go  down  a  bank  with  a  crash." 

"Certainly  I  may,"  said  Phineas. 

"  And  the  duke,  as  the  mountain,  which  is  fix- 
ed in  its  stateliness,  short  of  the  power  of  some 
earthquake,  which  shall  be  grander  and  more 
terrible  than  any  earthquake  yet  known.  Here 
we  are  at  the  house  again.  I  will  go  in  and  sit 
down  for  a  while." 

"  If  I  leave  you,  Madame  Goesler,  I  will  say 
good-bye  till  next  winter." 

"  I  shall  be  in  town  again  before  Christmas, 
you  know.     You  will  come  and  see  me  ?" 

"  Of  course  I  will." 

"  And  then  this  love  trouble  of  yours  will  be 
over — one  way  or  the  other — will  it  not  ?" 

"  Ah!  who  can  say?" 
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"  Faint  heart  never  won  fair  lady.  But  your 
heart  is  never  faint.     Farewell." 

Then  he  left  her.  Up  to  this  moment  he  had 
not  seen  Violet,  and  yet  he  knew  that  she  was 
to  be  there.  She  had  herself  told  him  that  she 
was  to  accompany  Lady  Laura,  whom  he  had 
already  met.  Lady  Baldock  had  not  been  in- 
vited, and  had  expressed  great  animosity  against 
the  duke  in  consequence.  She  had  gone  so  far 
as  to  say  that  the  duke  was  a  man  at  whose  house 
a  young  lady  such  as  her  niece  ought  not  to  be 
seen.  But  Violet  had  laughed  at  this,  and  de- 
clared her  intention  of  accepting  the  invitation. 
"  Go,"  she  had  said.  "  Of  course  I  shall  go. 
I  should  have  broken  my  heart  if  I  could  not  have 
got  there."  Phineas  therefore  was  sure  that  she 
must  be  in  the  place.  He  had  kept  his  eyes 
ever  on  the  alert,  and  yet  he  had  not  found  her. 
And  now  he  must  keep  his  appointment  with 
Lady  Laura  Kennedy.  So  he  went  down  to  the 
path  by  the  river,  and  there  he  found  her  seated 
close  by  tjie  water's  edge.  Her  cousin  Barring- 
ton  Erie  was  still  with  her,  but  as  soon  as  Phin- 
eas joined  them,  Erie  went  away.  "I  had  told 
him,"  said  Lady  Laura,  "  that  I  wished  to  speak 
to  you,  and  he  staid  with  me  till  you  came. 
There  are  worse  men  than  Barrington  a  great 
deal." 

"  I  am  sure  of  that." 

"Are  you  and  he  still  friends,  Mr.  Finn?" 

"I  hope  so.  I  do  not  see  so  much  of  him  as 
I  did  when  I  had  less  to  do." 

"  He  says  that  you  have  got  into  altogether  a 
different  set." 

"  I  don't  know  that.  I  have  gone  as  circum- 
stances have  directed  me,  but  I  have  certain!}' 
not  intended  to  throw  over  so  old  and  good  a 
friend  as  Barrington  Erie." 

"  Oh — he  does  not  blame  you.  He  teils  me 
that  you  have  found  your  way  among  what  he 
calls  the  working-men  of  the  party,  and  he  thinks 
you  will  do  very  well — if  you  can  only  be  pa- 
tient enough.  "We  all  expected  a  different  line 
from  you,  you  know — more  of  words  and  less  of 
deeds,  if  I  may  say  so — more  of  liberal  oratory 
and  less  of  government  action ;  but  I  do  not 
doubt  that  you  are  right." 

"  I  think  that  I  have  been  wrong,"  said  Phin- 
eas. "I  am  becoming  heartily  sick  of  officiali- 
ties." 

"That  comes  from  the  fickleness  about  which 
papa  is  so  fond  of  quoting  his  Latin.  The  ox 
desires  the  saddle.  The  charger  wants  to 
plough." 

"And  which  am  I ?" 

"Your  career  may  combine  the  dignity  of  the 
one  with  the  utility  of  the  other.  At  any  rate 
you  must  not  think  of  changing  now.  Have  }'ou 
seen  Mr.  Kennedy  lately?"  She  asked  this 
question  abruptly,  showing  that  she  w.as  anxious 
to  get  to  the  matter  respecting  which  she  had 
summoned  him  to  her  side,  and  that  all  that  she 
had  said  hitherto  had  been  uttered  as  it  were  in 
preparation  of  that  subject. 

"  Seen  him  ?  yes ;  I  see  him.  But  we  hardly 
do  more  than  speak." 

"  Why  not  ?"  Phineas  stood  for  a  moment 
in  silence,  hesitating.  "Why  is  it  that  he  and 
you  do  not  speak?" 

"  How  can  I  answer  that  question,  Lady  Lau- 
ra?" 

"Do  you  know  any  reason?     Sit  down,  or, 


if  you  please,  I  will  get  up  and  walk  with  you. 
He  tells  me  that  you  have  chosen  to  quarrel  "with 
him,  and  that  I  have  made  you  do  so.  He  says 
that  you  have  confessed  to  him  that  I  have  ask- 
ed you  to  quarrel  with  him." 
"He  can  hardly  have  said  that." 
"But  he  has  said  it — in  so  many  words.  Do 
you  think  that  I  would  tell  you  "such  a  storv 
falsely?" 

"  Is  he  here  now  ?" 

"No — he  is  not  here.  He  would  not  come. 
I  came  alone." 

"  Is  not  JNIiss  Effingham  with  you  ?" 
"No  —  she  is  to  come  with  my  father  later. 
She  is  here  no  doubt,  now.  But  answer  mv 
question,  Mr.  Finn  —  unless  you  find  that  yoii 
can  not  answer  it.  What  was  it  that  you  "did 
say  to  my  husband  ?" 

"Nothing  to  justify  what  he  has  told  you." 
"Do  you  mean  to  sav  that  he  has  spoken 
falsely  ?" 

"I  mean  to  use  no  harsh  word — but  I  think 
that  Mr.  Kennedy  when  troubled  in  his  spirit 
looks  at  things  gloomily,  and  puts  meaning  upon 
words  which  they  should  not  bear." 
"And  what  has  troubled  his  spirit?" 
"You  must  know  that  better  than  I  can  do. 
Lady  Laura.  I  will  tell  you  all  that  I  can  tell 
you.  He  invited  me  to  his  house  and  I  would 
not  go,  because  you  had  forbidden  me.  Then 
he  asked  me  some  questions  about  you.  Did  I 
refuse  because  of  you — or  of  any  thing  that  you 
had  said  ?  If  I  remember  right,  I  told  him  that 
I  did  fancy  that  you  would  not  be  glad  to  see 
me  —  and  that  therefore  I  would  rather  stay 
away.     What  was  I  to  say  ?" 

"You  should  have  said  nothing." 
"Nothing  with  him  would  have  been  worse 
than  what  I  did  say.  Remember  that  he  asked 
me  the  question  point-blank,  and  that  no  reply 
would  have  been  equal  to  an  afiirmation.  I 
should  have  confessed  that  his  suggestion  was 
true." 

"He  could  not  then  have  twitted  me  with 
your  words." 

"If  I  have  erred,  Lady  Laura,  and  brought 
any  sorrow  on  you,  I  am  indeed  grieved." 

"It  is  all  sorrow.     There  is  nothing  but  sor- 
row.    I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  leave  him." 
"  Oh,  Lady  Laura." 

"It  is  very  bad — but  not  so  bad,  I  think,  as 
the  life  I  am  now  leading.  He  has  accused  me 
— of  wh.at  do  you  think?  He  says  that  you  are 
my  lover." 

"He  did  not  say  that — in  those  words?" 
"  He  said  it  in  words  which  made  me  feel  that 
I  must  part  from  him." 

"  And  how  did  you  answer  him  ?" 
"  I  would  not  answer  him  at  all.  If  he  had 
come  to  me  like  a  man — not  accusing  me,  but 
asking  me — I  would  have  told  him  every  thing. 
And  what  was  there  to  tell?  I  should  have 
broken  my  faith  to  you,  in  speaking  of  that  scene 
at  Loughlinter,  but  women  always  tell  such  sto- 
ries to  their  husbands  when  their  husbands  are 
good  to  them,  and  true,  and  just.  And  it  is  well 
that  they  should  be  told.  But  to  Mr.  Kennedy 
I  can  tell  nothing.  He  docs  not  believe  my 
word." 

"Not  believe  you.  Lady  Laura?" 
"  No !     Because  I  did  not  blnrt  out  to  him  all 
that  story  about  your  foolish  duel — because  I 


rUINEAS   HAB   NO  ALTERNATIVE   BUT   TO   KEAD   THE  LETTER. 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


199 


thought  it  best  to  keep  my  brother's  secret,  as 
long  as  there  was  a  secret  to  be  kept,  he  told  me 
that  I  had — lied  to  him." 

"What — with  that  word?" 

«'  Yes — with  that  very  word.  lie  is  not  par- 
ticular about  his  words,  when  he  thinks  it  nec- 
essary to  express  himself  strongly.  And  he  has 
told  me  since  that  because  of  that  he  could  never 
believe  me  again.  How  is  it  possible  that  a  wo- 
man should  live  with  such  a  man?''  But  why 
did  she  come  to  him  with  this  story — to  him 
whom  she  had  been  accused  of  entertaining  as  a 
lover — to  him  who  of  all  her  friends  was  the  last 
whom  she  siiould  have  chosen  as  the  recipient 
for  such  a  tale  ?  Phineas  as  he  thought  how  he 
might  best  answer  her,  with  what  words  he  might 
try  to  comfort  her,  could  not  but  ask  himself  this 
question.  "  The  moment  that  tlie  word  was  out 
of  his  mouth,"  she  went  on  to  say,  "I  resolved 
that  I  would  tell  you.  The  accusation  is  against 
you  as  it  is  against  me,  and  is  equally  false  to 
both.  I  have  written  to  him,  and  there  is  my 
letter." 

"But  you  will  see  him  again?" 

"  No — I  will  go  to  my  father's  house.  I  have 
already  arranged  it.  Mr.  Kennedy  has  my  let- 
ter by  this  time,  and  I  go  fi'om  hence  home  with 
my  father." 

"Do  you  wish  that  I  should  read  the  letter." 

"Yes — certainly.  I  wish  that  you  should 
read  it.  Should  I  ever  meet  him  again,  I  shall 
tell  him  that  you  saw  it." 

They  were  now  standing  close  upon  the  river's 
bank,  at  a  corner  of  the  grounds,  and,  though 
the  voices  of  people  sounded  near  to  them,  they 
were  alone.  Phineas  had  no  alternative  but  to 
read  the  letter  which  was  as  follows  :  — 

"After  what  you  have  said  to  me  it  is  impos- 
sible that  I  should  return  to  your  house.  I  shall 
meet  my  father  at  the  Duke  of  Omnium's,  and 
have  already  asked  him  to  give  me  an  asylum. 
It  is  my  wish  to  remain  wherever  he  may  be, 
either  in  town  or  in  the  country.  Should  I 
change  my  purpose  in  this,  and  change  my  resi- 
dence, I  will  not  fail  to  let  you  know  where  I  go 
and  what  I  propose  to  do.  You  I  think  must 
have  forgotten  that  I  was  your  wife ;  but  I  will 
never  forget  it. 

"You  have  accused  me  of  having  a  lover. 
You  can  not  have  expected  that  I  should  con- 
tinue to  live  with  you  after  such  an  accusation. 
For  myself  I  can  not  understand  how  any  man 
can  have  brought  himself  to  bring  such  a  charge 
against  his  wife.  Even  had  it  been  true  the  ac- 
cusation should  not  "have  been  made  by  your 
mouth  to  my  ears. 

"That  it  is  untrue  I  believe  you  must  be  as 
well  aware  as  I  am  myself  How  intimate  I  was 
with  Mr.  Finn,  and  what  were  the  limits  of  my 
intimacy  with  him  you  knew  before  I  married 
you.  After  our  marriage  I  encouraged  his 
friendship  till  I  found  that  there  was  something 
in  it  that  disijleased  you  —  and,  after  learning 
that,  I  discouraged  it.  You  have  said  that  he  is 
my  lover,  but  you  have  probably  not  defined  for 
yourself  that  word  very  clearly.  You  have  felt 
yourself  slighted  because  his  name  has  been 
mentioned  with  praise — and  your  jealousy  has 
been  wounded  because  you  have  thought  that  I 
have  regarded  him  as  in  some  way  superior  to 
yourself.     You  have  never  really  thought  that  ho 


was  my  lover^that  he  spoke  words  to  me  which 
others  might  not  hear,  that  he  claimed  from  me 
aught  that  a  wife  may  not  give,  that  he  received 
ought  which  a  friend  should  not  receive.  The 
accusation  has  been  a  coward's  accusation. 

"I  shall  be  at  my  father's  to-night,  and  to- 
morrow I  will  get  you  to  let  my  servant  bring  to 
me  such  things  as  are  my  own — namely,  my 
clothes  and  desk,  and  a  few  books.  She  will 
know  what  I  want.  I  trust  you  may  be  happier 
without  a  wife  than  ever  you  have  been  with  me. 
I  have  felt  almost  daily  since  we  were  married 
that  you  were  a  man  who  would  have  been  hap- 
pier without  a  wife  than  with  one.  Yours  af- 
fectionately, Laura  Kennedy." 

"  It  is  at  any  rate  true,"  she  said,  when  Phin- 
eas had  read  the  letter. 

"True !  Doubtless  it  is  true,"  said  Phineas, 
"except  that  I  do  not  suppose  he  was  ever  re- 
ally angry  with  me,  or  jealous,  or  any  thing  of 
the  sort — because  I  got  on  well.  It  seems  ab- 
surd even  to  think  it." 

"There  is  nothing  too  absurd  for  some  men. 
I  remember  your  telling  me  that  he  was  weak, 
and  poor,  and  unworthy.  I  remember  your  say- 
ing so  when  I  first  thought  that  he  might  become 
my  husband.  I  wish  I  had  believed  you  when  you 
told  me  so,  I  should  not  have  made  such  a  ship- 
wreck of  myself  as  I  have  done.  That  is  all  I 
had  to  say  to  you.  After  what  has  passed  be- 
tween us  I  did  not  choose  that  you  should  hear 
how  I  was  separated  from  my  husband  from  any 
lips  but  my  own.  I  will  go  now  and  find  papa. 
Do  not  come  with  me.  I  prefer  being  alone." 
Then  he  was  left  standing  by  himself,  looking 
down  upon  the  river  as  it  glided  by.  How  would 
it  have  been  with  both  of  them  if  Lady  Laura 
had  accepted  him  three  years  ago,  when  she  con- 
sented to  join  her  lot  with  that  of  Mr.  Kennedy, 
and  had  rejected  him  ?  As  he  stood  he  heard 
the  sound  of  music  from  the  house,  and  remem- 
bered that  he  had  come  there  with  the  one  sole 
object  of  seeing  Violet  Effingham.  He  had 
known  that  he  would  meet  Lady  Laura,  and  it 
had  been  in  his  mind  to  break  through  that  law 
of  silence  which  she  had  imposed  upon  him,  and 
once  more  to  ask  her  to  assist  him — to  implore 
her  for  the  sake  of  their  old  friendship  to  tell  him 
whether  there  might  yet  be  for  him  any  chance 
of  success.  But  in  the  interview  which  had  just 
taken  place  it  had  been  impossible  for  him  to 
speak  a  word  of  himself  or  of  Violet.  To  her, 
in  hevgreat  desolation,  he  could  address  himself 
on  no  other  subject  than  that  of  her  own  misery. 
But  not  the  less  when  she  was  talking  to  him 
of  her  own  sorrow,  of  her  regret  that  she  had  not 
listened  to  him  when  in  years  past  he  had  spoken 
slightingly  of  Mr.  Kennedy,  was  he  thinking  of 
Violet  Effingham.  Mr.  Kennedy  had  certainly 
mistaken  the  signs  of  things  when  he  had  ac- 
cused his  wife  Ijy  saying  that  Phineas  was  her 
lover.  Phineas  had  soon  got  over  that  early 
feeling  ;  and  as  far  as  he  himself  was  concerned 
had  never  regretted  Lady  Laura's  marriage. 

He  remained  down  by  the  water  for  a  few 
minutes,  giving  Lady  Laura  time  to  escape,  and 
then  he  wandered  across  the  grounds  toward  the 
house.  It  was  now  about  nine  o'clock,  and  though 
there  were  still  many  walking  about  the  grounds, 
the  crowd  of  people  were  in  the  rooms.  The 
musicians  were  ranged  out  on  a  veranda,  so  that 


200 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


their  music  might  liave  been  available  for  danc- 
ing within  or  without ;  but  the  dancers  had  found 
the  boards  pleasanter  than  the  lawn,  and  the 
duke's  garden  party  was  becoming  a  mere  ball, 
witli  privilege  for  the  dancers  to  stroll  about  the 
lawn  between  tiie  dances.  And  in  this  respect 
the  fun  was  better  than  at  a  ball — that  let  the 
engagements  made  for  partners  be  what  tliey 
might,  they  could  always  be  broken  with  ease. 
No  lady  felt  herself  bound  to  dance  with  a  cav- 
alier who  was  displeasing  to  her  ;  and  some  gen- 
tlemen were  left  sadly  in  the  lurch.  Phineas 
felt  himself  to  be  very  much  in  the  lurch,  even 
after  he  had  discovered  Violet  Effingham  stand- 
ing up  to  dance  with  Lord  Fawn. 

He  bided  his  time  patiently,  and  at  last  he 
found  his  opportunity.  "  Would  she  dance  with 
him  ?"  She  declared  that  she  intended  to  dance 
no  more,  and  that  she  had  promised  to  be  ready 
to  return  home  with  Lord  Brentford  before  ten 
o'clock.  "  I  have  pledged  myself  not  to  be  after 
ten, "  she  said,  laughing.  Then  she  put  her  hand 
upon  his  arm,  and  they  stepped  out  upon  the  ter- 
race together.  "Have  you  heard  any  thing?" 
she  asked  him,  almost  in  a  whisper. 

"Yes,"  he  said.  "I  have  heard  what  you 
mean.     I  have  heard  it  all." 

"Is  it  not  dreadful?" 

"  I  fear  it  is  the  best  thing  she  can  do.  She 
lias  never  been  happy  with  him." 

"  But  to  be  accused  after  that  fashion — by  her 
husband  !''  said  Violet,  "  One  can  hardly  be- 
lieve it  in  these  days.  And  of  all  women  she  is 
the  last  to  deserve  such  accusation." 

"The  very  last,"  said  Phineas,  feeling  that 
the  subject  was  one  upon  which  it  was  not  easy 
for  him  to  speak. 

"I  can  not  conceive  to  whom  he  can  have  al- 
luded," said  Violet,  Then  Phineas  began  to 
understand  that  Violet  had  not  heard  the  whole 
story ;  but  the  difficulty  of  speaking  was  still 
very  great. 

"  It  has  been  the  result  of  ungovernable  tem- 
per," he  said. 

"But  a  man  does  not  usually  strive  to  dis- 
honor himself  because  he  is  in  a  rage.  And  this 
man  is  incapable  of  rage.  He  must  be  cursed 
with  one  of  those  dark  gloomy  minds  in  which 
love  always  leads  to  jealousy.  She  will  never 
return  to  him." 

"  One  can  not  say.  In  many  respects  it  would 
be  better  that  she  should,"  said  Phineas. 

"She  will  never  return  to  him,"  repeated  Vio- 
let—  "never.     Wouldyou  advise  her  to  do  so?" 

"How  can  I  say?  If  one  were  called  upon 
for  advice,  one  would  think  so  much  before  one 
spoke." 

"I  would  not — not  for  a  minute.  What!  to 
be  accused  of  that!  How  are  a  man  and  wom- 
an to  live  together  after  there  have  been  such 
words  between  them?  Poor  Laura!  What  a 
terrible  end  to  all  her  high  hopes !  Do  you  not 
grieve  for  her  ?'* 

They  were  now  at  some  distance  from  the 
house,  and  Phineas  could  not  but  feel  that  chance 
bad  been  very  good  to  him  in  giving  him  his  op- 
))ortunity.  She  was  leaning  on  his  arm,  and 
they  were  alone,  and  slic  was  speaking  to  him 
with  all  the  familiarity  of  old  friendship.  "  I 
wonder  wliethcr  I  may  change  the  subject,"  said 
he,  "  and  ask  you  a  word  about  yourself?" 

"What  word?"  she  said  sharply. 


"I  have  heard — " 

"What  have  you  heard?" 

"  Simply  this — that  you  are  not  now  as  you 
were  six  months  ago.  Your  marriage  was  then 
fixed  for  June." 

"  It  has  been  unfixed  since  then,"  she  said. 

"  Yes — it  has  been  unfixed.  I  know  it.  Miss 
Eftingham,  you  will  not  be  angry  with  me  if  I 
say  that  when  I  heard  that  it  was  so,  something 
of  a  hope — no,  I  must  not  call  it  a  liope — some- 
thing that  longed  to  form  itself  into  hojie  return- 
ed to  my  breast,  and  from  that  hour  to  this  has 
been  the  only  subject  on  which  I  have  cared  to 
think." 

"  Lord  Chiltern  is  your  friend,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"  He  is  so,  and  I  do  not  think  that  I  have  ever 
been  untrue  to  my  friendship  for  him." 

"He  says  that  no  man  has  ever  had  a  truer 
friend.  He  will  swear  to  that  in  all  companies. 
And  I,  when  it  was  allowed  to  me  to  swear  with 
him,  swore  it  too.  As  his  friend,  let  me  tell 
you  one  thing — one  thing  which  I  would  never 
tell  to  any  other  man — one  thing  whicli  I  know 
I  may  tell  you  in  confidence.  Yon  are  a  gen- 
tleman, and  will  not  break  my  confidence?" 

"I  think  I  will  not." 

"I  know  you  will  not,  because  you  are  a  gen- 
tleman. I  told  Lord  Chiltern  in  the  autumn  of 
last  year  that  I  loved  him.  And  I  did  love  him. 
I  shall  never  have  the  same  confession  to  make 
to  another  man.  That  he  and  I  are  not  now — 
on  those  loving  terms — which  once  existed,  can 
ma4ve  no  difference  in  that.  A  woman  can  not 
transfer  her  heart.  There  have  been  things  which 
have  made  me  feel — that  I  was  perhaps  mistaken 
— in  saying  that  I  would  be — his  wife.  But  I 
said  so,  and  can  not  now  give  myself  to  another. 
Here  is  Lord  Brentford,  and  we  will  join  him." 
There  was  Lord  Brentford  with  Lady  Laura  on 
his  arm,  very  gloomy — resolving  on  what  way 
he  might  be  avenged  on  the  man  who  had  in- 
sulted his  daughter.  He  took  but  little  notice  of 
Phineas  as  he  resumed  his  charge  of  Miss  Effing- 
ham ;  but  the  two  ladies  both  wished  him  good- 
night. 

"Good-night,  Lady  Laura,"  said  Phineas, 
standing  with  his  hat  in  his  hand — "  good-night. 
Miss  Effingham."  Then  he  was  alone — quite 
alone.  Would  it  not  be  well  for  him  to  go  down 
to  the  bottom  of  the  duke's  garden,  and  fling  him- 
self into  the  quiet  river,  so  that  there  might  be 
an  end  of  him  ? 


CHAPTER  LXV. 

THE  CABINET  3IINISTER  AT  KILLALOE. 

Phineas  did  not  throw  himself  into  the  river 
from  the  duke's  garden  ;  and  was  ready,  in  sjiite 
of  Violet  Effingham,  to  start  for  Ireland  with 
Mr.  Monk  at  the  end  of  the  first  week  in  August. 
The  close  of  that  season  in  London  certainly  was 
not  a  happy  period  of  his  life.  Violet  had  s))oken 
to  him  after  sucli  a  fashion  that  he  could  not  bring 
him.self  not  to  believe  her.  She  had  given  him 
no  hint  whether  it  was  likely  or  uidikeiy  that 
she  and  Lord  Chiltern  would  be  reconciled  ; 
but  she  had  convinced  him  that  he  could  not  be 
allowed  to  take  Lord  Chiltcrn's  jilacc.  "A  wom- 
an can  not  transfer  her  heart,"  she  had  said. 
I'hincas  was  well  aware  that  manv  women  do 
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transfer  their  hearts;  but  he  had  gone  to  this 
woman  too  soon  after  the  wrench  wliich  her  love 
had  received ;  he  had  been  too  sudden  with  his 
proposal  for  a  transfer;  and  the  punishment  for 
such  ill  judgment  must  be  that  success  would 
now  be  impossible  to  him.  And  yet  how  could 
he  have  waited,  feeling  that  Miss  Effingham,  if 
she  were  at  all  like  other  girls  whom  he  had 
known,  might  have  promised  herself  to  some 
other  lover  before  she  would  return  within  his 
reach  in  the  succeeding  spring?  But  she  was 
not  like  some  other  girls.  Ah !  he  knew  that 
now,  and  repented  him  of  his  haste. 

But  he  was  ready  for  Mr.  I\Ionk  on  the  7th  of 
August,  and  they  started  together.  Something 
less  than  twenty  hours  took  them  from  London 
to  Killaloe,  and  during  four  or  five  of  tliose 
twenty  hours  ]Mr.  Monk  was  unfitted  for  any  con- 
versation by  the  uncomfortable  feelings  incidental 
to  the  passage  from  Ilollyhead  to  Kingston. 
Nevertheless,  there  was  a  great  deal  of  conversa- 
tion between  them  during  the  journey.  Mr. 
]\Ionk  had  almost  made  up  his  mind  to  leave  the 
Cabinet.  "  It  is  sad  to  me  to  have  to  confess  it, " 
he  said,  "but  the  truth  is  that  my  old  rival, 
Turnbull,  is  right.  A  man  who  begins  his  po- 
litical life  as  I  began  mine,  is  not  the  man  of 
whom  a  minister  should  be  formed.  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  that  Ministers  of  Government  re- 
quire almost  as  much  education  in  their  trade  as 
shoemakers  or  tallow-chandlers.  I  doubt  whether 
you  can  make  a  good  public  servant  of  a  man 
simply  because  he  has  got  the  ear  of  the  House 
of  Commons." 

"Then  you  mean  to  say,"  said  Phineas,  "  that 
we  are  altogether  wrong  from  beginning  to  end, 
in  our  way  of  arranging  these  things." 

"  I  do  not  say  that  at  all.  Look  at  the  men 
who  have  been  leading  statesmen  since  our  pres- 
ent mode  of  government  was  formed — from  the 
days  in  which  it  was  forming  itself,  say  from 
Walpole  down,  and  you  will  find  that  all  who 
have  been  of  real  use  had  early  training  as  pub- 
lic servants." 

' '  Are  we  never  to  get  out  of  the  old  groove  ?" 

"Not  if  the  groove  is  good,"  said  Mr.  Monk. 
"Those  who  have  been  efiicient  as  ministers 
sucked  in  their  efficacy  with  their  mother's  milk. 
Lord  Brook  did  so,  and  Lord  de  Tennes,  and 
Mr.  Mildmay.  They  seated  themselves  in  office 
chairs  tlie  moment  they  left  college.  Mr.  Gres- 
ham  was  in  office  before  he  was  eight-and-twenty. 
The  Duke  of  St.  Bungay  was  at  work  as  a  Pri- 
vate Secretary  when  he  was  three-and-twenty. 
You,  luckily  for  yourself,  have  done  the  same." 

"  And  regret  it  every  hour  of  my  life." 

"  You  have  no  cause  for  regret,  but  it  is  not 
so  with  me.  If  there  be  any  man  unfitted  by 
his  previous  career  for  office,  it  is  he  who  has  be- 
coma,  or  who  has  endeavored  to  become,  a  popu- 
lar politician — an  exponent,  if  I  may  say  so,  of 
public  ojnnion.  As  far  as  I  can  see,  office  is 
offered  to  such  men  with  one  view  only — that  of 
clipping  their  wings." 

"And  of  obtaining  their  help." 

"  It  is  the  same  thing.  Help  from  Turnbull 
Y.'ould  mean  the  withdrawal  of  all  power  of  oppo- 
sition from  him.  He  could  not  give  other  help 
for  long,  as  the  very  fact  of  his  refusing  power 
and  jiatronage  would  take  from  him  his  popular 
leadership.  The  masses  outside  require  to  have 
their  minister  as  the  Queen  has  hers;  but  the 


same  man  can  not  be  minister  to  both.  If  the 
people's  minister  chooses  to  change  his  master 
and  to  take  the  queen's  shilling,  something  of 
temporary  relief  may  be  gained  by  government 
in  the  fact  that  the  other  place  M'ill  for  a  time  be 
vacant.  But  there  are  candidates  enough  for 
such  places,  and  the  vacancy  is  not  a  vacancy 
long.  Of  course  the  Crown  has  this  pull,  that  it 
pays  wages,  and  the  people  do  not." 

"I  do  not  think  that  that  influenced  you," 
said  Phineas. 

"  It  did  not  influence  me.  To  yon  I  will  make 
bold  to  state  so  much  positively,  though  it  would 
be  foolish,  perhaps,  to  do  so  to  others.  I  did 
not  go  for  the  shilling,  though  I  am  so  poor  a 
man  that  the  shilling  is  more  to  me  than  it  would 
be  to  almost  any  man  in  the  House.  I  took  the 
shilling,  much  doubting,  but  guided  In  part  by 
this,  that  I  was  ashamed  of  being  afraid  to  take 
it.  They  told  me — Mr.  Mildmay  and  the  duke 
— that  I  could  earn  it  to  the  benefit  of  the  coun- 
try. I  have  not  earned  it,  and  the  country  has 
not  been  benefited — unless  it  be  for  the  good  of 
the  country  that  my  voice  in  the  House  should 
be  silenced.  If  I  believe  that,  I  ouglit  to  hold 
my  tongue  without  taking  a  salary  for  holding 
it.  I  have  made  a  mistake,  my  friend.  Such 
mistakes  made  at  my  time  of  life  can  not  be 
wholly  rectified ;  but,  being  convinced  of  my 
error,  I  must  do  the  best  in  my  power  to  put  my- 
self right  again." 

There  was  a  bitterness  in  all  this  to  Phineas 
himself  which  he  cotild  not  but  make  plain  to  his 
companion.      "  The   truth   is,"  he  said,  "  that 
a  man  in  office  must  be  a  slave,  and  that  slavery  ■ , 
is  distasteful."  ~i 

"  There  I  think  you  are  wrong.  If  you  mean 
that  you  can  not  do  joint  work  with  other  men 
altogether  after  your  own  fltshion,  the  same  may- 
be said  of  all  work.  If  yon  had  stuck  to  the  bar 
you  must  havepleadedyour  causes  in  conformity 
with  instructions  from  the  attorneys." 

"  I  shoitld  have  been  guided  by  my  own  lights 
in  advising  those  attorneys." 

"I  can  not  see  that  you  suffer  any  thing  that 
ought  to  go  against  the  grain  with  you.  You 
are  beginning  young,  and  it  is  your  first  adopted 
career.  With  me  it  is  otherwise.  If  by  my 
telling  you  this  I  shall  have  led  you  astray,  I 
shall  regret  my  openness  with  yoit.  Could  I  be- 
gin again,  I  v/ould  willingly  begin  as  you  began." 

It  was  a  great  day  in  Killaloe,  that  on  which 
Mr.  jNIonk  arrived  with  Phineas  at  the  doctor's 
house.  In  London,  perhaps,  a  bishop  inspires 
more  awe  than  a  Cabinet  IMinister.  In  Killaloe, 
where  a  bishop  might  be  seen  walking  about 
every  day,  the  mitred  dignitary  of  the  church, 
though  much  loved,  was  thought  of,  I  fear,  but 
lightly ;  whereas  a  Cabinet  Minister  coming  to 
stay  in  the  house  of  a  townsman  was  a  tiling  to 
be  wondered  at,  to  be  talked  about,  to  be  afraid 
of,  to  be  a  fruitful  source  of  conversation  for  a 
year  to  come  !  There  were  many  in  Killaloe,  es- 
pecially among  the  elder  ladies,  who  had  shaken 
their  heads  and  expressed  the  saddest  doubts 
when  young  Phineas  Finn  had  first  became  a 
Parliament  man.  And  though  by  degrees  they 
had  been  half  brougiit  round,  having  been  driven 
to  acknowledge  that  he  had  been  wonderfully 
successful  as  a  Parliament  man,  still  they  had 
continued  to  shake  their  heads  among  themselves, 
and  to  fear  something  in  the  future — until  he 
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appeared  at  bis  old  home  leading  a  Cabinet 
Minister  by  the  hand.  There  was  such  assurance 
in  this  that  even  old  Mrs.  Callaghan,  at  the 
brewery,  gave  way,  and  began  to  say  all  manner 
of  good  things,  and  to  praise  the  doctor's  luck  in 
that  he  had  a  son  gifted  with  parts  so  excellent. 
There  was  a  great  desii'e  to  see  the  Cabinet  Min- 
ister in  the  flesh,  to  be  with  him  when  he  ate  and 
drank,  to  watch  the  gait  and  countenance  of  the 
man,  and  to  drink  water  from  this  fountain  of 
state  lore  which  had  been  so  wonderfully  brought 
among  them  by  their  young  townsman.  Mrs. 
Finn  was  aware  that  it  behooved  her  to  be  chary 
of  her  invitations,  but  the  lady  from  the  brewery 
had  said  such  good  things  of  Mrs.  Finn's  black 
swan,  that  she  carried  her  point,  and  was  invited 
to  meet  the  Cabinet  Minister  at  dinner  on  the 
day  after  his  arrival. 

Mrs.  Flood  Jones  and  her  daughter  were  in- 
vited also  to  be  at  the  party.  When  Phineas 
had  been  last  at  Killaloe  Mrs.  Flood  Jones,  as 
tlie  reader  may  remember,  had  remained  with 
her  daughter  at  Floodborough — feeling  it  to  be 
her  duty  to  keep  her  daughter  away  from  the 
danger  of  an  unrequited  attachment.  But  it 
seemed  that  her  purpose  was  changed  now,  or 
that  she  no  longer  feared  the  danger — for  both 
Mary  and  her  mother  were  now  again  living  in 
Killaloe,  and  Mary  was  at  the  doctor's  house  as 
much  as  ever. 

A  day  or  two  before  the  coming  of  the  god 
and  the  demigod  to  the  little  town,  Barbara  Finn 
and  her  friend  had  thus  come  to  understand  each 
other  as  they  walked  along  the  Shannon  side. 
' '  I  am  sure,  my  dear,  that  he  is  engaged  to  no- 
body," said  Barbara  Finn. 

"  And  I  am  sure,  my  dear,"  said  Mary,  "  that 
I  do  not  care  whether  he  is  or  is  not." 

"  Wliat  do  you  mean,  Mary  ?" 

"  I  mean  what  I  say.  Why  should  I  care  ? 
Five  years  ago  I  had  a  foolish  dream,  and  now 
I  am  awake  again.  Think  how  old  I  have  got 
to  be." 

"  Yes — }-ou  are  twenty-three.  What  has  that 
to  do  with  it?" 

"It  h.as  this  to  do  with  it — that  I  am  old 
enough  to  know  better.  Mamma  and  I  quite 
understand  each  other.  She  used  to  be  angry 
with  him,  but  she  has  got  over  all  that  foolish- 
ness now.  It  always  made  me  so  vexed ;  the 
idea  of  being  angry  with  a  man  because — be- 
cause-— • !  You  know  one  can't  talk  about  it,  it 
is  so  foolish.     But  that  is  all  over, now." 

*'  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  don't  care  for  him, 
]\Iary?  Do  you  remember  what  you  used  to 
swear  to  me  less  than  two  years  ago?" 

"  I  remember  it  all  very  well,  and  I  remember 
what  a  goose  I  was.  As  for  caring  for  him,  of 
course  I  do — because  he  is  your  brother,  and  be- 
cause I  have  known  him  all  my  life.  But  if  he 
were  going  to  be  married  to-morrow,  you  would 
see  that  it  would  make  no  difference  to  me." 

Barbara  Fiim  walked  on  for  a  couple  of  min- 
utes in  silence  before  she  replied.  "  Mary,"  she 
said  at  last,  "  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it."' 

"  Very  well — then  all  that  I  shall  ask  of  you 
is,  that  we  may  not  talk  about  him  any  more. 
Mamma  believes  it,  and  that  is  enough  for  me." 
Nevertheless,  they  did  talk  about  Phineas  during 
the  whole  of  that  day,  and  very  often  talked  about 
him  afterward,  as  long  as  Mary  remained  at 
Killaloe. 


There  was  a  large  dinner  party  at  the  doctor's 
on  the  day  after  Mr.  Monk's  arrival.  The  bish- 
op was  not  there,  though  he  was  on  terms  suf- 
ficiently friendly  with  the  doctor's  family  to  have 
been  invited  on  so  grand  an  occasion  ;  but  lie 
was  not  there,  because  Mrs.  Finn  was  determined 
that  she  would  be  taken  out  to  dinner  by  a  Cab- 
inet Minister  in  the  face  of  all  her  friends.  She 
was  aw^are  that  had  the  bishop  been  there,  she 
must  have  taken  the  bishop's  arm.  And  though 
there  would  have  been  glory  in  that,  the  other 
glory  was  more  to  her  taste.  It  was  the  first 
time  in  her  life  that  she  had  ever  seen  a  Cabinet 
Minister,  and  I  think  that  she  was  a  little  disap- 
pointed at  finding  him  so  like  other  middle-aged 
gentlemen.  She  had  hoped  that  Mr.  Monk 
would  have  assumed  something  of  the  dignity 
of  his  position  ;  but  he  assumed  nothing.  Now 
the  bishop,  though  he  was  a  very  mild  old  m.an, 
did  assume  something  on  the  very  facts  of  his 
apron  and  knee-breeches. 

"I  am  sure,  sir,  it  is  very  good  of  you  to  come 
and  put  up  with  our  humble  way  of  living, "  said 
Mrs.  Finn  to  her  guest,  as  they  sat  down  at  ta- 
ble. And  yet  she  had  resolved  that  she  would 
not  make  any  speech  of  the  kind — that  she  would 
condescend  to  no  apology — that  she  would  bear 
herself  as  though  a  Cabinet  Minister  dined  with 
her  at  least  once  a  year.  But  when  the  moment 
came,  she  broke  down,  and  made  this  ajjology 
with  almost  abject  meekness,  and  then  hated 
herself  because  slie  had  done  so. 

"My  dear  madam,"  said  ]\Ir.  Monk,  "I  live 
myself  so  much  like  a  hermit  that  your  house  is 
a  palace  of  luxury  to  me."  Then  he  felt  that 
he  had  made  a  foolish  speech,  and  he  also  hated 
himself.  lie  found  it  very  ditficidt  to  talk  to 
his  hostess  upon  any  subject,  until  by  chance  he 
mentioned  his  young  friend  Phineas.  Then  her 
tongue  was  unloosed.  "Your  son,  madam,"  he 
said,  "is  going  with  me  to  Limerick  and  back 
to  Dublin.  It  is  a  shame,  I  know,  taking  him 
so  soon  away  from  home,  but  I  should  not  know 
how  to  get  on  without  him." 

"Oh,  Mr.  Monk,  it  is  such  a  blessing  for  him, 
and  such  an  honor  for  us,  that  you  should  be  so 
good  to  him."  Then  the  mother  spoke  out  all 
her  past  fears  and  all  her  present  hopes,  and  ac- 
knowledged the  great  glory  which  it  was  to  her 
to  have  a  son  sitting  in  Parliament,  holding  an 
office  with  a  stately  name  and  a  great  salary,  and 
blessed  with  the  friendship  of  such  a  man  as  Mr. 
Monk.  After  that  Mr.  Monk  got  on  better  with 
her. 

"I  don't  know  any  young  man,"  said  he,  "  in 
whose  career  I  have  taken  so  strong  an  interest." 

"lie  was  always  good,''  said  J\Irs.  Finn,  with 
a  tear  forcing  itself  into  the  corner  of  each  eye. 
"I  am  his  mother,  and  of  course  I  ought  not  to 
say  so — not  in  this  way  ;  but  it  is  true,  Mr. 
Monk."  And  then  the  poor  lady  was  obliged 
to  raise  her  handkerchief  and  wipe  away  the 
drops. 

Phineas  on  this  occasion  had  taken  out  to  din- 
ner the  mother  of  his  devoted  JNIary,  Mrs.  Flood 
Jones.  "What  a  pleasure  it  must  i)e  to  the 
doctor  and  Mrs.  Finn  to  see  you  come  back  in 
tliis  way,"  said  Mrs.  Flood  Jones. 

'•  With  all  my  bones  unbroken  ?"  said  he, 
laughing. 

"  Yes  ;  with  all  your  bones  unbroken.  You 
know,  Pliineas,  when  we  first  heard    that  you 
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were  to  sit  in  Parliament,  we  were  afraid  that 
you  might  break  a  rib  or  two — since  you  choose 
to  talk  about  the  breaking  of  bones." 

"  Yes,  I  know.  Every  body  thought  I  should 
come  to  grief;  but  nobody  felt  so  sure  of  it  as  I 
did  myself." 

"  But  you  have  not  come  to  grief." 

"  I  am  not  out  of  tiie  wood  yet,  you  know, 
Mrs.  Flood  Jones.  There  is  plenty  of  possibility 
for  grief  in  my  way  still." 

"As  for  as  I  can  understand  it,  you  are  out 
of  the  wood.  All  that  your  friends  here  want 
to  see  now  is,  that  you  should  marry  some  nice 
English  girl,  with  a  little  money,  if  possible. 
Rumors  have  reached  us,  you  knovv'." 

"Rumors  always  lie,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Sometimes  they  do,  of  course ;  and  I  am  not 
going  to  ask  any  indiscreet  questions.  But  that 
is  what  we  all  ho]ie.  Mary  was  saying,  only  the 
other  day,  that  if  you  w^ere  once  married,  we 
should  all  feel  quite  safe  about  you.  And  you 
know  we  all  take  the  most  lively  interest  in  your 
welfare.  It  is  not  every  day  that  a  man  from 
County  Clare  gets  on  as  you  have  done,  and  there- 
fore we  are  bound  to  think  of  you."  Thus  JMrs. 
Flood  Jones  signified  to  Phineas  Finn  that  she 
had  forgiven  him  the  thoughtlessness  of  his  early 
youth — even  though  there  had  been  something 
of  treachery  in  tliat  thoughtlessness  to  her  own 
daughter ;  and  showed  him,  also,  that  whatever 
Mary's  feelings  might  liave  been  once,  they  were 
not  now  of  a  nature  to  trouble  her.  "  Of  course 
you  will  marry?"  said  Mrs.  Flood  Jones. 

"  I  should  think  very  likely  not?"  said  Phine- 
as, who  perhaps  looked  farther  into  the  mind  of 
the  lady  than  the  lady  intended. 

"Oh,  do,  "said  the  lady.  "Every  man  should 
marry  as  soon  as  he  can,  and  especially  a  man 
iu  your  position." 

When  the  ladies  met  together  in  the  drawing- 
room  after  dinner,  it  was  impossible  but  that 
they  should  discuss  Mr  Monk.  There  was 
Mrs.  Callaghan  from  the  brewery  there,  and  old 
Lady  Blood,  of  Bloodstone  —  who  on  ordinary 
occasions  would  hardly  admit  that  she  was  on 
dining-out  terms  with  any  one  in  Killaloe  ex- 
cept the  bishop,  but  who  had  found  it  impossible 
to  decline  to  meet  a  Cabinet  Minister — and  there 
was  Mrs.  Stackpoole  from  Sixmiletown,  a  far- 
away cousin  of  the  Finns,  who  hated  Lady  Blood 
with  a  true  provinciiil  hatred. 

"I  don't  see  any  thing  particularly  uncom- 
mon in  him,  after  all,"  said  Lady  Blood. 

"I  think  he  is  very  nice  indeed,"  said  Mrs. 
Flood  Jones. 

"So  very  quiet,  my  dear,  and  just  like  other 
people,"  said  Mrs.  Callaghan,  meaning  to  pro- 
nounce a  strong  eulogium  on  the  Cabinet  Min- 
ister. 

"Very  like  other  people  indeed,"  said  Lady 
Blood. 

"  And  what  would  you  expect.  Lady  Blood  ?" 
said  Mrs.  Stackpoole.  "  Men  and  women  in 
London  walk  upon  two  legs,  just  as  they  do  in 
Ennis.  Now  Lady  Blood  herself  had  been  born 
and  bred  in  Ennis,  whereas  Mrs.  Stackpoole  had 
come  from  Limerick,  which  is  a  much  more  con- 
siderable town,  and  therefore  there  was  a  satire 
in  this  allusion  to  the  habits  of  the  men  of  En- 
nis which  Lady  Blood  understood  thoroughly. 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Stackpoole,  I  know  how'the 
people  walk  in  London  quite  as  well  as  you  do."  , 


Lady  Blood  had  once  passed  three  months  in 
London  while  St.  Patrick  had  been  alive,  where- 
as Mrs.  Stackpoole  had  never  done  more  than 
visit  the  metropolis  for  a  day  or  two. 

"  Oh,  no  doubt,"  said  Mrs.  Stackpoole  ;  "but 
I  never  can  understand  what  it  is  that  people 
expect.  I  suppose  Mr.  Monk  ought  to  have 
come  with  his  stars  on  the  breast  of  his  coat,  to 
have  pleased  Lady  Blood." 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Stackpoole,  Cabinet  Minis- 
ters don't  have  stai-s,"  said  Lady  Blood. 

' '  I  never  said  they  did,"  said  Mrs.  Stackpoole. 

"He  is  so  nice  and  gentle  to  talk  to,"  said 
Mrs.  Finn.  "  You  may  say  what  you  will,  but 
men  who  are  high  up  do  very  often  give  them- 
selves airs.  Now  I  must  say  that  this  friend  of 
my  son's  does  not  do  any  thing  of  that  kind." 

"Not  the  least,"  said  Mrs.  Callaghan. 

"  Quite  the  contrary,"  said  Mrs.  Stackpoole. 

"I  dare  say  he  is  a  wonderful  man,"  said 
Lady  Blood.  "  All  I  say  is,  that  I  didn't  hear 
any  thing  wonderful  come  out  of  his  mouth ; 
and  as  for  people  in  Ennis  walking  on  two  legs, 
I  have  seen  donkeys  in  Limerick  doing  just  the 
same  thing. "  Now  it  was  well  known  that  Mrs. 
Stackpoole  had  two  sons  living  in  Limerick,  as 
to  neither  of  whom  was  it  expected  that  he 
would  set  the  Shannon  on  fire.  After  this  little 
speech  there  was  no  further  mention  of  Mr. 
Monk,  as  it  became  necessary  that  all  the  good- 
nature of  Mrs.  Finn  and  all  the  tact  of  Mrs. 
Flood  Jones  and  all  the  energy  of  JNIrs.  Calla- 
ghan should  be  used,  to  prevent  the  raging  of  an 
internecine  battle  between  Mrs.  Stackpoole  and 
Lady  Blood. 


CHAPTER  LXYI. 


TICTEIX. 


Mr.  Monk's  holiday  programme  allowed  him 
a  week  at  Killaloe,  and  from  thence  he  was  to 
go  to  Limerick,  and  from  Limerick  to  Dublin, 
in  order  that,  at  both  places,  he  might  be  enter- 
tained at  a  public  dinner  and  make  a  speech 
about  tenant-right.  Foreseeing  that  Phineas 
might  commit  himself  if  he  attended  these 
meetings,  Mr.  Monk  had  counseled  him  to  re- 
main at  Killaloe.  But  Phineas  had  refused  to 
subject  himself  to  such  cautious  abstinence.  Mr. 
Monk  had  come  to  Ireland  as  his  friend,  and  he 
would  see  him  through  his  travels.  "  I  shall 
not,  probably,  be  asked  to  speak,"  said  Phineas, 
"  and  if  I  am  asked,  I  need  not  say  more  than 
a  few  words.     And  what  if  I  did  speak  out  ?" 

"You  might  find  it  disadvantageous  to  you 
in  London." 

"I  must  take  my  chance  of  that.  I  am  not 
going  to  tie  myself  down  forever  and  ever  for 
the  sake  of  being  Under-secretary  to  the  Colo- 
nies." Mr.  IMonk  said  very  much  to  him  on  the 
subject  —  was  constantly  saying  very  much  to 
him  about  it ;  but  in  spite  of  all  that  Mr.  Monk 
said,  Phineas  did  make  the  journey  to  Limerick 
and  Dublin. 

He  had  not,  since  his  arrival  at  Killaloe,  been 
a  moment  alone  with  Mary  Flood  Jones  till  the 
evening  before  he  started  with  Mr.  Monk.  She 
had  kept  out  of  his  way  successfully,  though  she 
had  constantly  been  with  him  in  companj',  and 
was  beginning  to  plume  herself  on  the  strength 
and  valor  of  her  conduct.     But  her  self-praise 
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had  in  it  nothing  of  joy,  and  her  p;lory  was  very 
sad.  Of  course  she  would  care  for  him  no  more 
— more  especially  as  it  was  so  very  evident  that  lie 
cared  not  at  all  for  her.  But  the  very  fact  of 
her  keeping  out  of  hii3  way,  made  her  acknowl- 
edge to  herself  that  her  position  was  very  miser- 
able. She  had  declared  to  her  mother  that  she 
might  certainly  go  to  Killaloe  with  safety — that 
it  would  be  better  for  her  to  put  herself  in  the 
way  of  meeting  him  as  an  old  friend — that  the 
idea  of  the  necessity  of  shutting  herself  up  be- 
cause of  his  approach,  was  the  one  thing  that 
gave  her  real  jjain.  Therefore  her  mother  had 
brought  her  to  Killaloe  and  she  had  met  him  ; 
but  her  fancied  security  had  deserted  her,  and 
she  found  herself  to  be  miserable,  hoping  for 
something  she  did  not  know  wjiat,  still  dream- 
ing of  possibilities,  feeling  during  every  moment 
of  his  ])resence  with  her  that  some  special  con- 
duct was  necessarj'  on  her  part.  Slie  could  not 
make  further  confession  to  her  mother  and  ask 
to  be  carried  back  to  Floodborough  ;  but  she 
knew  that  she  was  very  wretched  at  Killaloe. 

As  for  Phineas,  he  had  felt  that  his  old  friend 
was  very  cold  to  Iiim.  He  was  in  that  humor 
with  reference  to  A^iolet  Effingham  which  seem- 
ed especially  to  require  consolation.  lie  knew 
now  that  all  hope  was  over  there.  Violet  Effing- 
ham could  never  be  his  wife.  Even  were  she 
not  to  marry  Lord  Chiltern  for  the  next  five 
years,  she  would  not,  during  those  five  years, 
marry  any  otiier  man.  Such  was  our  hero's 
conviction  ;  and,  suflTering  un.der  this  conviction, 
he  was  in  want  of  the  comfort  of  feminine  sym- 
pathy. Had  I\Iary  known  all  this,  and  had  it 
suited  her  to  play  such  a  part,  I  think  she  miglit 
have  had  Phineas  at  her  feet  before  he  had  been 
a  week  at  home.  But  she  had  kept  aloof  from 
him  and  had  heard  notliing  of  his  sorrows.  As 
a  natural  consequence  of  this,  Phineas  was  more 
in  love  with  her  than  ever. 

On  the  evening  before  he  started  with  Mr. 
IMonk  for  Limerick,  he  managed  to  be  alone 
with  her  for  a  few  minutes.  Barbara  may  prob- 
ably have  assisted  in  bringing  about  this  ar- 
rangement, and  had,  perhaps,  been  guilty  of 
some  treachery — sisters  in  such  circumstances 
will  sometimes  be  very  treacherous  to  their 
friends.  I  feel  sure,  however,  that  IMary  herself 
was  quite  innocent  of  any  guile  in  the  matter. 

"Mary,"  Phineas  said  to  her  suddenly,  "it 
seems  to  me  that  you  have  avoided  me  purpose- 
ly ever  since  I  h.ave  been  at  home."  She  smiled 
and  blushed  and  stammered  and  said  nothing. 
"Has  there  been  any  reason  for  it,  Mary?" 

"No  reason  at  all  that  I  know  of,"  she  said. 

"We  used  to  be  such  great  friends." 

"That  was  before  you  were  a  great  man, 
Phineas.  It  must  necessarily  be  ditferent  now. 
You  know  so  many  people  now,  and  people  of 
such  a  different  sort,  that  of  course  I  fall  a  little 
into  the  background." 

"When  you  talk  in  that  way,  Mary,  I  know 
that  yon  are  laughing  at  me." 

"Indeed,  indeed  I  am  not." 

"  I  believe  there  is  no  one  in  the  whole  world," 
he  said,  after  a  pause,  "whose  friendship  is 
more  to  me  than  yours  is.  I  think  of  it  so  oft- 
en, Mary.  Say  that  when  wc  come  back  it 
shall  be  between  us  as  it  used  to  be."  Tiien  he 
]Hit  out  his  hand  for  hers,  and  she  could  not 
help  giving  it  to  him,     "  Of  course  there  will  be 


people,"  he  said,  "  who  talk  ncmsonse  to  me,  and 
one  can  not  help  it ;  but  I  will  not  put  up  with 
it  from  you." 

"I  did  not  mean  to  talk  nonsense,  Phineas." 
Then  there  came  some  one  across  them,  and  the 
conversation  was  ended ;  but  the  sound  of  his 
voice  remained  on  her  ears,  and  she  could  not 
help  to  remember  that  he  had  declared  that  her 
fi'iendship  was  dearer  to  him  than  the  friendship 
of  any  one  else. 

Phineas  went  with  j\Ir.  Monk  first  to  Limerick 
and  then  to  Dublin,  and  found  himself  at  both 
]»laces  to  be  regarded  as  a  hero  only  second  to 
the  great  hero.  At  both  places  the  one  subject 
of  debate  was  tenant-right — could  any  thing  be 
done  to  make  it  profitable  for  men  with  cajjital 
to  put  their  capital  into  Irish  land.  The  fertil- 
ity of  the  soil  was  questioned  by  no  one — nor 
the  sufficiency  of  external  circumstances,  such 
as  railroads  and  the  like — nor  the  abundance  of 
labor — nor  even  security  for  the  wealth  to  be 
produced.  The  only  difficulty  was  in  this,  that 
the  men  who  were  to  produce  the  wealth  had 
no  guarantee  that  it  would  be  his  when  it  was 
created.  In  England  and  elsewhere  such  guar- 
antees were  in  existence.  Might  it  not  be  pos- 
sible to  introduce  them  into  Ireland  ?  That  was 
the  question  which  Mr.  IMonk  had  in  hand ;  and 
in  various  speeches  which  he  made  both  before 
and  after  the  dinners  given  to  him,  he  jiledged 
himself  to  keep  it  well  in  hand  when  Parliament 
should  meet.  Of  coarse  Phineas  spoke  also. 
It  was  impossible  that  he  should  be  silent  when 
his  friend  and  leader  was  pouring  out  his  elo- 
quence. Of  course  he  spoke,  and  of  course  he 
pledged  himself.  Something  like  the  old  pleas- 
ures of  the  debating  society  returned  to  him,  as 
standing  upon  a  platform  before  a  shouting  mul- 
titude, he  gave  full  vent  to  his  words.  In  the 
House  of  Commons,  of  late  he  had  been  so  cab- 
ined, cribbed,  and  confined  by  office  as  to  have 
enjoyed  nothing  of  this.  Indeed,  from  the  com- 
mencement of  his  career,  he  had  fallen  so  thor- 
oughly into  the  decorum  of  Government  ways, 
as  to  have  missed  altogether  the  delights  of  that 
wild  irresponsible  oratory  of  which  Mr.  Monk 
had  spoken  to  him  so  often.  He  had  envied 
men  below  the  gangway,  who,  though  sup]>ort- 
ing  the  Governmental  main  questions,  could  get 
up  on  their  legs  whenever  the  House  was  full 
enough  to  make  it  worth  their  while,  and  say 
almost  whatever  they  pleased.  There  was  tliat 
Ml-.  Eobson,  who  literally  did  say  just  what 
came  uppermost ;  and  the  thing  that  came  up- 
permost was  often  ill-natured,  often  unbecoming 
the  gravity  of  the  House,  was  always  startling  ; 
but  men  listened  to  him  and  liked  him  to  .«pcak. 
But  Mr.  Robson  had — married  a  woman  with 
money.  Oh,  why — why,  had  not  Violet  Effing- 
ham been  kinder  to  him?  He  might  even  yet, 
perhaps,  marry  a  woman  with  money.  But  he 
could  not  bring  lymself  to  do  so  unless  he  loved 
her. 

The  upshot  of  the  Dublin  meeting  was  that  he 
also  positively  pledged  himself  to  support  during 
the  next  session  of  Parliament  a  bill  advocating 
tenant-right.  "I  am  sorry  you  went  so  far  as 
that,"  Mr.  Monk  said  to  him  almost  as  soon  as 
the  meeting  was  over.  They  were  standing  on 
tlie  pier  at  Kingstown,  and  Mr.  Monk  was  pre- 
paring to  return  to  England. 

"  And  why  not  I  as  far  as  you?" 
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"Because  I  had  tliougbt  about  it,  and  I  do 
not  think  tliat  you  have.  I  am  prepared  to  re- 
sign my  office  to-morrow  ;  and  directly  that  I 
can  see  Mr.  Gresham  and  explain  to  him  what 
I  have  done,  I  shall  offer  to  do  so." 

"He  won't  accept  your  resignation." 

"He  must  accept  it,  unless  he  is  prepared  to 
instruct  the  Irish  Secretary  to  bring  in  such  a 
bill  as  I  can  support." 

"I  sliall  be  exactly  in  the  same  boat." 

"But  you  ought  not  to  be  in  the  same  boat — 
nor  need  you.  My  advice  to  you  is  to  say  noth- 
ing about  it  till  you  get  back  to  London,  and 
then  speak  to  Lord  Cantrip.  Tell  him  that  you 
will  not  say  any  thing  on  the  subject  in  the 
House,  but  that  in  the  event  of  there  being  a 
division  you  hope  to  be  allowed  to  vote  as  on 
an  open  question.  It  may  be  that  I  shall  get 
Gresham's  assent,  and  if  so  we  shall  be  all  right. 
If  I  do  not,  and  if  they  choose  to  make  it  a  point 
with  you,  you  must  resign  also." 

"Of  course  I  shall,"  said  Phineas. 

"But  I  do  not  think  they  will.  You  have 
been  too  useful,  and  they  will  wish  to  avoid  the 
■weakness  which  comes  to  a  ministry  from  chang- 
ing its  team.  Good-bye,  my  dear  fellow  ;  and 
remember  this^my  last  word  of  advice  to  you 
is  to  stick  by  the  ship.  I  am  quite  sure  it  is  a 
career  which  will  suit  you.  I  did  not  begin  it 
soon  enough." 

Phineas  was  rather  melancholy  as  he  returned 
alone  to  Killaloe.  It  was  all  very  well  to  bid 
him  stick  to  the  ship,  and  he  knew  as  well  as 
any  one  could  tell  him  how  material  the  ship 
was  to  him  ;  but  there  are  circumstances  in  which 
a  man  can  not  stick  to  his  ship— can  not  stick, 
at  least,  to  this  special  Government  ship.  He 
knew  that  whither  Mr.  Monk  went,  in  this  ses- 
sion, he  must  follow.  He  had  considerable  hope 
that  when  IMr.  Monk  explained  his  purpose  to 
the  Prime  Minister,  the  Prime  Minister  would 
feel  himself  obliged  to  give  way.  In  that  case 
Pluneas  would  not  only  be  able  to  keep  his 
office,  but  would  have  such  an  opportunity  of 
making  a  speech  in  Parliament  as  circumstances 
had  never  yet  given  to  him.  When  he  was 
again  at  home  he  said  nothing  to  his  father  or 
to  the  Killaloeians  as  to  the  danger  of  his  posi- 
tion. Of  what  use  would  it  be  to  make  his 
mother  and  sister  miserable,  or  to  incur  the  use- 
less counsels  of  the  doctor?  They  seemed  to 
think  his  speech  at  Dublin  very  fine,  and  were 
never  tired  of  talking  of  what  Mr.  Monk  and 
Phineas  were  going  to  do ;  but  the  idea  had  not 
come  home  to  them  that  if  Mr.  Monk  or  Phineas 
chose  to  do  any  thing  on  their  own  account,  they 
must  give  up  the  places  which  they  held  under 
the  Crown. 

It  was  September  when  Phineas  found  him- 
self back  at  Killaloe,  and  he  was  due  to  be  at 
his  office  in  London  in  November.  The  excite- 
ment of  ^Ir.  Monk's  company  was  now  over,  and 
he  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  receive  pouches 
full  of  official  papers  from  the  Colonial  Office, 
and  study  all  the  statistics  which  came  within 
his  reach  in  reference  to  the  proposed  new  law 
for  tenant-right.  In  the  mean  time  Mary  was 
still  living  with  her  mother  at  Killaloe,  and  still 
kept  herself  somewhat  aloof  from  the  man  she 
loved.  How  could  it  be  possible  for  him  not  to 
give  way  in  such  circumstances  as  those  ? 

One  day  he  found  himself  talking  to  her  about 


himself,  and  speaking  to  her  of  his  own  position 
with  more  frankness  than  he  ever  used  with  his 
own  family.  He  had  begun  by  reminding  her 
of  that  conversation  whicli  they  had  had  be- 
fore he  went  away  with  Mr.  Monk,  and  by  re- 
minding her  also  that  she  had  promised  to  re- 
turn to  her  old  friendly  ways  with  him. 

"  Na}^,  Phineas;  there  was  no  promise,"  she 
said. 

"  And  are  we  not  to  be  friends  ?" 

"  I  only  say  that  I  made  no  particular  prom- 
ise. Of  course  we  are  friends.  We  have  al- 
ways been  friends." 

"  What  would  you  say  if  you  heard  that  I 
had  resigned  my  office  and  given  up  my  seat  ?" 
he  asked.  Of  course  she  expressed  her  surprise, 
almost  her  horror,  at  such  an  idea,  and  then  he 
told  her  every  thing.  It  took  long  in  the  telling, 
because  it  was  necessary  that  he  should  explain 
to  her  the  working  of  the  system  which  made  it 
impossible  for  him,  as  a  member  of  the  Govern- 
ment, to  entertain  an  opinion  of  his  own. 

"  And  do  you  mean  that  you  would  lose  your 
salary  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Certainly  I  should." 

"Would  not  that  be  very  dreadful  ?" 

He  laughed  as  he  acknowledged  that  it  would 
be  dreadful.  "It  is  very  dreadful,  Mary,  to 
have  nothing  to  eat  and  drink.  But  what  is  a 
man  to  do  ?  Would  you  recommend  me  to  say 
that  black  is  white?" 

"I  am  sure  you  would  never  do  that." 

"You  see,  jNIary,  it  is  very  nice  to  be  called 
by  a  big  name  and  to  have  a  salary,  and  it  is 
very  comfortable  to  be  envied  by  one's  friends 
and  enemies — but  there  are  drawbacks.  There 
is  this  especial  drawback."  Then  he  paused  for 
a  moment  before  he  went  on. 

"  What  especial  drawback,  Phineas  ?" 

"  A  man  can  not  do  what  he  pleases  with  him- 
self How  can  a  man  marry,  so  circumstanced 
as  I  am?" 

She  hesitated  for  a.  moment,  and  then  she  an- 
swered him — "  A  man  may  be  very  happy  with- 
out marrying,  I  suppose." 

He  also  paused  for  many  moments  before  he 
spoke  again,  and  she  then  made  a  faint  attempt 
to  escape  from  him.  But  before  she  succeeded 
he  had  asked  her  a  question  which  arrested  her. 
"  I  wonder  whether  you  would  listen  to  me  if  I 
were  to  tell  you  a  history  ?"  Of  course  she 
listened,  and  the  history  he  told  her  was  the  tale 
of  his  love  for  Violet  Effingham. 

"  And  she  hi\s  money  of  her  own  ?"  Mary 
asked. 

"  Yes — she  is  rich.     She  has  a  large  fortune." 

"Then,  Mr.  Finn,  you  must  seek  some  one 
else  who  is  equally  blessed." 

"  Mary,  that  is  untrue — that  is  ill-natured. 
You  do  not  mean  that.  Say  that  you  do  not 
mean  it.  You  have  not  believed  that  I  loved 
Miss  Effingham  because  she  was  rich." 

"But  you  have  told  me  that  you  could  love  no 
one  who  is  not  rich." 

"I  have  said  nothing  of  the  kind.  Love  is 
involuntary^  It  does  not  run  in  a  yoke  with 
prudence.  I  have  told  you  my  history  as  far 
as  it  is  concerned  with  Violet  Effingham.  I  did 
love  her  very  dearly." 

"Did  love  her,  Mr. Finn?" 

"  Yes — did  love  her.  Is  there  any  inconstan- 
cy in  ceasing  to  love  when  one  is  not  loved  ? 
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Is   there   inconstancy   in  changing  one's  love, 
and  in  loving  again  ?" 

"I  do  not  know,"  said  Mary,  to  whom  the 
occasion  was  becoming  so  embarrassing  tliat  she 
no  longer  was  able  to  reply  with  words  that  had 
a  meaning  in  them. 

"If  there  be,  dear,  I  am  inconstant."  He 
paused,  but  of  course  she  had  not  a  syllable  to 
say.  "I  have  changed  my  love.  But  I  could 
not  speak  of  a  new  passion  till  I  had  told  the 
story  of  that  which  has  passed  away.  You  have 
heard  it  all  now,  Mary.  Can  you  try  to  love 
me,  after  that  ?"  It  had  come  at  last — the  thing 
for  which  she  had  been  ever  wishing.  It  had 
come  in  spite  of  her  imprudence,  and  in  spite  of 
her  prudence.  When  she  had  heard  him  to  the  ' 
end  she  was  not  a  whit  angry  with  him — she  was 
not  in  the  least  aggrieved — because  he  had  been 
lost  to  her  in  his  love  for  this  Miss  Effingham, 
while  she  had  been  so  nearly  lost  by  her  love  for 
him.  For  women  such  episodes  in  the  lives  of 
their  lovers  have  an  excitement  which  is  almost 
pleasurable,  whereas  each  inan  is  anxious  to 
hear  his  lady  swear  that  until  he  appeared  upon 
the  scene  her  heart  had  been  fancy  free.  Mary, 
upon  tlie  whole,  had  liked  tlie  story — had  thought 
that  it  had  been  finely  told,  and  was  well  pleased 
with  the  final  catastrophe.  But,  nevertheless, 
she  was  not  prepared  with  her  rci)ly.  "Have 
you  no  answer  to  give  me,  Mary?"  he  said, 
looking  up  into  her  eyes.  I  am  afraid  that  he 
did  not  doubt  what  would  be  her  answer — as  it 
would  be  good  that  all  lovers  should  do.  "You 
must  vouchsafe  me  some  word,  Mary." 

When  she  essayed  to  speak  she  found  that  she 
was  dumb.  She  could  not  get  her  voice  to  give 
her  the  assistance  of  a  single  word.  She  did  not 
cry,  but  there  was  a  motion  as  of  sobbing  in  her 
throat  which  impeded  all  utterance.  She  was  as 
happy  as  earth — as  heaven  could  make  her  ;  but 
she  did  not  know  how  to  tell  him  that  she  was 
happy.  And  yet  she  longed  to  tell  it,  that  he 
might  know  how  thankful  she  was  to  him  for  his 
goodness.  He  still  sat  looking  at  her,  and  now 
by  degrees  he  had  got  her  hand  in  his.  "  Mary," 
he  said,  "will  you  be  my  wife — my  own  wife?" 
When  half  an  hour  had  passed,  they  were  still 
together,  and  now  she  had  found  the  use  of  her 
tongue.  "Do  whatever  you  like  best,"  she 
said.  "  I  do  not  care  which  you  do.  If  you 
came  to  me  to-morrow  and  told  me  you  had  no 
income,  it  would  make  no  diiTerence.  Though 
to  love  you  and  to  have  your  love  is  all  the  world 
to  me — though  it  makes  all  the  difference  be- 
tween misery  and  happiness  —  I  would  sooner 
give  up  that  than  be  a  clog  on  you."  Then  he 
took  her  in  his  arms  and  kissed  her.  "Oh, 
Phinens !"  she  said,  "  I  do  love  you  so  entirely." 

"  My  own  one." 

"  Yes ;  your  own  one.  But  if  you  had  known 
it  all  always  !  Never  mind.  Now  you  are  my 
own — are  you  not  ?" 

"Indeed  yes,  dearest." 

"Oh,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  victorious  at 
last." 

"  What  on  earth  arc  you  two  doing  here  these 
two  hours  together  ?"  said  Barbara,  bursting  into 
the  room. 

"What  are  we  doing?"  said  Phineas. 

"  Yes — what  are  you  doing  ?" 

"Nothing  in  particular,"  said  Mary. 

"Nothing  at  all  in  particular,"  said  Phineas. 


"  Only  this — that  we  have  engaged  ourselves  to 
marry  each  other.  It  is  quite  a  trifle — is  it  not, 
Mary  ?" 

"  Oh,  Barbara  !"  said  the  joyful  girl,  spring- 
ing forward  into  her  friend's  arms;  "I  do  be- 
lieve I  am  the  happiest  creature  on  the  face  of 
this  earth. " 


CHAPTER  LXVII. 

job's  comforters. 

Before  Phineas  had  returned  to  London  his 
engagement  with  Mary  Flood  Jones  was  known  to 
all  his  family,  was  known  to  Mrs.  Flood  Jones, 
and  was  indeed  known  generally  to  all  Killaloe. 
That  other  secret  of  his,  which  had  reference  to 
the  probability  of  his  being  obliged  to  throw  up 
his  office,  was  known  only  to  Mary  herself.  He 
thought  that  he  had  done  all  that  honor  required 
of  him  in  telling  her  of  his  ])osition  before  he 
had  proposed — so  that  she  might  on  that  ground 
refuse  him  if  she  were  so  minded.  And  yet  he 
had  known  very  well  that  such  prudence  on  her 
]«\rt  was  not  to  be  expected.  If  she  loved  liim, 
of  course  she  would  say  so  when  she  was  asked. 
And  he  had  known  that  she  loved  him.  "There 
may  be  delay,  Mary,"  he  said  to  her  as  he  was 
going.  "Nay,  there  must  be  delay,  if  I  am 
obliged  to  resign." 

"  I  do  not  care  a  straw  for  delay  if  you  will  be 
true  to  nle, "  she  said. 

"  Do  you  doubt  my  truth,  dearest?" 

"Not  in  the  least.  I  will  swear  by  it  as  the 
one  thing  that  is  truest  in  the  world." 

"  You  may,  dearest.  And  if  this  should  come 
to  pass  I  must  go  to  work  and  put  my  shoulder 
to  the  wheel,  and  earn  an  income  for  you  bj-my 
old  profession  before  I  can  make  you  my  wife. 
With  such  a  motive  before  me  I  know  that  I 
shall  earn  an  income."  And  thus  they  parted. 
Marj',  though  of  course  she  would  have  preferred 
that  her  future  husband  should  remain  in  his 
high  office,  that  he  should  be  a  member  of  Par- 
liament and  an  Und  r- secretary  of  State,  ad- 
mitted no  doubt  into  her  mind  to  disturb  her 
happiness ;  and  Phineas,  though  he  had  many 
misgivings  as  to  the  prudence  of  what  he  had 
done,  was  not  the  less  strong  in  his  resolution 
of  constancy  and  endurance.  He  would  throw 
up  his  position,  resign  his  seat,  and  go  to  work 
at  the  bar  instantly,  if  he  found  that  his  inde- 
pendence as  a  man  required  him  to  do  so.  And, 
above  all,  let  come  what  might,  he  would  be  true 
to  Mary  Flood  Jones. 

December  was  half  over  before  he  saw  Lord 
Cantrip.  "Yes,  yes;"  said  Lord  Cantrip,  when 
the  Under-Secretary  began  to  tell  his  story.  "I 
saw  what  you  were  about.  I  wish  I  had  been  at 
your  elbow." 

"  If  you  knew  the  countiy  as  I  know  it,  you 
would  be  as  eager  about  it  as  I  am." 

"Then  I  can  only  say  that  I  am  very  glad 
that  I  do  not  know  the  country  as  you  know  it. 
You  see,  Finn,  it's  my  idea  that  if  a  man  wants 
to  make  himself  useful  he  should  stick  to  some 
special  kind  of  work.  With  you  it's  a  thousand 
1  pities  that  you  should  not  do  so." 

"You  think,  then,  I  ought  to  resign  ?" 

"  I  don't  say  any  thing  about  that.  As  you 
wish  it,  of  course  I'll  speak  to  Gresham.  Monk, 
I  believe,  has  resigned  already." 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  jMEMBER. 


207 


"  He  has  written  to  rae,  and  told  me  so,"  said 
Phineas. 

"I  always  felt  afraid  of  him  for  your  sake, 
Finn.  Mr.  Monk  is  a  clever  man,  and  as  hon- 
est a  man  as  any  in  the  House,  but  I  always 
tliought  that  he  was  a  dangerous  friend  for  you. 
However,  we  will  see.  I  will  speak  to  Gresham 
after  Christmas.     There  is  no  hurry  about  it." 

When  Parliament  met  the  first  great  subject 
of  interest  was  the  desertion  of  Mr.  ]Monk  from 
the  Ministry.  He  at  once  took  his  place  below 
the  gangway,  sitting  as  it  happened  exactly  in 
front  of  Mr.  Turnbull,  and  there  he  made  his 
explanation.  Some  one  opposite  asked  a  ques- 
tion whether  a  certain  right  honorable  gentleman 
had  not  left  the  Cabinet.  Then  Mr.  Gresham 
replied  that  to  his  infinite  regret  his  right  honor- 
able friend,  who  lately  presided  at  the  Board  of 
Trade,  had  resigned  ;  and  he  went  on  to  explain 
that  this  resignation  had,  according  to  his  ideas, 
been  quite  unnecessary.  His  right  honorable 
friend  entertained  certain  ideas  about  Irish  ten- 
ant-right, as  to  wliich  he  himself  and  his  right 
honorable  friend  the  Secretary  for  Ireland  could 
not  exactly  pledge  themselves  to  be  in  unison 
with  him ;  but  he  had  thought  that  the  motion 
might  hare  rested  at  any  rate  over  this  session* 
Then  Mr.  Monk  explained,  making  his  first  great 
speech  on  Irish  tenant-right.  He  found  himself 
obliged  to  advocate  some  immediate  measure  for 
giving  security  to  the  Irish  farmer ;  and  as  he 
could  not  do  so  as  a  member  of  the  Cabinet,  he 
was  forced  to  resign  the  honor  of  that  position. 
He  said  something  also  as  to  the  great  doubt 
which  had  ever  weighed  on  his  own  mind  as  to 
the  inexpediency  of  a  man  at  his  time  of  life 
submitting  himself  for  the  first  time  to  the  tram- 
mels of  office.  This  called  up  Mr.  Turnbull,  who 
took  the  opportunity  of  saying  that  he  now  agreed 
cordially  with  his  old  friend  for  the  first  time  since 
that  old  friend  had  listened  to  the  blandishments 
of  the  ministerial  seducer,  and  that  he  welcomed 
his  old  friend  back  to  those  independent  benches 
with  great  satisfaction.  In  this  way  the  debate 
was  very  exciting.  Nothing  was  said  which 
made  it  then  necessary  for  Phineas  to  get  upon 
his  legs  or  to  declare  himself;  but  he  perceived 
that  the  time  would  rapidly  come  in  which  he 
must  do  so.  Mr.  Gresham,  though  he  strove  to 
speak  with  gentle  words,  was  evidently  very  an- 
gry with  the  late  President  of  the  Board  of 
Trade  ;  and  moreover,  it  was  quite  clear  that  a 
bill  would  be  introduced  by  Mr.  Monk  himself 
which  Mr.  Gresham  was  determined  to  oppose. 
If  all  tliis  came  to  pass  and  there  should  be  a 
close  division,  Phineas  felt  that  his  fate  would 
be  sealed.  When  he  again  spoke  to  Lord  Can- 
trip on  the  subject,  the  Secretary  of  State  shrug- 
ged his  shoulders  and  shook  his  head.  "I  can 
only  advise  you,"  said  Lord  Cantrip,  "  to  forget 
all  that  took  place  in  Ireland.  If  you  will  do  so, 
nobody  else  will  remember  it.''  "  As  if  it  were 
possible  to  forget  such  things,"  he  said  in  the  let- 
ter which  he  wrote  to  Mary  that  night.  "Of 
course  I  shall  go  now.  If  it  were  not  for  your 
sake,  I  should  not  in  the  least  regret  it." 

He  had  been  with  Madame  Goesler  frequently 
in  the  winter,  and  had  discussed  with  her  so  often 
the  question  of  his  official  position  that  she  had 
declared  that  she  was  coming  at  last  to  under- 
stand the  mysteries  of  an  English  cabinet.  "I 
think  you  are  quite  right,  my  friend,"  slie  said 


— "quite  right.  What — you  are  to  be  in  Par- 
liament and  say  that  this  black  thing  is  white, 
or  that  this  white  thing  is  black,  because  you 
like  to  take  your  salary  !  That  can  not  be  hon- 
est 1"  Then,  when  he  came  to  talk  to  her  of 
money — that  he  must  give  up  Parliament  itself, 
if  he  gave  up  his  place — she  offered  to  lend  him 
money.  "Why  should  you  not  treat  me  as  a 
friend?"  she  said.  When  he  pointed  out  to  her 
that  there  would  never  come  a  time  in  which  he 
could  pay  such  money  back,  she  stamped  her  foot 
and  told  him  that  he  had  better  leave  her.  "You 
have  high  principle,"  she  said,  "  but  not  princi- 
ple sufficiently  high  to  understand  that  this  thing 
could  be  done  between  you  and  me  without  dis- 
grace to  either  of  us."  Then  Phineas  assured 
her  with  tears  in  his  eyes  that  such  an  arrange- 
ment was  impossible  without  disgrace  to  him. 

But  he  whispered  to  this  new  friend  no  word 
of  the  engagement  with  liis  dear  Irish  Maiy. 
His  Irish  life,  he  would  tell  himself,  was  a  thing 
quite  apart  and  separate  from  his  life  in  England. 
He  said  not  a  word  about  JIary  Flood  Jones  to 
any  of  those  with  whom  he  lived  in  London. 
Why  should  he,  feeling  as  he  did  that  it  would 
so  soon  be  necessary  that  he  should  disappear 
from  among  them?  About  Jliss  Effingham  he 
had  said  much  to  Madame  Goesler.  She  had 
asked  him  whether  he  had  abandoned  all  hope. 
"  That  affair,  then,  is  over?"  she  had  said. 

"Yes — it  is  all  over  now." 

"And  she  will  marry  the  red-headed,  violent 
lord  ?" 

"  Heaven  knows.  I  think  she  will.  But  she 
is  exactly  the  girl  to  remain  unmarried  if  she 
takes  it  into  her  head  that  the  man  she  likes  is 
in  any  way  unfitted  for  her." 

"Does  she  love  this  lord  ?" 

"  Oh  yes — there  is  no  doubt  of  that."  And 
Phineas,  as  he  made  this  acknowledgment,  seem- 
ed to  do  so  without  much  inward  agony  of  soul. 
When  he  had  been  last  in  London  he  could  not 
speak  of  Violet  and  Lord  Chiltern  together  with- 
out showing  that  his  misery  was  almost  too  much 
for  him. 

At  this  time  he  received  some  counsel  from  two 
friends.  One  was  Lawrence  Fitzgibbon,  and  the 
other  was  Barrington  Erie.  Lawrence  had  al- 
ways been  true  to  him  after  a  fashion,  and  had 
never  resented  his  intrusion  at  the  Colonial  Of- 
fice. "  Phineas,  me  boy,"  he  said,  "if  all  this 
is  thrue,  you're  about  up  a  tree." 

"It  is  true  that  I  shall  support  Monk's  mo- 
tion." 

"Then,  me  boy,  you're  up  a  tree  as  far  as 
office  goes.  A  place  like  that  niver  suited  me, 
because,  you  see,  that  poker  of  a  young  lord  ex- 
pected so  much  of  a  man  ;  but  you  don't  mind 
that  kind  of  thing,  and  I  thought  you  were  as 
snug  as  snug." 

"  Troubles  will  come,  you  sec,  Lawrence. " 

"  Bedad,  yes.  It's  all  throubles,  I  think,  some- 
times. But  you've  a  way  out  of  all  your  troub- 
les." 

"What  way?" 

"Pop  the  question  to  Madame  Max.  The 
money's  all  tlirue,  you  know." 

"I  don't  doubt  the  money  in  the  least,"  said 
Phineas. 

"  And  it's  my  belief  she'll  take  you  without  a 
second  word.  Anyways,  thry  it,  Phinny,  my  boy. 
That's  my  advice."     Phineas  so  far  agreed  with 
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his  friend  Lawrence  tliat  he  tliouglit  it  possible 
that  Madame  Goesler  miglit  accept  liim  were  he 
to  projiose  marriage  to  her.  He  knew,  of  course, 
that  that  mode  of  escape  from  liis  difficulties 
was  out  of  the  question  for  him,  but  he  could  not 
explain  this  to  Lawrence  Fitzgibbon. 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  that  you  have  taken  up 
a  cause,"  said  Barrington  Erie  to  him. 

"It  is  a  pity — is  it  not?" 

"And  the  worst  of  it  is  that  you'll  sacrifice 
yom-sclf  and  do  no  good  to  the  cause.  I  never 
knew  a  man  break  away  in  this  fashion,  and  not 
feel  afterward  that  he  had  done  it  all  for  noth- 
ing." 

"But  what  is  a  man  to  do,  Barrington?  He 
can't  smother  his  convictions." 

"Convictions  !  There  is  nothing  on  earth  that 
I'm  so  much  afraid  of  in  a  young  member  of 
Parliament  as  convictions.  There  are  ever  so 
many  rocks  against  which  men  get  broken.  One 
man  can't  keep  his  temper.  Another  can't  hold 
his  tongue.  A  tliird  can't  say  a  word  unless  he 
has  been  jiriming  himself  half  a  session.  A  fourth 
is  always  thinking  of  himself,  and  wanting  more 
than  lie  can  get.  A  fifth  is  idle,  and  won't  be 
there  when  he's  wanted.  A  sixth  is  always  in 
the  way.  A  seventli  lies  so  tliat  you  never  can 
trust  him.  I've  had  to  do  witli  them  all,  but  a 
fellow  with  convictions  is  the  worst  of  all." 

"1  don't  see  how  a  fellow  is  to  help  himself," 
said  Phineas.  "  When  a  fellow  begins  to  meddle 
with  politics  they  will  come." 

"Why  can't  you  grow  into  them  gradually  as 
your  betters  and  eldei's  have  done  before  you  ? 
It  ought  to  be  enough  for  any  man  when  he  be- 
gins to  know  that  he's  a  Liberal.  He  under- 
stands which  side  of  the  House  he's  to  vote,  and 
who  is  to  lead  him.  What's  the  meaning  of 
having  a  leader  to  a  party,  if  it's  not  tliat  ?  Do 
you  think  that  you  and  Mr.  Monk  can  go  and 
make  a  government  between  you?" 

"  Wiiatever  I  tliink,  I'm  sure  he  doesn't." 

"  I'm  not  so  sure  of  that.  But  look  here,  Phin- 
eas. I  don't  care  two  straws  about  Monk's  go- 
ing. I  always  thought  that  IMildmay  and  the 
duke  were  wrong  when  tliey  asked  him  to  join. 
I  knew  he'd  go  over  the  traces — unless,  indeed, 
he  took  his  money  and  did  nothing  for  it,  which 
is  the  way  with  some  of  those  Radicals.  I  look 
upon  him  as  gone." 

"  lie  has  gone." 

"Tlie  devil  go  along  with  him,  as  you  say  in 
Ireland.  But  don't  you  be  such  a  fool  as  to  ruin 
yourself  for  a  crochet  of  Monk's.  It  isn't  too 
laie  yet  for  you  to  hold  back.  To  tell  you  the 
truth,  Gresliam  has  said  a  word  to  me  about  it 
already.  He  is  most  anxious  that  you  should 
stay,  but  of  course  you  can't  stay  and  vote  against 
us." 

-'Of  course  I  can  not." 

"  I  look  upon  you,  yon  know,  as  in  some  sort 
my  own  child.  I've  tried  to  bring  other  fellows 
forward  who  seemed  to  have  something  in  them, 
but  I  have  never  succeeded  as  I  have  with  you. 
You've  hit  liic  thing  off,  and  have  got  tiie  ball 
at  your  foot.  Upon  my  lionor,  in  the  whole 
course  of  my  experience  I  have  never  known 
such  good-f(jrtune  as  yours." 

"  And  I  .shall  always  remember  how  it  be- 
gan, Barrington,"  said  Phineas,  who  was  greatly 
moved  by  the  energy  and  solicitude  of  his  friend. 

"But,  for  God's  sake  don't  go  and  destroy  it 


all  by  such  mad  perversity  as  this.  They  mean 
to  do  something  next  session.  Morrison  is  go- 
ing to  take  it  up."  Sir  Walter  Morrison  was  at 
this  time  Secretary  for  Ireland.  "  But  of  course 
we  can't  let  a  fellow  like  Monk  take  the  matter 
into  his  own  hands  just  when  he  pleases.  I  call 
it  d d  treachery." 

"  Monk  is  no  traitor,  Bairington." 

"  Men  will  have  their  own  opinions  about  that. 
It's  generally  understood  that  when  a  man  is 
asked  to  take  a  seat  in  the  Cabinet  he  is  ex- 
pected to  conform  with  his  colleagues,  unless 
something  very  s])ecial  turns  up.  But  I  am 
speaking  of  you  uow,  and  not  of  IMonk.  You  are 
not  a  man  of  fortune.  You  can  not  afford  to 
make  ducks  and  drakes.  You  arc  excellently 
placed,  and  you  have  plenty  of  time  to  hark  back 
if  you'll  only  listen  to  reason.  All  that  Irish 
stump  balderdash  will  never  be  thrown  in  your 
teeth  by  us,  if  you  will  just  go  on  as  though  it 
had  never  been  uttered." 

Phineas  could  only  thank  his  friend  for  his 
advice,  which  was  at  least  disinterested,  and  was 
good  of  its  kind,  and  tell  him  that  he  would  think 
of  it.  He  did  think  of  it  very  much.  He  al- 
most thought  that,  were  it  to  do  again,  he  would 
i^llow  Mr.  Monk  to  go  upon  his  tour  a^one,  and 
keep  himself  from  the  utterance  of  any  thing 
that  so  good  a  judge  as  Erie  could  call  stump 
balderdash.  As  he  sat  in  his  arm-chair  in  his 
room  at  the  Colonial  Office,  with  disjiatch-boxes 
around  him,  and  official  papers  spread  before 
him — feeling  himself  to  be  one  of  tiiose  who  in 
truth  managed  and  governed  the  affairs  of  this 
great  nation,  feeling  also  that  if  he  relinquished 
his  post  now  he  could  never  regain  it — he  did 
wish  that  he  had  been  a  little  less  in  love  with 
independence,  a  little  quieter  in  his  boastings 
that  no  official  considerations  should  ever  silence 
his  tongue.  But  all  this  was  too  late  now.  He 
knew  that  his  skin  was  not  thick  enough  to  bear 
the  arrows  of  those  archers  who  would  bend  their 
bows  against  him  if  he  should  now  dare  to  vote 
against  INIr.  Monk's  motion.  His  own  party 
might  be  willing  to  forgive  and  forget ;  but  there 
would  be  others  ^vho  would  have  read  those  re- 
ports, and  would  appear  in  the  House  with  the 
odious  tell-tale  newspapers  in  their  hands. 

Then  he  received  a  letter  from  his  father. 
Some  good-natured  person  had  enlightened  the 
doctor  as  to  the  danger  in  which  his  son  was 
placing  himself.  Dr.  Finn,  who  in  his  own  pro- 
fession was  a  very  excellent  and  well-instructed 
man,  had  been  so  ignorant  of  Parliamentary 
tactics,  as  to  have  been  proud  at  his  son's  success 
at  the  Irish  meetings.  He  had  thought  that 
Phineas  was  carrying  on  his  trade  as  a  public 
speaker  with  proper  energy  and  continued  suc- 
cess. He  had  cared  nothing  himself  for  tenant- 
right,  and  had  acknowledged  to  ISIr.  Monk  that 
he  could  not  understand  in  what  it  was  that  the 
farmers  were  wronged.  But  he  knew  that  l\[r. 
Monk  was  a  Cabinet  Minister,  and  he  thought 
that  Phineas  was  earning  liis  salary.  Then  there 
came  some  one  who  undeceived  him,  and  the  pa- 
ternal bosom  of  the  doctor  was  dismayed.  "1  don't 
mean  to  interfere,"  he  said  in  his  letter,  "but  I 
can  hardly  believe  that  you  really  intend  to  re- 
sign your  ])lace.  Yet  I  am  told  that  you  must 
do  so  if  you  go  on  with  this  matter.  My  dear 
boy,  pray  think  about  it.  I  can  not  imagine  you 
arc  disposed  to  lose  all  that  you  have  won  for 
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nothing."  Mary  also  wrote  to  him.  Blrs.  Finn 
had  been  talking  to  her,  and  Mary  had  taught 
herself  to  believe  tliat  after  the  many  sweet  con- 
versations she  had  had  with  a  man  so  high  in 
office  as  Pliineas,  she  really  did  understand 
something  about  the  British  government.  Mrs. 
Finn  had  interrogated  Mary,  and  Mary  had 
been  obliged  to  own  that  it  was  quite  possible 
that  Phineas  would  be  called  upon  to  resign. 

"But  why,  my  dear?  Heaven  and  earth! 
Resign  two  thousand  a  year  !" 

"That  he  may  maintain  his  independence," 
said  Mary  proudly. 

"  Fiddlesticks,"  said  Mrs.  Finn.  ' '  How  is  he 
to  maintain  3'ou,  or  himself  either,  if  he  goes  on 
in  that  way  ?  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  he  didn't 
get  himself  all  wrong,  even  now."  Then  JNIrs. 
Finn  began  to  cry  ;  and  Mary  could  only  write 
to  her  lover,  pointing  out  to  him  how  very  anx- 
ious all  his  friends  were  that  he  should  do  noth- 
ing in  a  hurry.  But  what  if  the  thing  were 
done  already  !  Phineas  in  his  great  discomfort 
went  to  seek  further  counsel  fi'om  Madame 
Goesler.  Of  all  his  counselors,  Madame  Goes- 
ler  was  the  only  one  who  applauded  him  for 
what  he  was  about  to  do. 

"But,  after  all,  what  is  it  you  give  up  ?  Mr. 
Gresham  may  be  out  to-morrow,  and  then  where 
will  be  your  place?" 

"There  does  not  seem  to  be  much  chance  of 
that  at  present  ?" 

"  Who  can  tell  ?  Of  course  I  do  not  under- 
stand— but  it  was  only  the  other  day  when  INIr. 
Mildmay  was  there,  and  only  the  day  before  that 
when  Lord  de  Ferricr  was  there,  and  again  only 
the  day  before  that  when  Lord  Brook  was  there. " 
Phineas  endeavored  to  make  her  understand 
that  of  the  four  Prime  Ministers  whom  she  had 
named,  three  were  men  of  the  same  party  as 
himself,  under  whom  it  would  have  suited  him 
to  serve.  "  I  would  not  serve  under  any  man 
if  I  were  an  English  gentleman  in  Parliament," 
said  Madame  Goesler. 

"  What  is  a  poor  fellow  to  do  ?"  said  Phineas, 
laughing. 

"A  poor  fellow  need  not  be  a  poor  fellow  un- 
less he  likes,"  said  Madame  Goesler.  Immedi- 
ately after  this  Phineas  left  her,  and  as  he  went 
along  the  street  he  began  to  question  himself 
whether  the  prospects  of  his  own  darling  Mary 
were  at  all  endangered  by  his  visits  to  Park 
Lane  ;  and  to  reflect  what  sort  of  a  blackguard 
he  would  be — a  blackguard  of  how  deep  a  die — 
were  he  to  desert  Mary  and  marry  Madame  Max 
Goesler.  Tlien  he  also  asked  himself  as  to  the 
nature  and  quality  of  his  own  political  honesty 
if  he  were  to  abandon  Mary  in  order  that  he  might 
maintain  his  parliamentary  independence.  Aft- 
er all,  if  it  should  ever  come  to  pass  that  his 
biography  should  be  written,  his  biographer 
would  say  very  much  more  about  the  manner  in 
which  he  kept  his  seat  in  Parliament  than  of  the 
manner  in  which  lie  kept  his  engagement  with 
Miss  Mary  Flood  Jones.  Half  a  dozen  people 
who  knew  him  and  her  might  think  ill  of  him 
for  his  conduct  to  Mary,  but  the  world  would 
not  condemn  him !  And  when  he  thundered 
forth  his  liberal  eloquence  from  below  the  gang- 
way as  an  independent  member,  having  the  for- 
tune of  his  charming  wife  to  back  him,  giving 
excellent  dinners  at  the  same  time  in  Park  Lane, 
would  not  the  world  praise  him  very  loudly  ? 
O 


When  he  got  to  his  office  he  found  a  note  from 
Lord  Brentford  inviting  him  to  dine  in  Portman 
Square. 


CHAPTER  LXVIIL 

THE  JOINT  ATTACK. 

The  note  from  Lord  Brentford  surprised  our 
hero  not  a  little.  He  had  had  no  communica- 
tion with  the  earl  since  the  day  on  which  he  had 
been  so  savagely  scotched  about  the  duel,  when 
the  earl  had  plainly  told  him  that  his  conduct 
had  been  as  bad  as  it  could  be.  Phineas  had 
not  on  that  account  become  at  all  ashamed  of 
his  conduct  in  reference  to  the  duel,  but  he  had 
conceived  that  any  reconciliation  between  him 
and  the  earl  had  been  out  of  the  question.  Now 
there  had  come  a  civilly-worded  invitation,  ask- 
ing him  to  dine  with  the  offended  nobleman. 
The  note  had  been  written  by  Lady  Laura,  but 
it  had  purposed  to  come  from  Lord  Brentford 
himself.  He  sent  back  word  to  say  that  he 
should  be  happy  to  have  the  honor  of  dining 
with  Lord  Brentford. 

Parliament  at  this  time  had  been  sitting  near- 
ly a  month,  and  it  was  already  March.  Phineas 
had  heard  nothing  of  Lady  Laura,  and  did  not 
even  know  that  she  was  in  London  till  he  saw 
her  handwriting.  He  did  know  that  she  had 
not  gone  back  to  her  husband,  and  that  she  had 
remained  with  her  father  all  the  winter  at  Sauls- 
by.  He  had  also  heard  that  Lord  Chiltern  had 
been  at  Saulsby.  All  the  world  had  been  talk- 
ing of  the  separation  of  Mr.  Kennedy  from  his 
wife,  one  half  of  the  world  declaring  that  his 
wife,  if  not  absolutely  false  to  him,  had  neglect- 
ed all  her  duties;  and  the  other  half  asserting 
that  Mr.  Kennedy's  treatment  of  his  wife  had 
been  so  bad  that  no  woman  could  possibly  have 
lived  with  him.  There  had  even  been  a  rumor 
that  Lady  Laura  had  gone  off  with  a  lover  from 
the  Duke  of  Omnium's  garden  party,  and  some 
indiscreet  tongue  had  hinted  that  a  certain  un- 
married Under-Secretary  of  State  was  missing 
at  the  same  time.  But  Lord  Chiltern  upon  this 
had  shown  his  teeth  with  so  strong  a  propensity 
to  do  some  real  biting,  that  no  one  had  ventured 
to  repeat  that  rumor.  Its  untruth  was  soon  es- 
tablished by  the  fact  that  Lady  Laura  Kennedy 
was  living  with  her  father  at  Saulsby.  Of  Mr. 
Kennedy,  Phineas  had  as  yet  seen  nothing  since 
he  had  been  up  in  town.  That  gentleman, 
though  a  member  of  the  Cabinet,  had  not  been 
in  London  at  the  opening  of  the  session,  nor  had 
he  attended  the  Cabinet  meetings  during  the  re- 
cess. It  had  been  stated  in  the  newspapers  that 
he  was  ill,  and  stated  in  private  that  he  could 
not  bear  to  show  himself  since  his  wife  had  left 
him.  At  last,  .however,  he  came  to  London,  and 
Phineas  saw  him  in  the  house.  Then,  when  the 
first  meeting  of  the  Cabinet  was  summoned  aft- 
er his  return,  it  became  known  that  he  also  had 
resigned  his  office.  There  was  nothing  said 
about  his  resignation  in  the  House.  He  had  re- 
signed on  the  score  of  ill-health,  and  that  very 
worthy  peer,  Lord  Mount  Thistle,  formerly  Sir 
Marmaduke  Morecombe,  came  back  to  the 
Duchy  of  Lancaster  in  his  place.  A  Prime  JVIin- 
ister  sometimes  finds  great  relief  in  the  posses- 
sion of  a  serviceable  stick  who  can  be  made  to 
go  in  and  out  as  occasion  may  require  ;  only  it 
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generally  happens  that  the  stick  will  expect  some 
reward  when  he  is  made  to  go  out.  Lord  Mount 
Thistle  immediately  saw  his  way  to  a  viscount's 
coroner,  when  he  was  once  more  summoned  to 
the  august  councils  of  the  INIinisters. 

A  few  days  after  this  had  been  arranged,  in 
the  interval  between  Lord  Brentford's  invitation 
and  Lord  Brentford's  dinner,  Phineas  encounter- 
ed Mr.  Kennedy  so  closely  in  one  of  the  passages 
of  the  House  that  it  was  impossible  that  they 
should  not  speak  to^ach  other,  unless  they  were 
to  avoid  each  other  as  people  do  who  have  pal- 
pably quarreled.  Phineas  saw  that  Mr.  Kenne- 
dy was  hesitating,  and  llierefore  took  the  bull  by 
the  horns.  He  greeted  his  former  friend  in  a 
friendly  fasliion,  shaking  him  by  the  hand,  and 
then  prepared  to  pass  on.  But  Mr.  Kennedy, 
though  he  had  hesitated  at  first,  now  detained 
liis  brother  member.  "Finn," he  said,  "if  you 
are  not  engaged  I  should  like  to  speak  to  you  for 
a  moment."  Phineas  was  not  engaged,  and  al- 
lowed himself  to  be  led  out  arm-in-arm  by  the 
late  Chancellor  of  the  Duchy  into  Westminster 
Hall.  "Of  course  you  know  what  a  terrible 
thing  has  happened  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy. 

"  Yes — I  have  heard  of  it,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Every  body  has  heard  of  it.  That  is  one.  of 
the  terrible  cruelties  of  such  a  blow." 

"All  those  things  are  very  bad  of  course.  I 
was  very  much  grieved — because  you  have  both 
been  intimate  friends  of  mine." 

"Yes — yes;  we  were.  Do  you  ever  see  her 
now  ?" 

"Not  since  last  July — at  the  duke's-  party, 
you  know." 

"Ah  !  yes — the  morning  of  that  day  was  the 
f'-last  on  which  I  spoke  to  her.  It  was  then  she 
left  me." 

"I  am  going  to  dine  with  Lord  Brentford  to- 
morrow, and  I  dare  say  she  M'ill  be  there." 

"Yes — she  is  in  town.  I  saw  her  yesterday 
in  her  father's  carriage.  I  think  that  she  had 
no  cause  to  leave  me." 

"Of  course  I  can  not  say  any  thing  about 
that." 

"I  think  she  had  no  cause  to  leave  me." 
Phineas  as  he  heard  this  could  not  but  remem- 
ber all  tliat  Lady  Laura  had  told  himself,  and 
thought  that  no  woman  had  ever  had  a  better 
reason  for  leaving  her  husband.  "There  were 
things  I  did  not  like,  and  I  said  so." 

"I  suppose  that  is  generally  the  way,"  replied 
Phineas. 

"But  surely  a  wife  should  listen  to  a  word  of 
caution  from  her  husband." 

"  I  fancy  they  never  like  it,"  said  Phineas. 

"But  are  we  all  of  us  to  have  all  that  we 
like?  I  have  not  found  it  so.  Or  would  it  be 
good  for  us  if  we  had?"  Then  he  paused;  but 
as  Phineas  had  no  further  remark  to  make,  he 
continued  speaking  after  they  had  walked  about 
a  third  of  the  length  of  the  "hall.  "  It  is  not  of 
my  own  comfort  I  am  thinking  now  so  much  as 
of  her  name  and  her  future  conduct.  Of  course 
it  will  in  every  sense  be  best  for  her  that  she 
should  come  back  to  her  husband's  roof." 

"Well,  yes — perhaps  it  would,"  said  Phineas. 

"Has  she  not  accepted  that  lot  for  better  or 
for  worse  ?"  said  Mr.  Kennedy  solemnly. 

"But  incompatibility  of  temper,  you  know, 
is  always — always  supposed —  You  understand 
me." 


"It  is  my  intention  that  she  should  come 
back  to  me.  I  do  not  wish  to  make  any  legal 
demand — at  any  rate,  not  as  yet.  Will  you 
consent  to  be  the  bearer  of  a  message  from  me 
both  to  herself  and  to  the  earl?" 

Now  it  hai)pened  to  Phineas  that  of  all  the 
messengers  whom  Mr.  Kennedy  could  have 
chosen  he  was  the  most  unsuited  to  be  a  IMercu- 
ry  in  this  cause — not  perceiving  that  he  had 
been  so  selected  with  some  craft,  in  order  that 
Lady  Laura  might  understand  that  tlie  accusa- 
tion against  her  was,  at  any  rate,  withdrawn, 
which  had  named  Phineas  as  her  lover.  He 
paused  again  before  he  answered.  "  Of  course," 
he  said,  "  I  should  be  most  willing  to  be  of  ser- 
vice, if  it  were  possible.  But  I  do  not  see  how 
I  can  speak  to  the  earl  about  it.  Though  I  am 
going  to  dine  with  him  I  don't  know  why  he 
has  asked  me — for  he  and  I  are  on  very  bad 
terms.  He  heard  that  stupid  story  about  the 
duel,  and  has  not  spoken  to  me  since." 

"  I  heard  that,  too,"  said  Mr.  Kennedy,  frown- 
ing blackly  as  he  remembered  his  wife's  du- 
plicity. 

"  Every  body  heard  of  it.  But  it  has  made 
such  a  difference  between  him  and  me,  that  I 
don't  think  I  can  meddle.  Send  for  Lord  Chil- 
tern,  and  speak  to  him." 

"Speak  to  Chiltern !  Never!  He  would 
probably  strike  me  on  the  head  with  his  club." 

"Call  on  the  earl  yourself." 

"  I  did,  and  he  would  not  see  me." 

"Write  to  him." 

"I  did,  and  he  sent  back  my  letter  un- 
opened." 

"Write  to  her." 

"I  did — and  she  answered  me,  saying  only 
this :  '  Indeed,  indeed,  it  can  not  be  so.'  But  it 
must  be  so.  The  laws  of  God  require  it,  and  the 
laws  of  man  permit  it.  I  want  some  one  to 
point  out  that  to  them  more  softly  than  I  coidd 
do  if  I  were  simply  to  write  to  that  effect.  To 
the  earl,  of  course,  I  can  not  write  again."  The 
conference  ended  by  a  promise  from  Phineas 
that  he  would,  if  possible,  say  a  word  to  Lady 
Laura. 

When  he  was  shown  into  Lord  Brentford's 
drawing-room  he  found  not  only  Lady  Laura 
there,  but  her  brother.  Lord  Brentford  was  not 
in  the  room.  Barrington  Erie  was  there,  and  so 
also  were  Lord  and  Lady  Cantrip. 

"  Is  not  your  father  going  to  be  here  ?"  he  said 
to  Lady  Laui-a,  after  their  first  greeting. 

"We  live  in  that  hope,"  said  she,  "and  do 
not  at  all  know  why  he  should  be  late.  What 
has  become  of  him,  Oswald  ?" 

"He  came  in  with  me  half  an  hour  ago,  and 
I  suppose  he  does  not  dress  as  quickly  as  I  do," 
said  Lord  Chiltern  ;  upon  wliich  Phineas  imme- 
diately understood  that  the  father  and  the  son 
were  reconciled,  and  he  rushed  to  the  conclusion 
that  Violet  and  her  lover  would  also  soon  be  rec- 
onciled, if  such  were  not  already  the  case.  He 
felt  some  remnant  of  a  soreness  that  it  sliould  be 
so,  as  a  man  feels  where  his  headache  has  been 
when  the  real  ache  itself  has  left  him.  Then  the 
host  came  in  and  made  his  a]iologios.  "Chil- 
tern kept  me  standing  about,"  he  said,  "  till  the 
east  wind  had  chilled  me  through  and  through. 
The  only  charm  I  recognize  in  youth  is  that  it  is 
impervious  to  the  east  wind."  Phineas  felt  quite 
sure  now  that  Violet  and  her  lover  were  recon- 
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ciled,  and  he  had  a  distinct  feeling  of  the  place 
where  the  ache  had  been.  Dear  Violet!  But, 
after  all,  Violet  lacked  that  sweet,  clinging,  fem- 
inine softness  which  made  ^Mary  Flood  Jones  so 
pre-eminently  the  most  charming  of  her  sex." 
The  earl,  when  he  had  repeated  his  general  apol- 
ogy, especially  to  Lady  Cantrip,  who  was  the 
onlv  lady  present  except  his  daughter,  came  up 
to  our  hero  and  shook  him  kindly  by  the  hand. 
He  took  him  up  to  one  of  the  windows  and  then 
addressed  him  iu  a  voice  of  mock  solemnity. 

"  Stick  to  the  colonies,  young  man,"  he  said, 
"and  never  meddle  with  foreign  affairs;  espe- 
cially not  at  Blankenberg." 

"Never  again,  my  lord — never  again." 

"  And  leave  all  questions  of  fire-arms  to  be 
arranged  between  the  Horse  Guards  and  the  War 
Office.  I  have  heard  a  good  deal  about  it  since 
I  saw  you,  and  I  retract  part  of  what  I  said. 
But  a  duel  is  a  foolish  thing — a  very  foolish 
thing.  Come — here  is  dinner."  And  the  earl 
walked  off  with  Lady  Cantrip,  and  Lord  Cantrip 
walked  off  with  Lady  Laura.  Barrington  Erie 
followed,  and  Phineas  had  an  opportunity  of  say- 
ing a  word  to  his  friend.  Lord  Chiltern,  as  they 
went  down  together. 

"  It's  all  right  between  you  and  your  father?" 

"Yes — after  a  fashion.  There  is  no  knowing 
how  long  it  will  last.  He  wants  me  to  do  three 
things,  and  I  won't  do  any  one  of  them." 

"  What  are  the  three?" 

"To  go  into  Parliament,  to  be  an  owner  of 
sheep  and  oxen,  and  to  hunt  in  his  own  county. 
I  should  never  attend  the  first,  I  should  ruin  my- 
self with  the  second,  and  I  should  never  get  a 
run  in  the  third. "  But  there  was  not  a  word 
said  about  his  marriage. 

There  were  only  seven  who  sat  down  to  din- 
ner, and  The  six  were  all  people  with  whom  Phin- 
eas was  or  had  been  on  most  intimate  terms. 
Lord  Cantrip  was  his  official  chief,  and,  since 
that  connection  had  existed  between  them.  Lady 
Cantrip  had  been  very  gracious  to  him.  She 
quite  understood  tlie  comfort  which  it  was  to  her 
husband  to  have  under  him,  as  his  representative 
in  the  House  of  Commons,  a  man  wlioin  he  could 
thoroughly  trust  and  like,  and  therefore  she  had 
used  her  woman's  arts  to  bind  Phineas  to  her 
lord  in  more  than  mere  official  bondage.  She 
had  tried  her  skill  also  upon  Lawrence  Fitzgib- 
bon — but  altogether  in  vain.  He  had  eaten  her 
dinners  and  accepted  her  courtesies,  and  had 
given  for  them  no  return  whatever.  But  Phin- 
eas had  possessed  a  more  grateful  mind,  and  had 
done  all  that  had  been  required  of  him — had 
done  all  tliat  had  been  required  of  him  till  there 
had  come  that  terrible  absurdity  in  Ireland.  "  I 
knew  very  well  what  sort  of  things  would  happen 
when  they  brought  such  a  man  as  ]Mr.  Monk  into 
the  Cabinet,"  Lady  Cantrip  had  said  to  her  hus- 
band. 

But  though  the  party  was  very  small,  and 
though  the  guests  were  all  his  intimate  friends. 
Phineas  suspected  nothing  special  till  an  attack 
was  made  upon  him  as  soon  as  the  servants  had 
left  the  room.  This  was  done  in  the  presence 
of  the  two  ladies,  and,  no  doubt,  had  been  pre- 
concerted. There  was  Lord  Cantrip  there,  who 
had  already  said  much  to  him,  and  Barrington 
Erie,  who  had  said  more  even  than  Lord  Cantrip. 
Lord  Brentford,  himself  a  member  of  the  Cabi- 
net, opened  the  attack  by  asking  whether  it  was 


actually  true  that  Mr.  ISIonk  meant  to  go  on 
with  his  motion.  Barrington  Erie  asserted  that 
Mr.  Monk  positively  would  do  so.  "  And  Gres- 
ham  will  oppose  it?"  asked  the  earl.  "Of 
course  he  will,"  said  Barrington.  "Of  course 
he  will,"  said  Lord  Cantrip.  "  I  know  what  I 
should  think  of  him  if  he  did  not,"  said  Lady 
Cantrip.  "He  is  the  last  man  iu  the  world 
to  be  forced  into  a  thing,"  said  Lady  Laura. 
Then  Phineas  knew  pretty  well  what  was  coming 
on  him. 

Lord  Brentford  began  again  by  asking  how 
many  supporters  Mr.  ISIonk  would  have  in  the 
House.  "  That  depends  upon  the  amount  of 
courage  which  the  Conservatives  may  have,"  said 
Barrington  Erie.  "  If  they  dare  to  vote  for  a 
thoroughly  democratic  measure,  simply  for  the 
sake  of  turning  us  out,  it  is  quite  on  the  cards 
that  they  may  succeed."  "  But  of  our  own  peo- 
ple?" asked  Lord  Cantrip.  "You  had  better 
inquire  that  of  Phineas  Finn,"  said  Barrington. 
And  then  the  attack  was  made. 

Our  hero  had  a  bad  half  hour  of  it,  though 
manv  words  were  saidwliich  must  have  gratified 
him  much.  They  all  wanted  to  keep  him — so 
Lord  Cantrip  declared,  "except  one  or  two 
whom  I  could  name,  and  who  are  particularly 
anxious  to  wear  his  shoes,"  said  Barrington, 
thinking  that  certain  reminiscences  of  Phineas 
with  regard  to  Mr.  Bonteen  and  others  might 
operate  as  strongly  as  any  other  consideration  to 
make  him  love  his  place.  Lord  Brentford  de- 
clared that  he  could  not  understand  it — that  he 
should  find  himself  lost  in  amazement  if  such  a 
man  as  his  young  friend  allowed  himself  to  be 
led  into  the  outer  wilderness  by  such  an  ignis 
fatuus  of  light  as  this.  Lord  Cantrip  laid  down 
the  unwritten  traditional  law  of  Government  of- 
ficials very  plainly.  A  man  in  office — in  an  of- 
fice which  really  imposed  upon  him  as  much 
work  as  he  could  possibly  do  with  credit  to  him- 
self or  his  cause — was  dispensed  from  the  neces- 
sity of  a  conscience  with  reference  to  other  mat- 
ters. It  was  for  Sir  Walter  INIorrison  to  have  a  con- 
science about  Irish  tenant-right,  as  no  doubt  he 
had — just  as  Phineas  Finn  had  a  conscience  about 
Canada,  and  Jamaica,  and  the  Cape.  Ban-ing- 
ton  Erie  was  very  strong  about  parties  in  gener- 
al, and  painted  the  comforts  of  official  position 
in  glowing  colors.  But  I  think  that  the  two  la- 
dies were  more  efficacious  than  even  their  male 
relatives  in  the  arguments  w'hich  they  used. 

"  We  have  been  so  happy  to  have  you  among 
us,"  said  Lady  Cantrip,  looking  at  him  with 
beseeching,  almost  loving  eyes.  "Mr.  Finn 
knows,"  said  Lady  Laura,  "that  since  he  first 
came  into  Parliament  I  have  always  believed  in 
his  success,  and  I  have  been  very  proud  to  see  it." 
"We  shall  weep  over  him,  as  over  a  fallen  an- 
gel, if  he  leaves  us,"  said  Lady  Cantrip.  "  I 
won't  say  that  I  will  weep,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
"but  I  do  not  know  any  thing  of  the  kind  that 
would  so  truly  make  me  unhappy." 

What  was  he  to  say  in  answer  to  applications 
so  flattering  and  so  pressing  ?  He  would  have 
said  nothing,  had  that  been  possible,  but  he  felt 
himself  obliged  to  reply.  He  replied  very  weak- 
ly— of  course,  not  justifying  himself,  but  declar- 
ing that  as  he  had  gone  so  far,  he  must  go  far- 
tlier.  He  must  vote  for  the  measure  now.  Both 
his  chief  and  Barrington  Erie  proved,  or  attempt- 
ed to  prove,  that  he  was  wrong  in  this.     Of  course 
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lie  n-ould  not  speak  on  the  measure,  and  liis  vote 
tor  his  party  would  probably  be  allowed  to  pass 
without  notice.  One  or  two  newspapers  might 
perhaps  attack  him  ;  but  what  public  man  cared 
for  such  attacks  as  those  ?  His  whole  party 
would  hang  by  him,  and  in  that  he  would  find 
ample  consolation.  Phineas  could  only  say  that 
he  would  think  of  it — and  this  he  said  in  so  ir- 
resolute a  tone  of  voice  that  all  the  men  then 
present  believed  that  he  was  gained.  The  two 
ladies,  however,  were  of  a  diiYerent  ojjinion. 
•'In  spite  of  any  thing  that  any  body  may  say, 
he  will  do  what  he  thinks  right  when  the  time 
comes,"  said  Laura  to  her  father  afterward. 
But  then  Lady  Laura  had  been  in  love  with  him 
— was  perhaps  almost  in  love  with  him  still. 
"  I'm  afraid  he  is  a  mule,"  said  Lady  Cantrip  to 
her  husband.  ' '  He's  a  good  mule  up  a  hill  with  a 
load  on  his  back,"  said  his  lordship.  "  But  with 
a  mule  there  always  comes  a  time  when  you  can't 
manage  him,"  said  Lady  Cantrip.  But  Lady 
Cantrip  had  never  been  in  love  witli  Phineas. 

Phineas  found  a  moment,  before  he  left  Lord 
Brentford's  house,  to  say  a  word  to  Lady  Laura 
as  to  the  commission  that  had  been  given  to 
him.  "It  can  never  be,"  said  Lady  Laura, 
shuddering — "never,  never,  never." 

"You  are  not  angiy  with  me  for  speaking?" 
"Oh  no — not  if  he  told  you." 
"He  made  me  promise  that  I  would." 
"  Tell  him  it  can  not  be.  Tell  him  that  if  he 
has  any  instruction  to  send  me  as  to  what  he 
considers  to  be  my  duty,  I  will  endeavor  to 
comply,  if  that  duty  can  be  done  apart.  I  will 
recognize  him  so  far,  because  of  my  vow.  But 
not  even  for  the  sake  of  my  vow,  will  I  endeavor 
to  live  with  him.  His  presence  would  kill  me." 
Trhen  Phineas  repeated  this,  or  as  much  of 
this  as  he  judged  to  be  necessary,  to  Mv.  Ken- 
nedy a  day  or  two  afterward,  that  gentleman  re- 
plied that  in  such  case  he  would  have  no  alter- 
native but  to  seek  redress  at  law.  "  I  have  done 
nothing  to  my  wife,"  said  he,  "  of  which  I  need 
be  ashamed.  It  will  be  sad,  no  doubt,  to  have 
all  our  affairs  banded  about  in  court,  and  made 
the  subject  of  comment  in  newspapers,  but  a 
man  must  go  through  that,  or  worse  than  that, 
in  the  vindication  of  his  rights,  and  for  the  per- 
formance of  his  duty  to  his  Maker."  That  very 
day  Mr.  Kennedy  went  to  his  lawyer,  and  de- 
sired that  steps  might  be  taken  for  the  restitu- 
tion to  him  of  his  conjugal  rights. 


CHAPTER  LXIX. 

THE    TEilPTRESS. 

Mr.  Moxk's  bill  was  read  the  first  time  be- 
fore Easter,  and  Phineas  Finn  still  held  his  of- 
fice. He  had  spoken  to  the  Prime  Minister 
once  on  the  subject,  and  had  been  surprised  at 
that  gentleman's  courtesy  —  for  Mr.  Gresham 
had  the  reputation  of  being  unconciliatory  in 
his  manners,  and  very  prone  to  resent  any  thing 
like  desertion  from  that  allegiance  which  was 
due  to  himself  as  the  leader  of  his  party.  "  You 
had  better  stay  where  you  are  and  take  no  step 
that  may  be  irretrievable,  till  you  have  quite 
made  up  your  mind,"  said  Mr.  Gresham. 

"I  fear  I  have  made  up  my  mind," saidPhin- 


"Nothing  can  be  done  till  after  Easter,"  re- 
plied the  great  man,  "and  there  is  no  knowing 
how  things  may  go  then.  I  strongly  recom- 
mend  you  to  stay  with  us.  If  you  can  do  this 
it  Avill  be  only  necessary  that  you  shall  put  your 
resignation  in  Lord  Cantrip's  hands  before" you 
speak  or  vote  against  us.  See  Monk  and  talk 
it  over  with  him."  Mr.  Gresham  possibly  im- 
agined that  Mr.  Monk  might  be  moved  to  aban- 
don his  bill,  when  he  saw  what  injury  he  was 
about  to  do. 

At  this  time  Phineas  received  the  following 
letter  from  his  darling  Mary : — 

"  Floodborougli,  Thursdaj-. 

"Dearest  Phixeas, —  "VVe  have  just  got 
home  from  Killaloe,  and  mean  to  remain  here 
all  through  the  summer.  After  leaving  your 
sisters  this  house  seems  so  desolate;  but  I  shall 
have  the  more  time  to  think  of  you.  I  have 
been  reading  Tennyson,  as  you  told  me,  and  I 
fancy  that  I  could  in  truth  be  a  Mariana  here, 
if  it  were  not  that  I  am  so  quite  certain  that  you 
will  come.  And  that  makes  all  the  difference  in 
the  world  in  a  moated  grange.  Last  night  I 
sat  at  the  window  and  tried  to  realize  what  I 
should  feel  if  you  were  to  tell  me  that  you  did 
not  want  me ;  and  I  got  myself  into  such  an 
ecstatic  state  of  mock  melancholy  that  I  cried 
for  half  an  hour.  But  when  one  has  such  a  real 
living  joy  at  the  back  of  one's  romantic  melan- 
choly, tears  are  very  pleasant.  They  water  and 
do  not  burn. 

"I  must  tell  you  about  them  all  at  Killaloe. 
They  certainly  are  very  unhappy  at  the  idea  of 
your  resigning.  Your  father  says  very  little, 
but  I  made  him  own  that  to  act  as  you  are  act- 
ing for  the  sake  of  principle  is  very  grand.  I 
would  not  leave  him  till  he  had  said  s8,  and  he 
did  say  it.  Dear  Mrs.  Finn  does  not  understand 
it  as  well,  but  she  will  do  so.  She  complains 
mostly  for  my  sake,  and  Avhen  I  tell  her  that  I 
will  wait  twenty  years  if  it  is  necessary,  she  tells 
me  I  do  not  know  what  waiting  means.  But  I 
will — and  will  be  happy,  and  will  never  really 
think  myself  a  INIariana.  Dear,  dear,  dear  Phin- 
eas, indeed  I  won't.  The  girls  are  half  sad  and 
half  proud.  But  I  am  wholly  proud,  and  know 
that  you  are  doing  just  what  you  ought  to  do. 
I  shall  think  more  of  you  as  a  man  who  might 
have  been  a  Prime  Minister  than  if  you  were 
rcr.Ily  sitting  in  the  Cabinet  like  Lord  Cantrip. 
As  for  mamma,  lean  not  make  her  quite  under- 
stand it.  She  merely  says  that  no  young  man 
who  is  going  to  be  married  ought  to  resign  any 
thing.  Dear  mamma — sometimes  she  does  say 
such  odd  things. 

"  You  told  me  to  tell  you  every  thing,  and  so  I 
have.  I  talk  to  some  of  the  people  here,  and  tell 
them  what  they  might  do  if  they  had  tenant- 
right.  One  old  follow,  ]\Iike  Dufferty — I  don't 
know  whether  you  remember  him — asked  if  he 
would  have  to  pay  the  rent  all  the  same.  ^Yhen 
I  said  certainly  he  would,  then  he  shook  his 
head.  Bat  as  you  said  once,  when  we  want  to 
do  good  to  people  one  has  no  right  to  expect 
that  they  should  understand  it.  It  is  like  bap- 
tizing little  infitnts. 

"  I  got  both  your  notes — seven  words  in  one, 
Mr.  Under-Secretary,  and  nine  in  the  other! 
But  the  one  little  word  at  the  end  was  worth  a 
whole  sheet  full  of  common  words.     How  nice 
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it  is  to  write  letters  without  paying  postage,  and 
to  send  them  about  the  world  with  a  grand  name 
in  the  corner.  When  Barney  brings  me  one  he 
always  looks  as  if  he  didn't  know  whether  it  was 
a  love-letter  or  an  order  to  go  to  Botany  Bay. 
If  he  saw  the  inside  of  them,  how  short  they  are, 
I  don't  think  he'd  think  much  of  you  as  a  lover 
nor  yet  as  an  Under-secretary. 

"  But  I  think  ever  so  much  of  you  as  both — 
I  do,  indeed ;  and  I  am  not  scolding  you  a  bit. 
As  long  as  I  can  have  two  or  three  dear,  sweet, 
living  words,  I  shall  be  as  happy  as  a  queen. 
Ah !  if  you  knew  it  all.  But  you  never  can  know 
it  all.  A  man  has  so  many  other  things  to  learn 
that  he  can  not  understand  it. 

"  Good-bye,  dear,  dear,  dearest  man.  What- 
ever you  do  I  shall  be  quite  sure  you  have  done 
the  best.  JEver  your  own,  with  all  the  love  of 
her  heart,  Makt  F.  Jones." 

This  was  very  nice.  Such  a  man  as  was  Phin- 
eas  Finn  always  takes  a  delight  which  he  can 
not  express  even  to  himself  in  the  receipt  of  such 
a  letter  as  this.  There  is  nothing  so  flattering 
as  the  warm  expression  of  the  confidence  of  a 
woman's  love,  and  Phineas  thought  that  no  wom- 
an ever  expressed  this  more  completely  than  did 
his  Mary.  Dear,  dearest  Mary.  As  for  giving 
her  up,  as  for  treachery  to  one  so  trusting,  so 
sweet,  so  well  beloved,  that  was  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. But  nevertheless  the  truth  came  home  to 
him  more  clearly  day  by  day,  that  he  of  all  men 
was  the  last  who  ought  to  have  given  himself  up 
to  such  a  passion.  For  her  sike  he  ought  to 
have  abstained.  So  he  told  himself  now.  For 
her  sake  he  ought  to  have  kept  aloof  from  her — 
and  for  his  own  sake  he  ought  to  have  kept  aloof 
from  Mr.  Monk.  That  very  day,  with  Mary's 
letter  in  his  pocket,  he  went  to  the  livery  stables 
and  explained  that  he  would  not  keep  his  horse 
any  longer.  There  was  no  difficulty  about  the 
horse.  Mr.  Howard  Macleod  of  the  Treasury 
would  take  him  from  that  very  hour.  Phineas, 
as  he  walked  away,  uttered  a  curse  upon  Mr. 
Howard  Macleod.  Mr.  Howard  Macleod  was 
just  beginning  the  glory  of  his  life  in  London, 
and  he,  Phineas  Finn,  was  bringing  his  to  an 
end. 

With  IMary's  letter  in  his  pocket  he  went  up 
to  Portman  Square.  He  had  again  got  into  the 
habit  of  seeing  Lady  Laura  frequently,  and  was 
often  with  her  brother,  who  now  again  lived  at 
his  father's  house.  A  letter  had  reached  Lord 
Brentford,  through  his  lawyer,  in  wliich  a  de- 
mand was  made  by  Mr.  Kennedy  for  the  return 
of  his  wife.  She  was  quite  determined  that  she 
would  never  go  back  to  him  ;  and  there  had  come 
to  her  a  doubt  whether  it  would  not  be  expedi- 
ent that  she  should  live  abroad  so  as  to  be  out 
of  the  way  of  persecution  from  iier  husband. 
Lord  Brentford  was  in  great  wrath,  and  Lord 
Chiltern  had  once  or  twice  hinted  that  perhaps 
he  had  better  "  see  "  Mr.  Kennedy.  The  ameni- 
ties of  such  an  interview,  as  this  would  be,  had 
up  to  the  present  day  been  postponed  ;  and,  in 
a  certain  way,  Phineas  had  been  used  as  a  mes- 
senger between  Mr.  Kennedy  and  his  wife's 
family. 

"  I  think  it  will  end,"  she  said,  "  in  my  going 
to  Dresden,  and  settling  myself  there.  Pnjia 
will  come  to  me  when  Parliament  is  not  sit- 
ting." 


"  It  will  be  very  dull." 

"  Dull !  What  does  dullness  amount  to  when 
one  has  come  to  such  a  pass  as  this  ?  When  one 
is  in  the  ruck  of  fortune,  to  be  dull  is  very  bad  ; 
but  when  misfortune  comes,  simple  dullness  is 
nothing.     It  sounds  almost  like  relief." 

"  It  is  so  hard  that  you  should  be  driven 
away."  She  did  not  answer  him  for  a  while, 
and  he  was  beginning  to  think  of  his  own  case 
also.  Was  it  not  hard  that  he  too  should  be 
driven  away  ?  "  It  is  odd  enough  that  we  should 
both  be  going  at  the  same  time." 

"  But  you  will  not  go?"  « 

"I  think  I  shall.  I  have  resolved  upon  this — 
that  if  I  give  up  my  place,  I  will  g,ive  up  my  seat 
too.  I  went  into  Parliament  with  the  hope  of 
office,  and  how  can  I  remain  there  when  I  shall 
have  gained  it  and  then  have  lost  it  ?" 

"  But  you  will  stay  in  London,  Mr.  Finn  ?" 

"I  think  not.  After  all  that  has  come  and 
gone  I  should  not  be  happy  here,  and  I  should 
make  my  way  easier  and  on  cheaper  terms  in 
Dublin.  My  present  idea  is  that  I  shall  endeavor 
to  make  a  practice  over  in  my  own  country.  It 
will  be  hard  work  beginning  at  the  bottom — will 
it  not?" 

"And  so  unnecessary." 

' '  Ah  !  Lady  Laura — if  it  only  could  be  avoid- 
ed !  But  it  is  of  no  use  going  through  all  that 
again." 

"  How  much  we  would  both  of  us  avoid  if  we 
could  only  have  another  chance !"  said  Lady 
Laura.  "If  I  could  only  be  as  I  was  before  I 
persuaded  myself  to  marry  a  man  whom  I  never 
loved,  what  a  paradise  the  earth  would  be  to  me ! 
With  me  all  regrets  are  too  late." 

"  And  with  me  as  much  so." 

"No,  Mr.  Finn.  Even  should  you  resign  your 
ofHce,  there  is  no  reason  why  you  should  give  up 
your  seat." 

"  Simply  that  I  have  no  income  to  maintain 
me  in  London." 

She  was  silent  for  a  few  moments,  during 
which  she  changed  her  seat  so  as  to  come  near- 
er to  him,  placing  herself  on  a  corner  of  a  sofa 
close  to  the  chair  on  which  he  was  seated.  "I 
wonder  whether  I  may  speak  to  you  plainly," 
she. said. 

"Indeed  you  may." 

"  On  any  subject?" 

"  Yes — on  any  subject." 

."  I  trust  you  have  been  able  to  rid  your  bosom 
of  all  remembrances  of  Violet  Effingham." 

"  Certainly  not  of  all  remembrances,  Lady 
Laura. " 

"Of  all  hope,  then?" 

"I  have  no  such  hope." 

"  And  of  all  lingering  desires?" 

"Well,  yes — and  of  all  lingering  desires.  I 
know  now  that  it  can  not  be.  Your  brother  is 
welcome  to  her." 

"  Ah  !  of  that  I  know  nothing.  He,  with  his 
perversity,  has  estranged  her.  But  I  am  sure 
of  this — that  if  she  do  not  marry  him,  she  will 
marry  no  one.  But  it  is  nut  on  account  of  him 
that  I  speak.  He  must  fight  his  own  battles 
now." 

"  I  shall  not  interfere  with  him.  Lady  Laura." 

"Then  why  should  you  not  establish  yourself 
by  a  marriage  that  will  make  place  a  matter  of 
indifference  to  you?  I  know  that  it  is  within 
your  power  to  do  so."     Phineas  put  his  hand  up 
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to  his  breast-coat  pocket,  and  felt  that  Mary's 
letter — her  precious  letter — was  there  safe.  It 
certainly  was  not  in  his  power  to  do  this  thing 
which  Lady  Laura  recommended  to  him,  but  he 
hardly  thought  that  the  present  was  a  moment 
suitable  for  explaining  to  her  the  nature  of  the 
impediment  wliich  stood  in  the  way  of  such  an 
arrangement.  He  had  so  lately  spoken  to  Lady 
Laura  with  an  assurance  of  undying  constancy 
of  his  love  for  Miss  Etfingham,  that  ho  could  not 
as  yet  acknowledge  the  force  of  another  passion. 
He  shook  his  head  by  way  of  reply.  "  I  tell  you 
that  it  is  so,"  she  said  with  energy. 

"I  am  afraid  not." 

"Go  to  Madame  Goesler,  and  ask  her.  Hear 
what  she  will  say." 

"Madame  Goesler  would  laugh  at  me,  no 
doubt." 

"  Pshaw  !  You  do  not  think  so.  You  know 
that  she  would  not  laugh.  And  are  you  the  man 
to  be  afraid  of  a  woman's  laughter.  I  think 
not." 

Again  he  did  not  answer  her  at  once,  and 
wlien  he  did  speak  the  tone  of  his  voice  was  al- 
tered. "What  was  it  you  said  of  yourself,  just 
now  ?" 

"  ^yhat  did  I  say  of  myself?" 

"  You  regretted  that  you  had  consented  to 
marry  a  man — whom  you  did  not  love." 

"Why  should  you  not  love  her?  And  it  is 
so  different  with  a  man  !  A  woman  is  wretched 
if  she  does  not  love  her  husband,  but  I  fancy 
tliat  a  man  gets  on  very  well  without  any  such 
feeling.  She  can  not  domineer  over  you.  She 
can  not  expect  you  to  pluck  yourself  out  of  your 
own  soil,  and  begin  a  new  growth  altogether  in 
accordance  with  the  laws  of  her  own.  It  was 
that  which  Mr.  Kennedy  did." 

"  I  do  not  for  a  moment  think  that  she  would 
take  me,  if  I  were  to  offer  myself." 

"Try  her,"  said  Lady  Laura  energetically. 
"  Such  trials  cost  you  but  little.  You,  both  of 
us,  know  that."  Still  he  said  nothing  of  the  let- 
ter in  his  pocket.  "It  is  every  thing  that  you 
should  goon  now  that  you  have  once  begun.  I 
do  not  believe  in  your  working  at  the  bar.  You 
can  not  do  it.  A  man  who  has  commenced  life 
as  you  have  done  with  the  excitement  of  politics, 
who  has  known  what  it  is  to  take  a  prominent 
part  in  the  control  of  public  affairs,  can  not  give 
it  up  and  be  happy  at  other  work.  INIake  her 
your  wife,  and  you  may  resign  or  remain  in  of- 
fice just  as  you  choose.  Office  will  be  much  eas- 
ier to  you  than  it  is  now,  because  it  will  not  be 
a  necessity.  Let  me  at  any  rate  have  the  pleas- 
ure of  thinking  that  one  of  us  can  remain  here — 
tiiat  we  need  not  both  fall  together." 

Still  he  did  not  tell  her  of  the  letter  in  his 
pocket.  He  felt  that  she  moved  him — that  she 
made  him  acknowledge  to  himself  how  great 
would  be  the  pity  of  such  a  failure  as  would  be 
his.  lie  was  quite  as  alive  as  she  could  be  to 
the  fact  that  work  at  the  bar,  eitlier  in  London  or 
in  Dublin,  would  have  no  charms  f  )r  him  now. 
The  jirospect  of  such  a  life  was  very  dreary  to 
him.  Even  with  the  comfort  of  Mary's  love 
such  a  life  would  be  very  dreary  to  him.  And 
then  he  knew,  he  thought  that  he  knew,  that 
were  he  to  ofl'er  himself  to  Madame  Goesler  he 
would  not  in  truth  be  rejected.  She  had  told 
him  that  if  poverty  was  a  trouble  to  him  he  need 
be  no  longer  poor.     Of  course  he  had  understood 


this.  Her  money  was  at  his  service  if  he  should 
choose  to  stoop  and  pick  it  up.  And  it  was  not 
only  money  that  such  a  marriage  would  give 
him.  He  had  acknowledged  to  himself  more 
than  once  that  JIadame  Goesler  was  very  lone- 
ly, that  she  was  clever,  attractive  in  every  wav, 
and,  as  far  as  he  could  see,  blessed  with  a  sweet 
temper.  She  had  a  position,  too,  in  the  world 
that  would  help  him  rather  than  mar  him.  What 
might  he  not  do  with  an  independent  scat  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  and  as  joint  owner  of  the 
little  house  in  Park  Lane  ?  Of  all  careers 
which  the  world  could  offer  to  a  man  the  pleas- 
antest  would  then  be  within  his  reach.  "You 
appear  to  me  as  a  tempter,"  he  said  at  last  to 
Lady  Laura. 

"  It  is  unkind  of  you  to  say  that,  and  ungrate- 
ful. I  would  do  any  thing  on  earth  in  my  pow- 
er to  help  you." 

"Nevertheless  you  are  a  tempter." 

"I  know  how  it  ought  to  have  been,"  she 
said.  "  I  know  very  well  how  it  ought  to  have 
been.  I  should  have  kept  myself  free  till  that 
time  when  we  met  on  the  braes  of  Loughlinter, 
and  then  all  would  have  been  well  with  us." 

"I  do  not  know  how  that  might  have  been," 
said  Phineas,  hoarsely. 

"You  do  not  know!  but  I  know.  Of  course 
you  have  stabbed  me  with  a  thousand  daggers 
when  you  have  told  me  from  time  to  time  of 
your  love  for  Violet.  You  have  been  very  cruel 
— needlessly  cruel.  Men  are  so  cruel !  But  for 
all  that  I  have  known  tiiat  I  could  have  kept 
you — had  it  not  been  too  late  when  you  spoke  to 
me.     Will  you  not  own  as  much  as  that?" 

"  Of  course  you  would  have  been  every  thing 
to  me.  I  should  never  have  thought  of  Violet 
then." 

'•  That  is  the  only  kind  word  you  have  said  to 
me  from  that  day  to  this.  I  try  to  comfort  my- 
self in  thinking  that  it  would  have  been  so. 
But  all  that  is  ])ast  and  gone,  and  done.  I 
have  had  my  romance  and  you  have  had  youi-s. 
As  you  are  a  man,  it  is  natural  that  you  shoulc" 
have  been  disturbed  by  a  double  image.  It  is 
not  so  with  me." 

"And  yet  you  can  advise  me  to  offer  mar- 
riage to  a  women — a  woman  whom  I  am  to  seek 
merely  because  she  is  rich  ?" 

"Yes — I  do  so  advise  you.  Yon  have  had 
your  romance,  and  must  now  put  up  with  reality. 
Why  should  I  so  advise  you  but  for  the  interest 
that  I  have  in  you  ?  Your  prosperity  will  do 
me  no  good.  I  shall  not  even  be  here  to  see  it. 
I  shall  hear  of  it  only  as  so  many  a  woman  ban- 
ished out  of  England  hears  a  distant  misunder- 
stood report  of  what  is  going  on  in  the  country 
she  has  left.  But  I  still  have  regard  enough — 
I  will  be  bold,  and,  knowing  that  you  will  not 
take  it  amiss,  not  say  love  enough  for  you — to 
feel  a  desire  that  you  should  not  be  shipwrecked. 
Since  we  first  took  you  in  hand  between  us,  Bar- 
rington  and  I,  I  have  never  swerved  in  my  anx- 
iety on  your  behalf.  When  I  resolved  that  it 
would  be  better  for  us  both  that  we  should  be 
only  friends,  I  did  not  swerve.  When  you  would 
talk  to  me  so  cruelly  of  your  love  for  Violet,  I 
did  not  swerve.  When  I  warned  you  from 
Loughlinter  because  I  thought  there  was  dan- 
ger, I  did  not  swerve.  When  I  hade  you  not  to 
come  to  me  in  London  because  of  my  husband, 
I  did  not  swerve.     When  my  father  was  hard 
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upon  you,  I  did  not  swerre  then.  I  would  not 
leave  him  till  he  was  softened.  When  you  tried 
to  rob  Oswald  of  his  love,  and  I  thought  you 
would  succeed — for  I  did  think  so — I  did  not 
swerve.  I  have  ever  been  true  to  you.  And 
now  that  I  must  hide  myself  and  go  away,  and 
be  seen  no  more,  I  am  true  still." 

"Laura — dearest  Laura,"  he  exclaimed. 

"Ah,  no!"  she  said,  speaking  with  no  touch 
of  anger,  but  all  in  sorrow.  "  It  must  not  be 
like  that.  There  is  no  room  for  that.  Nor  do 
you  mean  it.  I  do  not  think  so  ill  of  you.  But 
there  may  not  be  even  words  of  affection  be- 
tween us — only  such  as  I  may  speak  to  make 
you  know  that  I  am  your  friend." 

"You  are  my  friend,"  he  said,  stretching  out 
his  hand  to  her  as  he  turned  away  his  face. 
"You  are  my  friend,  indeed." 

"  Then  do  as  I  would  have  you  do." 

He  put  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  and  had  the 
letter  between  his  fingers  with  the  purport  of 
showing  it  to  her.  But  at  the  moment  the 
thought  occurred  to  him  that  were  he  to  do  so, 
then,  indeed,  he  would  be  bound  forever.  He 
knew  that  he  was  bound  forever — bound  forever 
to  his  own  Mary ;  but  he  desired  to  have  the 
privilege  of  thinking  over  such  bondage  once 
more  before  he  proclaimed  it  even  to  his  dearest 
friend.  He  had  told  her  that  she  tempted  him, 
and  she  atood  before  him  now  as  a  temptress. 
But  it  Could  be  possible  that  she  should  not 
tempt  in  vain — then  that  letter  in  his  pocket 
must  never  be  shown  to  her.  In  that  case  Lady 
Laura  must  never  hear  from  his  lips  the  name 
of  Mary  Flood  Jones. 

He  left  her  without  any  assured  purpose — 
without,  that  is,  the  assurance  to  her  of  any  fix- 
ed purpose.  There  yet  wanted  a  week  to  the 
day  on  which  Mr.  ]Monk's  Bill  was  to  be  read  — 
or  not  to  be  read — the  second- time  ;  and  he  had 
still  that  interval  before  he  need  decide.  He 
went  to  his  club,  and  before  he  dined  he  strove 
to  write  a  line  to  Mary;  but  when  he  had  the 
paper  before  him  he  found  that  it  was  impossible 
to  do  so.  Though  he  did  not  even  suspect  him- 
self of  an  intention  to  be  false,  the  idea  that  was 
in  his  mind  made  the  effort  too  much  for  him. 
He  put  the  paper  away  from  him  and  went  down 
and  eat  his  dinner. 

It  was  a  Saturday,  and  there  was  no  House  in 
the  evening.  He  had  remained  in  Portman 
Square  with  Lady  Laura  till  near  seven  o'clock, 
and  was  engaged  to  go  out  in  the  evening  to 
a  gathering  at  Mrs.  Greshams  house.  Every 
body  in  London  would  be  there,  and  Phineas 
was  resolved  that  as  long  as  he  remained  in  Lon- 
don he  would  be  seen  at  places  where  every 
body  was  seen.  He  would  certainly  be  at  Mrs. 
Gresham's  gathering ;  but  there  was  an  hour  or 
two  before  he  need  go  home  to  diess,  and  as  he 
had  nothing  to  do,  he  went  down  to  the  smoking- 
room  of  ills  club.  The  seats  were  crowded,  but 
there  was  one  vacant ;  and  before  he  had  look- 
ed about  him  to  scrutinize  his  neighborhood,  he 
found  that  ho  had  placed  himself  with  Bonteen 
on  his  right  hand  and  Ratler  on  his  left.  There 
were  no  two  men  in  all  London  whom  he  more 
thoroughly  disliked ;  but  it  was  too  late  for  him 
to  avoid  them  now. 

They  instantly  attacked  him,  first  on  one  side 
and  then  r)n  the  other.  "  So  I  am  told  you  are 
going  to  leave  us,"  said  Bonteen. 


"Who  can  have  been  ill-natnred  enough  to 
whisper  such  a  thing?"  replied  Phineas. 

"  The  whispers  are  very  loud,  I  can  tell  you," 
said  Ratler.  "I  think  I  know  already  pretty 
nearly  how  every  man  in  the  House  will  vote, 
and  I  have  not  got  your  name  down  on  the  right 
side." 

"  Change  it,  for  heaven's  sake,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"  I  will,  if  you'll  tell  me  seriously  that  I  may," 
said  Ratler. 

"  My  opinion  is,"  said  Bonteen,  "  that  a  man 
should  be  known  either  as  a  friend  or  foe.  I 
respect  a  declared  foe." 

"Know  me  as  a  declared  foe  then,"  said 
Phineas,  "  and  respect  me." 

"That's  all  very  well,"  said  Ratler,  "but  it 
means  nothing.  I've  always  had  a  sort  of  fear 
about  you,  Finn,  that  you  would  go  over  the 
traces  some  da}'.  Of  course  it's  a  very  grand 
thing  to  be  independent." 

"The  finest  thing  in  the  world, "  said  Bon- 
teen ;  "only  so  d d  useless." 

"But  a  man  shouldn't  be  independent  and 
stick  to  the  sliip  at  the  same  time.  You  forget 
the  trouble  you  cause,  and  how  you  upset  all 
calculations." 

"I  hadn't  thought  of  the  calculations,"  said 
Phineas. 

"The  fact  is,  Finn,"  said  Bonteen.  "you  are 
made  of  clay  too  fine  for  office.  I've  always 
found  it  has  been  so  with  men  from  your  country. 
You  are  the  grandest  horses  in  the  world  to  look 
at  out  on  a  prairie,  but  you  don't  like  the  slavery 
ofliarness." 

"  And  the  sound  of  a  whip  over  our  shoulders 
sets  us  kicking — does  it  not,  Ratler?" 

"  I  shall  show  the  list  to  Gresham  to-morrow," 
said  Ratler,  "and  of  course  he  can  do  as  he 
pleases ;  but  I  don't  understand  this  kind  of 
thing." 

"Don't  you  be  in  a  hurry,"  said  Bonteen. 
"  I'll  bet  you  a  sovereign  Finn  votes  with  us  yet. 
There's  nothing  like  being  a  little  coy  to  set  off 
a  girl's  charms.  I'll  bet  you  a  sovereign,  Ratler, 
that  Finn  goes  out  into  the  lobby  with  you  and 
me  against  Monk's  bill." 

Phineas  not  being  able  to  stand  any  more  of 
this  most  unpleasant  raillery,  got  up  and  went 
away.  The  club  was  distasteful  to  him,  and  he 
walked  off  and  sauntered  for  a  while  about  the 
park.  He  went  down  by  the  Duke  of  York's 
column  as  though  he  were  going  to  his  office, 
which  of  course  was  closed  at  this  hour,  but 
turned  round  when  he  got  beyond  the  new  pub- 
lic buildings  —  buildings  which  he  was  never 
destined  to  use  in  their  completed  state  —  and 
entered  the  gates  of  the  enclosure,  and  wandered 
on  over  the  bridge  across  the  water.  As  he  went 
his  mind  was  full  of  thought.  Could  it  be  good 
for  him  to  give  up  every  thing  for  a  f.tir  face? 
He  swore  to  himself  that  of  all  women  he  had 
ever  seen  Mary  was  the  sweetest  and  the  dearest 
and  the  best.  If  it  could  be  well  to  lose  the 
world  for  a  woman,  it  would  be  well  to  lose  it 
for  her.  Yiolet,  with  all  her  skill,  and  all  her 
strength,  and  all  her  grace,  could  never  have 
written  such  a  letter  as  that  which  ho  still  held 
in  his  pocket.  The  best  charm  of  a  woman  is 
that  she  should  be  soft,  and  trusting,  and  gener- 
ous ;  and  who  ever  had  been  more  soft,  more 
trusting,  and  more   generous  than  bis    Mary? 
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Of  course  lie  would  be  true  to  her,  though  he 
did  lose  the  world. 

But  to  yield  such  a  triumph  to  the  Kattlers 
and  Boiiteens  whom  he  left  behind  him — to  let 
tliom  have  their  will  over  him — to  know  that 
they  would  rejoice  scurrilously  behind  his  back 
over  his  downfall !  The  feeling  was  terrible  to 
him.  The  last  words  which  Bonteen  had  spoken 
made  it  impossible  now  to  him  to  supjwrt  his  old 
friend  JNIr.  Monk.  It  was  not  only  what  Bonteen 
had  said,  but  that  the  words  of  Mr.  Bonteen  so 
plainly  indicated  what  would  be  the  words  of  all 
the  other  Bonteens.  He  knew  that  he  was  weak 
in  this.  He  knew  that  had  he  been  stronp,  he 
would  have  allowed  himself  to  be  guided — if  not 
by  the  lirm  decision  of  his  own  spirit — by  the 
counsels  of  such  men  as  Mr.  Gresham  and  Lord 
Cantrip,  and  not  by  the  sarcasms  of  the  Bon- 
teens and  Rattlers  of  official  life.  But  men  who 
sojourn  amid  savagery  fear  the  musquito  more 
than  they  do  the  lion.  He  could  not  bear  to 
think  that  he  should  yield  his  blood  to  such  a, 
one  as  Bonteen. 

And  he  must  yield  his  blood  unless  he  could 
vote  for  Mr.  IMonk's  motion,  and  hold  his  ground 
afterward  among  them  all  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. He  would  at  any  rate  see  the  session 
out,  and  try  a  fall  with  Mr.  Bonteen  when  they 
should  be  sitting  on  different  benches — if  ever 
fortune  should  give  hira  an  opportunity.  And 
in  the  mean  time  what  should  he  do  about  Ma- 
dame Goesler?  What  a  fate  was  his  to  have 
the  handsomest  woman  in  London  with  thou- 
sands and  thousands  a  year  at  his  disposal !  For 
— so  he  now  swore  to  himself — Madame  Goesler 
was  the  handsomest  woman  in  London,  as  INIary 
Flood  Jones  was  the  sweetest  girl  in  all  the 
world. 

He  had  not  arrived  at  any  decision  so  fixed 
as  to  make  him  comfortable  when  he  went  home 
and  dressed  for  Mrs.  Greshara's  party.  And  yet 
he  knew  —  he  thought  that  he  knew  that  be 
would  be  true  to  Mary  Flood  Jones. 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

THE  PRIME  minister's   HOUSE. 

The  rooms  and  passages  and  staircases  at 
Mrs.  Gresham's  house  were  very  crowded  when 
Piiineas  arrived  there.  Men  of  all  shades  of 
politics  were  there,  and  the  wives  and  daughters 
of  such  men  ;  and  there  was  a  streak  of  royalty 
in  one  of  the  saloons,  and  a  whole  rainbow  of 
foreign  ministers  with  their  stars,  and  two  blue 
ribbons  were  to  be  seen  together  on  the  first 
landing-place  with  a  stout  lady  between  them 
carrying  diamonds  enough  to  load  a  pannier. 
Every  body  was  there.  Diineas  found  that  even 
Lord  Chiltern  was  come,  as  he  stumbled  across 
his  friend  on  the  first  foot-ground  that  he  gained 
in  his  ascent  toward  the  rooms.  "Halloa  — 
you  here?"  said  Phineas.  "Yes,  by  George!" 
eaid  the  other,  "but  I  am  going  to  escape  as 
soon  as  possible.  I've  been  trying  to  make  my 
■way  up  for  the  last  hour,  but  could  never  get 
round  that  huge  promontory  there.  Laura  was 
more  persevering."  "  Is  Kennedy  here  ?"  Phine- 
as whispered.  "I  do  not  know,"  said  Chiltern, 
"but  she  was  determined  to  run  the  chance." 

A  little  higher  up — for  Phineas  was  blessed 


with  more  patience  than  Lord  Chiltern  possessed 
— he  came  upon  Mr.  Monk.  "  So  you  are  still 
admitted  privately,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Oh  dear,  yes — and  we  have  just  been  having 
a  most  friendly  conversation  with  him.  What 
a  man  he  is  !  He  knows  every  thing.  He  is  so 
accurate  ;  so  just  in  the  abstract — and  in  the  ab- 
stract so  generous !" 

"  He  has  been  very  generous  to  me  in  detail 
as  well  as  in  abstract,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Ah  !  yes  ;  I  am  not  thinking  of  individuals 
exactly.  His  want  of  generosity  is  to  large  masses 
— to  a  party,  to  classes,  to  a  people  ;  whereas  his 
generosity  is  for  mankind  at  large.  He  assumes 
the  god,  affects  to  nod,  and  seems  to  shake  the 
s])heres.  But  I  have  nothing  to  say  against  him. 
He  has  asked  me  here  to-night,  and  has  talked 
to  me  most  familiarly. 

"What  do  j'ou  think  of  your  chance  of  a  sec- 
ond reading  ?"'  asked  Phineas. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  it  ? — you  hear  more 
of  those  things  than  I  do." 

"  Every  body  says  it  will  be  a  close  division." 

"  I  never  expected  it,"  said  Mr.  JMonk. 

"Nor  I — till  I  heard  what  Daubeny  said  at 
the  first  reading.  They  will  all  vote  for  the  bill 
en  masse — hating  it  in  their  hearts  all  the  time." 

"  Let  us  hope  they  are  not  so  bad  as  that." 

"It  is  the  way  with  them  always.  They  do 
all  our  work  for  us — sailing  either  on  one  tack 
or  the  other.  That  is  their  use  in  creation,  that 
when  we  split  among  ourselves,  as  we  always  do, 
they  come  in  and  finish  our  job  for  us.  It  must 
be  unpleasant  for  them  to  be  always  doing  that 
which  they  always  say  should  never  be  done  at 
all." 

"Wherever  the  gift  horse  may  come  from,  I 
shall  not  look  it  in  the  mouth,"  said  Mr.  Monk. 
"There  is  onh^  one  man  in  the  House  whom  I 
hope  I  may  not  see  in  the  lobby  with  me,  and 
that  is  yourself." 

"The  question  is  decided  now,"  said  Phineas. 

"  And  how  is  it  decided  ?" 

Phineas  could  not  tell  his  friend  that  a  ques- 
tion of  so  great  magnitude  to  him  had  been  de- 
cided by  the  last  sting  whicli  he  had  received 
from  an  insect  so  contemptible  as  Mr.  Bonteen, 
but  he  expressed  the  feeling  as  well  as  he  knew 
how  to  express  it.  "  Oh,  I  shall  be  with  you. 
I  know  what  you  are  going  to  say,  and  I  know 
how  good  you  are.  But  I  could  not  stand  it. 
Men  are  beginning  already  to  say  things  which 
almost  make  me  get  up  and  kick  them.  If  I  can 
help  it,  I  will  give  occasion  to  no  man  to  hint 
any  thing  to  me  which  can  make  me  be  so  wretch- 
ed as  I  have  been  to-day.  Pray  do  not  say  any 
thing  more.  My  idea  is  that  I  shall  resign  to- 
morrow." 

"  Then  I  hope  that  we  may  fight  the  battle 
side  by  side,"  said  Mr.  Monk,  giving  him  his 
hand. 

"We  will  fight  the  battle  side  by  side,"  re- 
plied Phineas. 

After  that  he  pushed  his  way  still  higher  u]) 
the  stairs,  having  no  special  purpose  in  view,  not 
dreaming  of  any  such  success  as  that  of  reaching 
his  host  or  hostess — merely  feeling  tliat  it  should 
be  a  point  of  honor  with  him  to  make  a  tour 
through  the  rooms  before  he  descended  the  stairs. 
The  thing,  he  thought,  was  to  be  done  with  cour- 
age and  patience,  and  this  might,  jirobahl}',  be 
tiie  last  time  in  his  life  that  he  would  find  him- 
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self  in  the  house  of  a  Prime  Minister.  Just  at 
the  turn  of  the  balustrade  at  the  top  of  the  stairs, 
he  found  Mr.  Greshamin  the  very  spot  on  which 
Mr.  Monk  had  been  discussing  him.  "Very 
glad  to  see  you,"  said  JNIr.  Gresham.  "You,  I 
find,  are  a  persevering  man,  with  a  genius  for 
getting  upward." 

"Like  the  sparks,"  said  Phineas. 

"Xot  quite  so  quickly,"  said  Mr.  Gresham. 

"  But  with  the  same  assurance  of  speedy  loss 
of  my  little  light." 

It  did  not  suit  Mr.  Gresham  to  understand 
this,  so  he  changed  the  subject.  "  Have  you 
seen  the  news  from  America  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  have  seen  it,  but  do  not  believe  it." 

"Ah!  you  have  such  faith  in  a  combination 
of  British  colonies,  properly  backed  in  Downing 
Street,  as  to  think  them  strong  against  a  world 
in  arms.  In  your  place  I  should  hold  to  the 
same  doctrine — hold  to  it  stoutly." 

"And  you  do  now,  I  hope,  Mr.  Gresham  ?" 

"  Well — yes — I  am  not  downhearted.  But 
I  confess  to  a  feeling  that  the  world  would  go 
on  even  though  we  had  nothing  to  say  to  a  sin- 
gle province  in  North  America.  But  that  is  for 
your  private  ear.  You  are  not  to  whisper  that 
in  Downing  Street."  Then  there  came  up  some- 
body else,  and  Phineas  went  on  upon  his  slow 
course.  He  had  longed  for  an  opportunity  to 
tell  Mr.  Gresham  that  he  could  go  to  Downing 
Street  no  more,  but  such  opportunity  had  not 
reached  him. 

For  a  long  time  he  found  himself  stuck  close 
by  the  side  of  Miss  Fitzgibbon — Miss  Aspasia 
Fitzgibbon — who  had  once  relieved  him  from 
terrible  pecuniary  anxiety  by  paying  for  him  a 
sum  of  money  which  was  due  by  him  on  her  brotli- 
er's  account.  "  It's  a  very  nice  tiling  to  be  here, 
but  one  does  get  tired  of  it,"  said  Miss  Fitzgib- 
bon. 

"Very  tired,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Of  course  it  is  a  part  of  your  duty,  Mr.  Finn. 
You  are  on  your  promotion  and  are  bound  to  be 
here.  When  I  asked  Lawrence  to  come,  he  said 
there  was  nothing  to  be  got  till  the  cards  were 
shuffied  again." 

"  They'll  be  shuffled  very  soon,"  said  Phineas. 

"Whatever  color  comes  up,  you'll  hold 
trumps,  I  know,"  said  the  lady.  "  Some  hands 
always  hold  trumps."  He  could  not  explain 
to  Miss  Fitzgibbon  that  it  would  never  again 
be  his  fate  to  hold  a  single  trump  in  his  hand ; 
so  he  made  another  fight,  and  got  on  a  few 
steps  further. 

He  said  a  word  as  he  went  to  half  a  dozen 
friends — as  friends  went  with  him.  He  was 
detained  for  ten  minutes  by  Lady  Baldock,  who 
was  very  gracious  and  very  disagreeable.  She 
told  him  that  Violet  was  in  the  room,  but  where 
she  did  not  know.  "  She  is  somewhere  with 
Lady  Laura,  I  believe  ;  and  really,  Mr.  Finn,  I  do 
not  like  it.  Lady  Baldock  had  heard  that  Phin- 
eas had  quarreled  with  Lord  Brentford,  but  had 
not  heard  of  the  reconciliation.  "  Eeally,  I  do 
not  like  it.  I  am  told  that  Mr.  Kennedy  is'in  the 
house,  and  nobody  knows  what  may  happen." 

"  Mr.  Kennedy  is  not  likely  to  say  any  thing." 

"One  can  not  tell.     And  when  1  hear  that  a 
woman  is  separated  from  her  husband,  I  always 
tliink  that  she  must  have  been  imprudent.     It 
may  be  uncharitable,  but  I  think  it  is  most  safe  I 
so  to  consider." 


"As  far  as  I  have  heard  the  circumstances, 
Lady  Laura  was  quite  right,"  said  Phineas. 

"  It  may  be  so.  Gentlemen  will  .always  take 
the  lady's  part — of  course.  But  I  should  "be  very 
sorry  to  have  a  daughter  separated  from  her  hus- 
band— very  sorry." 

Phineas,  who  had  nothing  now  to  gain  from 
Lady  Baldock's  favor,  left  her  abruptly,  and 
went  on  again.  He  had  a  great  desire  to  see 
Lady  Laura  and  Violet  together,  though  he 
could  hardly  tell  himself  why.  He  had  not  seen 
Miss  Effingham  since  his  return  from  Ireland, 
and  he  thought  that  if  he  met  her  alone  he  could 
hardly  have  talked  to  her  with  comfort ;  but  he 
knew  that  if  he  met  her  with  Lady  Laura,  she 
could  greet  him  as  a  friend,  and  speak  to  him  as 
though  there  were  no  cause  for  embarrassment 
between  them.  But  he  was  so  far  disappoint- 
ed, that  he  suddenly  encountered  Violet  alone. 
She  had  been  leaning  on  tlie  arm  of  Lord  Bal- 
dock, and  Pliineas  saw  her  cousin  leave  her. 
But  he  would  not  be  such  a  coward  as  to  avoid 
her,  especially  as  he  knew  that  she  had  seen 
him.  "Oh,  Mr.  Finn  !"  she  said,  "  do  vou  see 
that?" 

"  See  what?" 

"Look.  There  is  Mr.  Kennedy.  We  had 
heard  that  it  was  possible,  and  Laura  made  me 
pi'omise  that  I  would  not  leave  her."  Phineas 
turned  his  head,  and  saw  Sir.  Kennedy  standing 
with  his  back  bolt  upright  against  a  door-post, 
with  his  brow  as  black  as  thunder.  "  She  is 
just  opposite  to  him,  where  he  can  see  her,"  said 
Violet.  "  Pray  take  me  to  her.  He  will  think 
nothing  of  you,  because  I  know  that  you  are  still 
friends  with  both  of  them.  I  came  away  because 
Gresham  wanted  to  introduce  me  to  Lady  Mou-  , 
ser.  You  know  he  is  going  to  marry  Miss  Mou- 
ser." 

Phineas,  not  caring  much  about  Lord  Baldock 
and  Miss  Mouser,  took  Violet's  hand  upon  his 
arm,  and  very  slowly  made  his  way  across  the 
room  to  the  spot  indicated.  There  they  found 
Lady  Laura  alone,  sitting  under  tlie  ujias-tree 
influence  of  her  husband's  gaze.  Tliere  was  a 
concourse  of  people  between  them,  and  ]\Ir.  Ken- 
nedy did  not  seem  inclined  to  make  any  attempt 
to  lessen  the  distance.  •  But  Lady  Laura  had 
found  it  impossible  to  move  while  she  was  under 
her  husband's  eyes. 

"Mr.  Finn,"  she  said,  "could  you  find  Os- 
wald?    I  know  he  is  here." 

"  He  has  gone,"  said  Phineas.  "  I  was  speak- 
ing to  him  down  stairs." 

"You  have  not  seen  my  father  ?  lie  said  he 
would  come." 

"I  have  not  seen  him,  but  I  will  search." 

"  No — it  will  do  no  good.  I  can  not  stay. 
His  carriage  is  there,  I  know — waiting  for  me." 
Phineas  immediately  started  off  to  have  the  car- 
riage called,  and  promised  to  return  with  as  much 
celerity  as  he  could  use.  As  he  went,  making 
his  way  much  quicker  through  the  crowd  than 
he  had  done  when  he  had  no  such  object  for 
haste,  he  purposely  avoided  the  door  by  which 
Mr.  Kennedy  had  stood.  It  would  have  been 
his  nearest  way,  but  his  present  service,  he 
thought,  required  that  he  should  keep  aloof  from 
the  man.  But  Mr.  Kennedy  passed  through 
the  door  and  intercepted  him  in  his  path. 

"  Is  she  going  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Well — yes.     I   dare   say   she  may  before 
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long.  I  shall  look  for  Lord  Brentford's  carriage 
by-and-by." 

"Tell  her  she  need  not  go  because  of  me.  I 
shall  not  return.  I  shall  not  annoy  her  here.  It 
would  have  been  much  better  that  a  woman  in 
such  a  plight  should  not  have  come  to  such  an 
assembly." 

"  You  would  not  wish  her  to  shut  herself  up." 

"  I  would  wish  her  to  come  back  to  the  home 
that  she  has  left,  and,  if  there  be  any  law  in  tlie 
land,  she  shall  be  made  to  do  so.  You  tell  her 
that  I  say  so."  Then  Mr.  Kennedy  fought  his 
way  down  the  stairs,  and  Phineas  Finn  followed 
in  ins  wake. 

About  half  an  hour  afterward  Phineas  return- 
ed  to  the  two  ladies  with  tidings  that  the  carriage 
would  be  at  hand  as  soon  as  they  could  be  below. 
"Did  he  sec  you?"  said  Lady  Laura. 

"  Yes,  he  followed  me." 

"And  did  he  speak  to  you?" 

"  Yes — he  spoke  to  me." 

"And  what  did  he  say  ?"  And  then,  in  the 
presence  of  Violet,  Phineas  gave  the  message. 
He  thouglit  it  better  that  it  should  be  given  ;  and 
were  he  to  decline  to  deliver  it  now,  it  would 
never  be  given.  "  Whether  there  be  law  in  the 
land  to  jirotect  me,  or  whether  there  be  none,  I 
will  never  live  with  him,"  said  Lady  Laura. 
"Is  a  woman  like  a  head  of  cattle,  that  she  can 
be  stalked  by  force  ?  I  will  never  live  with  him 
though  all  the  judges  of  the  land  should  decide 
tiiat  I  must  do  so.'' 

Phineas  thought  much  of  all  this  as  he  went 
to  his  solitary  lodgings.  After  all,  was  not  the 
world  much  better  with  him  than  it  was  with 
either  of  those  two  wretched  married  beings  ? 
And  why  ?  He  had  not,  at  any  rate  as  yet,  sacri- 
ficed for  money  or  social  gains  any  of  the  in- 
stincts of  his  nature.  He  had  been  fickle,  fool- 
ish, vain,  uncertain,  and  ])erhaps  covetous — but 
as  yet  he  had  not  been  false.  Then  he  took  out 
Mary's  last  letter  and  read  it  again. 


CHAPTER  LXXI. 

CO  31  FAKING     NOTES. 

It  would,  perhaps,  be  difficult  to  decide — be- 
tween Lord  Chiltern  and  Miss  Etfingham — 
which  had  been  most  wrong,  or  which  had  been 
nearest  to  the  right,  in  the  circumstances  which 
had  led  to  their  separation.  The  old  lord,  wish- 
ing to  induce  his  son  to  undertake  work  of  some 
sort,  and  feeling  that  his  own  efforts  in  this  di- 
rection were  worse  than  useless,  had  closeted 
himself  with  his  intended  daughter-in-law,  and 
had  obtained  from  her  a  promise  that  she  would 
use  her  influence  with  her  lover.  "  Of  course  I 
think  it  right  that  he  should  do  something," 
Violet  had  said.  "  And  he  will  if  you  bid  him," 
replied  the  carl.  Violet  expressed  a  great 
doubt  as  to  this  willingness  of  obedience ;  but, 
nevertheless,  she  jjromised  to  do  her  best,  and 
she  did  her  best.  Lord  Cliiltern,  when  she  spoke 
to  him,  knit  his  brows  with  an  apparent  ferocity 
of  anger  which  his  countenance  frequently  ex- 
pressed witiiout  any  intention  of  ferocity  on  his 
part.  He  was  annoyed,  but  was  not  savagely 
disposed  to  Violet.  As  he  looked  at  her,  how- 
ever, he  seemed  to  be  very  savagely  disposed. 
"  "What  is  it  you  would  have  mc  do  ?"  he  said. 


"I  would  have  you  choose  some  occupation, 
Oswald." 

"What  occupation?  What  is  it  that  you 
mean  ?     Ought  I  to  be  a  shoemaker  ?" 

"Not  that  by  preference,  I  should  say;  but 
that  if  j'ou  please."  When  her  lover  had  frown- 
ed at  her,  Violet  had  resolved — had  strongly  de- 
termined, with  inward  assertions  of  her  own 
rights — that  she  would  not  be  fritrhtcned  by  him. 

"  You  are  talking  nonsense,  Violet.  You  know 
that  I  can  not  be  a  shoemaker." 

"You  may  go  into  Parliament." 

"  I  neither  can,  nor  would  I  if  I  could.  I  dis- 
like the  life." 

"  You  might  farm." 

"  I  can  not  afford  it." 

"You  might  —  might  do  any  thing.  Y''ou 
ought  to  do  something.  You  know  that  you 
ought.  Y'ou  know  that  your  father  is  right  in 
what  he  says." 

"  That  is  easily  asserted,  Violet ;  but  it  would, 
I  think,  be  better  that  you  should  take  my  part 
than  my  father's,  if  it  be  that  you  intend  to  be 
my  wife." 

"  You  know  that  I  intend  to  be  your  wife; 
but  would  you  wish  that  I  should  respect  my 
husband  ?" 

"  And  will  you  not  do  so  if  you  marry  me  ?'' 
he  asked. 

Then  Violet  looked  into  his  face  and  saw  that 
the  frown  was  blacker- than  ever.  The  great 
mark  down  his  forehead  was  deeper  and  more 
like  an  ugly  wound  than  she  had  ever  seen  it ; 
and  his  eyes  sparkled  with  anger ;  and  his  face 
was  red  as  with  fiery  wrath.  If  it  was  so  with 
him  when  she  was  no  more  than  engaged  to  him, 
how  would  it  bo  when  they  should  be  man  and 
wife  ?  At  any  rate,  she  would  not  fear  him — 
not  now  at  least.  "No,  Oswald,"  she  said. 
"  If  you  resolve  upon  being  an  idle  man,  I  shall 
not  respect  you.  It  is  better  that  I  should  tell 
you  the  truth." 

"  A  great  deal  better,"  he  said. 

"  How  can  I  respect  one  whose  whole  life  will 
be — will  be — " 

"Will  be  what?"  he  demanded  with  a  loud 
shout. 

"  Oswald,  you  are  very  rough  witli  mc." 

"  What  do  you  say  that  my  life  w  ill  be  ?" 

Then  she  again  resolved  that  she  would  not 
fear  him.     "It  will  be  discreditable,"  she  said. 

"  It  shall  not  discredit  you,"  he  replied.  "I 
will  not  bring  disgrace  on  one  I  have  loved  so 
well.  Violet,  after  what  you  have  said,  v.-e  had 
better  part."  She  was  still  proud,  still  determined, 
and  they  did  part.  Though  it  nearly  broke  her 
heart  to  see  him  leave  her,  she  bid  him  go.  She 
hated  herself  afterward  for  her  severity  to  him  ; 
but  nevertheless,  she  would  not  submit  to  recall 
the  words  which  she  had  spoken.  She  had 
thought  him  to  be  wrong,  and,  so  thinking,  had 
conceived  it  to  be  her  duty  and  her  )irivikgc  to 
tell  him  what  she  thought.  But  she  had  no  wish 
to  lose  him — no  wish  not  to  be  his  wife  even, 
thoujxh  he  should  be  as  idle  as  the  wind.  She 
was  so  constituted  that  she  had  ncvir  allowed 
him  or  any  other  man  to  be  master  of  her  heart 
— till  she  had  with  afidl  purpose  given  her  heart 
away.  Tiie  day  before  she  had  resolved  to  give 
it  to  one  man,  she  might,  I  think,  have  i-esolvcd 
to  give  it  to  another.  Love  had  not  conquered 
her,  but  had  been  taken  into  her  service.    Never- 
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theless,  slie   could  not   now  rid  herself  of  her  ; 
servant,  when  she  found  that  her  services  would  j 
stand  her  no  longer  in  pood  stead.     She  parted  j 
from  Lord  Chiltern  with  an  assent,  with  an  as-  j 
silred  brow,  and  with  much  dignity'  in  her  gait ; 
but  as  soon  as  she  was  alone  she  was  a  prey  to  ; 
remorse.     She  had  declared  to  the  man  who  was  | 
to  have  been  her  husband  that  his  life  was  dis- 
creditable— and,  of  course,  no  man  would  bear  , 
such  language.     Had  Lord  Chiltern  borne  it,  he 
would  not  have  been  worthy  of  her  love.  | 

She  herself  told  Lady  Laura  and  Lord  Brent- 
ford what  had  occurred — and  had  told  Lady  Bal- 
dock  also.  Lady  Baldock  had,  of  course,  tri-  i 
umphed — and  Violet  sought  her  revenge  by 
swearing  that  she  would  regret  forever  the  loss 
of  so  inestimable  a  gentleman.  "Then  why  I 
have  you  given  him  up,  my  dear?"  demanded 
Lady  Baldock.  "  Because  I  found  that  he  was 
too  good  for  me,"  said  Violet.  It  may  be  doubt- 
ful whether  Lady  Baldock  was  not  justified, 
when  she  declared  that  her  niece  was  to  her  a 
care  so  harassing  that  no  aunt  known  in  history 
had  ever  been  so  troubled  before. 

Lord  Brentford  had  fussed  and  fumed,  and 
had  certainly  made  things  worse.  He  had  quar- 
reled with  his  son,  and  then  made  it  up,  and  then 
quarreled  again — swearing  that  the  fault  must  all 
be  attributed  to  Chiltern's  stubbornness  and  Chil- 
tern's  temper.  Latterly,  however,  by  Lady  Lau- 
ra's intervention,  Lord  Brentford  and  his  son 
had  again  been  reconciled,  and  the  earl  endeav- 
ored manfully  to  keep  liis  tongue  from  disagreea- 
ble words,  and  his  face  from  evil  looks,  when  his 
son  was  present.  "  They  will  make  it  up,"  Lady 
Laura  had  said.  "  if  you  and  I  do  not  attempt  to 
make  it  up  for  them.  If  we  do,  they  will  never 
come  together."  The  earl  was  convinced,  and 
did  his  best.  But  the  task  was  very  difficult  to 
him.  How  was  he  to  keep  his  tongue  off  his  son 
while  his  son  was  daily  saying  things  of  which 
any  father — any  such  father  as  Lord  Brentford — 
could  not  but  disapprove.  Lord  Chiltern  pro- 
fessed to  disbelieve  even  in  the  wisdom  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  and  on  one  occasion  asserted 
that  it  must  be  a  great  comfort  to  any  Prime 
Minister  to  have  three  or  four  old  women  in  the 
Cabinet.  The  father,  when  he  heard  this,  tried 
to  rebuke  his  son  tenderlv,  strove  even  to  be  jo- 
cose. It  was  the  one  wish  of  his  heart  that  Vio- 
let Effingham  should  be  his  daughter-in-law. 
But  even  with  this  wish  he  found  it  very  hard 
to  keep  his  tongue  off  Lord  Chiltern. 

"When  Lady  Laura  discussed  the  matter  with 
Violet,  Violet  would  always  declare  that  there 
was  no  hope.  "The  truth  is," she  said  on  the 
morning  of  that  day  on  which  they  both  went 
to  Mrs.  Gre.sham's,  "that  though  we  like  each 
other — love  each  other,  if  you  choose  to  say  so 
— we  are  not  fit  to  be  man  and  wife." 

"And  why  not  fit?" 

"We  are  too  much  alike.  Each  is  too  vio- 
lent, too  headstrong,  and  too  masterful." 

"  You,  as  the  woman,  ought  to  give  way,"  said 
Lady  Laura. 

"But  we  do  not  always  do  just  what  we  ought." 

"I  know  how  difficult  it  is  for  me  to  ad- 
vise, seeing  to  what  a  pass  I  have  brought  mv- 
self."  '     { 

"  Do  not  say  that,  dear.    Or  rather  do  say  it, 
for  we  have,  both  of  ns,  brought  ourselves  to  what : 
you  call  a  pass — to  such  a  pass  that  we  are  like  ; 


to  be  able  to  live  togethoi-  and  discuss  it  for  the 
rest  of  our  lives.  The  difference  is,  I  take  it, 
that  you  have  not  to  accuse  yourself,  and  that  I 
have." 

"  I  can  not  say  that  I  have  not  to  accuse  my- 
self," said  Lady  Laura.  "I  do  not  know  that  I 
have  done  much  wrong  to  Mr.  Kennedy  since  I 
married  him ;  but  in  marrying  him  I  did  him  a 
grievous  wrong." 

"And  he  has  avenged  himself." 

""We  will  not  talk  of  vengeance.  I  believe 
he  is  wretched,  and  I  know  that  I  am — and  that 
has  come  of  the  wrong  that  I  have  done." 

"I  will  make  no  man  wretched,"  said  Violet. 

"Do  you  mean  that  your  mind  is  made  up 
against  Oswald  ?" 

"  I  mean  that,  and  I  mean  much  more.  I  say 
that  I  will  make  no  man  wretched.  Your  broth- 
er  is  not  the  only  man  who  is  so  weak  as  to  be 
willing  to  run  the  hazard." 

"  There  is  Lord  Fawn." 

"Yes,  there  is  Lord  Fawn,  certainly.  Perhaps 
I  should  not  do  him  much  harm ;  but  then  I 
should  do  him  no  good." 

"And  poor  Phineas  Finn." 

"Yes — there  is  Mr.  Finn.  I  will  tell  you 
something,  Laura.  The  only  man  I  ever  saw  in 
the  world  whom  I  have  thought  for  a  moment 
that  it  was  possible  that  I  should  like — like 
enough  to  love  as  my  husband— except  your 
brother,  was  Mr.  Finn." 

"And  now?" 

"  Oh — now  ;  of  course  that  is  over,"  said  Vio- 
let. 

"It  is  over?" 

"Quite  over.  Is  he  not  going  to  marry  Ma- 
dame Goesler  ?  I  suppose  all  that  is  fixed  by 
this  time.  I  hope  she  will  be  good  to  him,  and 
gracious,  and  let  him  have  his  own  way,  and 
give  him  his  tea  comfortably  when  he  comes 
up  tired  from  the  House  ;  for  I  confess  that  my 
heart  is  a  little  tender  toward  Phineas  still.  I 
should  not  like  to  think  that  he  had  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  a  female  Philistine." 

"I  do  not  think  he  will  marry  Madame  Goes- 
ler?" 

"Why  not?" 

"  I  can  hardly  tell  yon — but  I  do  not  think  he 
will.     And  you  loved  him  once — eh,  Violet?" 

"Not  quite  that,  my  dear.  It  has  been  diffi- 
cult with  me  to  love.  The  difficulty  with  most 
girls,  I  fancy,  is  not  to  love.  Mr.  Finn,  when  I 
came  to  measure  him  in  my  mind,  was  not 
small,  but  he  was  never  quite  tall  enough.  One 
feels  one's  self  to  be  a  sort  of  recruiting  sergeant, 
going  about  with  a  standard  of  inches.  Mr.  Finn 
was  just  half  an  inch  too  short.  He  lacks  some- 
thing in  individuality.  He  is  a  little  too  much 
a  friend  to  every  body." 

"Shall  I  tell  you  a  secret,  Violet?" 

"If  you  please,  dear;  though  I  fancy  it  is 
one  I  know  already." 

"He  is  the  only  man  whom  I  ever  loved," 
said  Lady  Laura. 

"But  it  was  too  late  when  j'ou  learned  to 
love  him,"  said  Violet. 

"It  was  too  late,  when  I  was  so  sure  of  it  as 
to  wish  that  I  had  never  seen  IMr.  Kennedy.  I 
felt  it  coming  on  me,  and  I  argued  with  myself 
that  such  a  marriage  would  be  bad  for  us  both. 
At  that  moment  there  was  trouble  in  the  family, 
and  I  had  not  a  shilling  of  my  own." 
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"You  had  paid  it  for  Oswald." 

"  At  iiny  rate,  I  had  nothiiic; — and  he  had 
nothing.  How  couUl  I  have  dared  to  think  even 
of  such  a  marriage  ?" 

"Did  lie  think  of  it,  Laura?" 

"I  suppose  he  did." 

"You  know  lie  did.  Did  you  not  tell  me  be- 
fore ?" 

"Well — yes.  lie  thought  of  it.  Iliad  come 
to  some  foolish,  half-scntiniental  resolution  as 
to  friendship,  believing  tliat  he  and  I  could  be 
knit  together  by  some  adhesion  of  fraternal  af- 
fection that  should  be  void  of  offense  to  my  hus- 
band ;  and  in  furtlierance  of  this  he  was  asked 
to  Loughlinter  wlicn  I  went  there,  just  after  I 
had  accepted  Robert.  He  came  down,  and  I 
measured  iiim  too,  as  you  have  done.  I  meas- 
ured him,  and  I  found  that  he  wanted  nothing  to 
come  up  to  the  height  required  by  my  standard. 
I  think  I  knew  him  better  than  you  did." 

"  Very  possibly — but  why  measure  him  at  all, 
when  such  measurement  was  useless?" 

"  Can  one  help  such  things  ?  He  came  to 
me  one  day  as  I  was  sitting  up  by  the  Linter. 
You  remember  the  place,  where  it  makes  its 
first  leap." 

"I  remember  it  very  well." 

"So  do  I.  Robert  had  shown  it  me  as  the 
fairest  spot  in  all  Scotland." 

"  And  there  this  lover  of  ours  sang  his  song 
to  you  ?" 

"I  do  not  know  what  he  told  me  then;  but 
I  know  tliat  I  told  him  that  I  was  engaged  ; 
and  I  felt  when  I  told  him  so  that  my  engage- 
ment was  a  sorrow  to  me.  And  it  has  been  a 
sorrow  from  that  day  to  this." 

"  And  the  hei'O,  Rhineas — he  is  still  dear  to 
you?" 

"Dear  to  me?" 

"Yes,  You  would  have  hated  me,  had  he 
become  my  husband?  And  you  will  hate  iMa- 
dame  Gocsler  when  she  becomes  his  wife  ?" 

"  Not  in  the  least.  I  am  no  dog  in  the  man- 
ger. I  have  even  gone  so  far  as  almost  to  wish, 
at  certain  moments,  that  you  should  accept 
him." 

"  And  why  ?" 

"Because  he  has  wished  it  so  heartily." 

"One  can  hardly  forgive  a  man  for  such 
speedy  changes,"  said  Violet. 

".Was  I  not  to  forgive  him — I,  who  had 
turned  myself  away  from  him  with  a  fixed  pur- 
pose the  moment  that  I  found  that  he  had  made 
a  mark  ui)on  my  heart  ?  I  could  not  wipe  off 
the  mark,  and  yet  I  married.  Was  he  not  to 
try  to  wipe  oft'  his  mark  ?" 

"It  seems  that  he  wiped  it  off  very  quickly 
— and  since  that  he  has  wiped  off  another  mark. 
One  doisn't  know  how  many  marks  he  has 
wiped  off.  Thej'  are  like  the  inn-keeper's  score, 
wliicli  he  makes  in  chalk.  A  damp  cloth  brings 
them  nil  away,  and  leaves  nothing  behind." 

"  What  would  you  have  ?" 

"  There  should  be  a  little  notch  on  the  stick 
— to  remember  by,"  said  Violet.  "Not  that  1 
complain,  you  know.  I  can  not  complain,  as  I 
was  not  notched  myself." 

"You  are  silly,  Violet." 

"  In  not  having  allowed  myself  to  be  notched 
by  this  great  cliampion." 

"A  man  like  Mr.  Finn  has  his  life  to  deal 
with — to  make  the  most  of  it,  and  to  divide  it 


between  work,  pleasure,  duty,  ambition,  and  the 
rest  of  it  as  best  he  may.  If  he  have  any  soft- 
ness of  heart,  it  will  be  necessary  to  him  that 
love  should  bear  a  part  in  all  these  interests. 
But  a  man  will  be  a  fool  who  will  allow  love  to 
be  the  master  of  them  all.  He  will  be  one 
whose  mind  is  so  ill-balanced  as  to  allow  him  to 
be  the  victim  of  a  single  wish.  Even  in  a  wom- 
an passion  such  as  that  is  evidence  of  weakness, 
and  not  of  strength." 

"  It  seems,  then,  Laura,  that  you  are  wg^ak." 

"And  if  I  am,  does  that  condemn  him  ?  He 
is  a  man,  if  I  judge  him  rightly,  who  will  be 
constant  as  the  sun,  when  constancy  can  be  of 
service." 

"You  mean  that  the  future  Mrs.  Finn  will  be 
secure  ?" 

"That  is  what  I  mean — and  that  j'ou  or  I, 
had  either  of  us  chosen  to  take  his  name,  might 
have  been  quite  secure.  We  have  thought  it 
right  to  refuse  to  do  so." 

"  And  how  many  more,  I  wonder  ?" 

"You  are  unjust,  and  unkind,  Violet.  So 
unjust  and  unkind  that  it  is  clear  to  me  he  has 
just  gratified  your  vanity,  and  has  never  touched 
your  heart.  What  would  you  have  had  him 
do,  when  I  told  him  that  I  was  engaged?" 

"I  suppose  that  Mr.  Kennedy  would  not 
have  gone  to  Blankenberg  with  him." 

"Violet!" 

"That  seems  to  be  the  proper  thing  to  do. 
But  even  that  does  not  adjust  things  finally — 
does  it?"  Then  some  one  came  upon  them, 
and  the  conversation  was  brought  to  an  end. 


CHAPTER  LXXII. 

MADAME  GOESLER's  GEXEROSITT. 

When  Phineas  Finn  left  Mr.  Gresham's  house, 
he  had  quite  resolved  what  he  would  do.  On 
the  next  morning  he  would  tell  Lord  Cantrip 
that  his  resignation  was  a  necessity,  and  that  he 
would  take  that  nobleman's  advice  as  to  resign- 
ing at  once,  or  waiting  till  the  day  on  which  Mr. 
Monk's  Irish  bill  would  be  read  for  the  second 
time. 

"  My  dear  Finn,  I  can  only  say  that  I  deeply 
regret  it,"  said  Lord  Cantrip. 

"So  do  I.  I  regret  to  leave  office,  which  I 
like — and  which  indeed  I  want.  I  regret  special- 
ly to  leave  this  office,  as  it  has  been  a  thorough 
pleasure  to  me  ;  and  I  regret,  above  all,  to  leave 
you.  But  I  am  convinced  that  IMonk  is  right, 
and  I  find  it  impossible  not  to  support  him." 

"I  wish  that  Mr.  Monk  was  at  Bath,"  said 
Lord  Cantrip. 

Phineas  could  only  smile,  and  shrug  his  shoul- 
ders, and  say  that  even  though  Sir.  Monk  were 
at  Bath  it  would  not  jirobably  make  much  differ- 
ence. When  he  tendered  his  letter  of  resigna- 
tion. Lord  Cantrip  begged  him  to  withdraw  it 
for  a  day  or  two.  He  would,  he  said,  speak  to 
Mr.  Gresham.  The  debate  on  the  second  read- 
ing of  Mr.  Monk's  bill  would  not  take  place  till 
that  day  week,  and  the  resignation  would  be  in 
time  if  it  was  tendered  before  Phineas  either 
spoke  or  voted  against  the  Government.  So  Phin- 
eas went  back  to  his  room,  and  endeavored  to 
make  himself  useful  in  some  work  appertaining 
to  his  favorite  Colonies. 
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That  conversation  had  taken  place  on  a  Fri- 
day, and  on  the  foilowing  Sunday,  early  in  the 
day,  he  left  his  rooms  after  a  late  breakfast — a 
prolonged  breakfast,  during  which  he  had  been 
studying  tenant-right  statistics,  preparing  his 
own  speech,  and  endeavoring  to  look  forward 
into  the  future  which  that  speech  was  to  do  so 
much  to  influence — and  turned  his  face  toward 
Park  Lane.  Tliere  had  been  a  certain  under- 
standing between  him  and  Madame  Goesler  that 
he  was  to  call  in  Park  Lane  on  this  Sunday  morn- 
ing, and  then  declare  to  her  what  was  his  final 
resolve  as  to  the  ofiBce  which  he  held.  "It  is 
simply  to  bid  her  adieu,"  he  said  to  himself,  "for 
I  shall  hardly  see  her  again."  And  yet,  as  he 
took  off  his  morning  easy  coat,  and  dressed  him- 
self for  the  streets,  and  stood  for  a  moment  be- 
fore his  looking-glass,  and  saw  that  his  gloves 
were  fresh  and  that  his  boots  were  properly  pol- 
ished, I  think  there  was  a  care  about  his  person 
which  he  would  have  hardly  taken  had  he  been 
quite  assured  that  he  simply  intended  to  say  good- 
'  bye  to  the  lady  whom  he  was  about  to  visit. 
But  if  there  were  any  such  conscious  feeling,  he 
administered  to  himself  an  antidote  before  he  left 
the  house.  On  returning  to  the  sitting-room  he 
went  to  a  little  desk  from  which  he  took  out  the 
letter  from  Mary  which  the  reader  has  seen,  and 
carefully  perused  every  word  of  it.  "  She  is  the 
best  of  them  all,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  re- 
folded the  letter  and  put  it  back  into  his  desk. 
I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  well  that  a  man  should 
have  any  large  number  from  whom  to  select  a 
best ;  as,  in  such  circumstances,  he  is  so  very 
apt  to  change  his  judgment  from  hour  to  hour. 
The  qualities  which  are  the  most  attractive  be- 
fore dinner  sometimes  become  the  least  so  in  the 
evening. 

The  morning  was  warm,  and  he  took  a  cab. 
It  would  not  do  that  he  should  speak  even  his 
last  farewell  to  such  a  one  as  Madame  Goesler 
with  all  the  heat  and  dust  of  a  long  walk  upon 
him.  Having  been  so  careful  about  his  boots 
and  gloves,  he  might  as  well  use  his  care  to  the 
end.  Madame  Goesler  was  a  very  pretty  woman, 
who  spared  herself  no  trouble  in  making  herself 
as  pretty  as  Nature  would  allow,  on  behalf  of 
those  whom  she  favored  with  her  smiles,  and  to 
such  a  lady  some  special  attention  was  due  by 
one  who  bad  received  so  many  of  her  smiles  as 
had  Phineas.  And  he  felt,  too,  that  tliere  was 
something  special  in  this  very  visit.  It  was  to 
be  made  by  appointment,  and  there  had  come 
to  be  an  understanding  between  them  that  Phin- 
eas should  tell  her  on  this  occasion  what  was 
his  resolution  with  reference  to  his  future  life. 
I  think  that  he  had  been  very  wise  in  fortifying 
himself  with  a  further  glance  at  our  dear  Clary's 
letter,  before  he  trusted  himself  within  Madame 
Goesler's  door, 
'j  Yes — Madame  Goeler  was  at  home.    The  door 

/'  was  opened  by  Madame  Goesler's  own  maid,  who, 
smiling,  explained  that  the  other  servants  were 
all  at  church.  Phineas  had  become  sufficiently 
intimate  at  the  cottage  in  Park  Lane  to  be  on 
friendly  terms  with  IMadame  Goesler's  own  maid, 
and  now  made  some  little  half- familiar  remark 
as  to  the  propriety  of  his  visit  during  church  time. 
•'  Madame  \vill  not  refuse  to  see  you,  I  am  think- 
ing," said  the  girl,  who  was  a  German.  "And 
she  is  alone?"  asked  Phineas.  "Alone?  Yes 
— of  course  she  is  alone.     Who  should  be  with 


her  now  ?"  Then  she  took  him  up  into  the  draw- 
ing-room ;  but,  when  there,  he  found  that  Ma- 
dame Goesler  was  absent.  "  She  shall  be  down 
directly,"  said  the  girl.  "I  shall  tell  her  who 
is  here,  and  she  will  come." 

It  was  a  very  pretty  room.  It  may  almost  be 
said  that  there  could  be  no  prettier  room  in  all 
London.  It  looked  out  across  certain  small  pri- 
vate gardens — which  were  as  bright  and  gay  as 
money  could  make  them  when  brought  into  com- 
petition with  London  smoke — right  on  to  the 
park.  Outside  and  inside  the  window,  flowers 
and  green  things  were  so  arranged  that  the  room 
itself  almost  looked  as  though  it  were  a  bower 
in  a  garden.  And  every  thing  in  that  bower  was 
rich  and  rare  ;  and  there  was  nothing  there 
which  annoyed  by  its  rarity  or  was  distasteful 
by  its  richness.  The  seats,  though  they  were 
costly  as  money  could  buy,  were  meant  for  sit- 
ting, and  were  comfortable  as  seats.  There  were 
books  for  reading,  and  the  means  of  reading 
them.  Two  or  three  gems  of  English  art  were 
hung  upon  the  walls,  and  could  be  seen  back- 
ward and  forward  in  the  mirrors.  And  there 
were  precious  toys  lying  here  and  there  about 
the  room — toj's  very  precious,  but  placed  there 
not  because  of  their  price,  but  because  of  their 
beauty.  Phineas  already  knew  enough  of  the 
art  of  living  to  be  aware  that  the  woman  who 
had  made  that  room  what  it  was,  had  charms  to 
add  a  beauty  to  every  thing  she  touched.  What 
would  such  a  life  as  his  want,  if  graced  by  such 
a  companion — such  a  life  as  his  might  be,  if  the 
means  which  were  hers  were  at  his  command? 
It  would  want  one  tiling,  he  thought — tlie  self- 
respect  which  he  would  lose  if  he  were  false  to 
the  girl  who  was  trusting  him  with  such  sweet 
trust  at  home  in  Ireland. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  Madame  Goesler  was 
with  him,  and,  though  he  did  not  think  about 
it,  he  perceived  that  she  was  bright  in  her  ap- 
parel, that  her  hair  was  as  soft  as  care  could 
make  it,  and  that  every  charm  belonging  to  her 
had  been  brought  into  use  for  his  gratiflcation. 
He  almost  told  himself  that  he  was  there  in 
order  that  he  might  ask  to  have  all  those  charms 
bestowed  upon  himself.  He  did  not  know  who 
had  lately  come  to  Park  Lane  and  been  a  sup- 
pliant for  the  possession  of  those  rich  endow- 
ments ;  but  I  wonder  whether  they  would  have 
been  more  precious  in  his  eyes  had  he  known 
that  they  had  so  moved  the  heart  of  the  great 
duke  as  to  have  induced  him  to  lay  his  coronet 
at  the  lady's  feet.  I  think  that  had  he  known 
that  the  lady  had  refused  the  coronet,  that 
knowledge  would  have  enhanced  the  value  of 
the  prize. 

"I  am  so  sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting," 
she  said,  as  she  gave  him  her  hand.  "I  was 
an  owl  not  to  be  ready  for  you  when  you  told 
me  that  you  would  come." 

"  No — but  a  bird  of  paradise  to  come  to  me  so 
sweetly,  and  at  an  hour  when  all  the  other  birds 
refuse  to  show  the  feather  of  a  single  wing." 

"And  you — you  feel  like  a  naughty  boy,  do 
vou  not,  in  thus  coming  out  on  a  Sunday  morn- 
ing ?" 

"Do  you  feel  like  a  naughty  girl?" 

"Yes — ^just  a  little  so.  I  do  not  know  that  I 
should  care  for  every  body  to  hear  that  I  re- 
ceived visitors — or  worse  still,  a  visitor — at  this 
hour  on  this  day.     But  tlien  it  is  so  pleasant  to 
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feel  one's  self  to  be  naughty !  There  is  a  Bo- 
hemian flavor  of  picnic  about  it  which,  though 
it  does  not  come  up  to  the  rich  gusto  of  real 
wickedness,  makes  one  fancy  tliat  one  is  on  the 
border  of  that  delightful  region  in  which  there 
is  none  of  the  constraint  of  custom — where  men 
and  women  say  what  they  like,  and  do  what 
they  like." 

"It  is  pleasant  enough  to  be  on  the  borders," 
said  Phineas. 

"That  is  just  it.  Of  course  decency,  moral- 
ity, and  proin-iety,  all  made  to  suit  the  ej'e  of 
the  public,  are  the  things  which  are  really  de- 
lightful. We  all  know  that,  and  live  accord- 
ingly— as  well  as  we  can.  I  do  at  least."' 
"And  do  not  I,  Madame  Goesler  ?" 
"I  know  nothing  about  that,  Mr.  Finn,  and 
-  want  to  ask  no  questions.  But  if  you  do,  I  am 
sure  you  agree  with  me  that  you  often  envy  the 
improper  people — the  Bohemian — the  people 
who  don't  trouble  themselves  about  keeping  any 
laws  except  those  for  breaking  which  they  would 
be  put  into  nasty,  unpleasant  prisons.  I  envv 
them.  Oh,  how  I  envy  tliem  !" 
"  But  you  are  free  as  air." 
"The  most  cabined,  cribbed,  and  confined 
creature  in  the  world !  I  have  been  fighting 
my  way  up  for  the  last  four  years,  and  have  not 
allowed  myself  the  liberty  of  one  flirtation — not 
often  even  tlie  recreation  of  a  natural  laugh. 
And  now  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  I  don't  find  my- 
self falling  back  a  year  or  two,  just  because  I 
have  allowed  you  to  come  and  see  me  on  a  Sun- 
day morning.  When  I  told  Lotta  that  you  were 
coming,  she  shook  her  head  at  me  in  dismay. 
But  now  that  you  are  here,  tell  me  what  you 
have  done." 

"Nothing  as  j'et,  Madame  Goesler." 
"I  thought  it  was  to  have  been  settled  on 
Friday  ?" 

"  It  was  settled — before  Friday.  Indeed,  as 
I  look  back  at  it  all  now,  I  can  hardly  tell  when 
it  was  not  settled.  It  is  impossible,  and  has 
been  impossible,  that  I  should  do  otherwise.  I 
still  hold  my  place,  Madame  Goesler,  but  I  have 
declared  that  I  shall  give  it  up  before  the  debate 
comes  on." 

"  It  is  quite  fixed?" 
"Quite  fixed,  my  friend." 
"And  what  next?"  Madame  Goesler,  as 
she  thus  interrogated  him,  was  leaning  across 
toward  him  from  the  sofa  on  which  she  was 
placed,  with  both  her  elbows  resting  on  a  small 
table  before  her.  We  all  know  that  look  of 
true  interest  which  the  countenance  of  a  real 
friend  will  bear  when  the  welfare  of  his  friend  is 
in  question.  There  are  doubtless  some  who 
can  assume  it  Avithout  feeling — as  there  are 
actors  who  can  personate  all  the  passions.  But 
in  ordinary  life  we  think  that  we  can  trust  such 
a  face,  and  that  we  know  the  true  look  when  we 
see  it.  rhineas,  as  he  gazed  into  Madame 
Goesjer's  eyes,  was  sure  that  the  lady  opposite 
to  him  was  not  acting.  She  at  least  was  anx- 
ious for  his  welfare,  and  was  making  his  cares 
her  own.  "What  next?"  said  she,  repeating 
iier  words  in  a  tone  that  was  somewhat  hurried. 
"  I  do  not  know  that  there  will  be  any  next. 
As  far  as  public  life  is  concerned,  there  will  be 
no  next  for  me,  Madame  Goesler." 

"That  is  out  of  the  question,"  she  said. 
"You  arc  made  for  public  life." 


"Then  I  shall  be  untrue  to  my  making,  I 
fear.     But  to  speak  plainly — " 

"Yes;  speak  plainly.  I  want  to  understand 
the  reality." 

"The  reality  is  this.  I  shall  keep  my  seat  to 
the  end  of  the  session,  as  I  think  1  may  be  of 
use.     After  that  I  shall  give  it  up." 

"  Resign  that  too  ?"  she  said  in  a  tone  of  cha- 
grin. 

"The  chances  are,  I  think,  that  there  will  be 
another  dissolution.  If  they  hold  their  own 
against  Mr.  Monk's  motion,  then  they  will  pass 
an  Irish  Reform  Bill.  After  that  I  think  they 
must  dissolve." 

"  And  A'ou  will  not  come  forward  again  ?" 
"  I  can  not  afford  it." 

"  Pshaw  !  some  five  hundred  pounds  or  .so !" 
"  And,  besides  that,  I  am  well  aware  that  mv 
only  chance  at  my  old  profession  is  to  give  up 
all  idea  of  Parliament.  The  two  things  are  not 
compatible  for  a  beginner  at  the  law.  I  know  it 
now,  and  have  bought  my  knowledge  by  a  bitter 
experience." 

"  And  where  will  you  live  ?" 
"In  Dublin,  probably." 
"And  you  will  do — will  do  what?" 
"Any  thing  honest  in  a  barrister's  way  that 
may  be  brought  to  me.     I  hope  that  I  may  never 
descend  below  that." 

"  You  will  stand  up  for  all  the  blackguards, 
and  try  to  make  out  that  the  thieves  did  not 
steal." 

"  It  may  be  that  that  sort  of  work  may  come 
in  my  way." 

"And  you  will  wear  a  wig  and  try  to  look 
wise." 

"The  wig  is  not  universal  in  Ireland,  Ma- 
dame Goesler." 

"  And  you  will  wrangle,  as  though  your  very 
soul  were  in  it,  for  somebody's  twenty  pounds?" 
"Exactly." 

"  You  have  already  made  a  name  in  the  great- 
est senate  in  the  world,  and  have  governed  other 
countries  larger  than  your  own." 

' '  No — I  have  not  dune  that.  I  have  governed 
no  country." 

"  I  tell  you,  my  friend,  that  you  can  not  do  it. 
It  is  out  of  the  question.  Men  may  move  for- 
ward from  little  work  to  big  work  ;  but  they 
can  not  move  back  and  do  little  work,  when  they 
have  had  tasks  which  were  really  great.  I  tell 
you,  Mr.  Finn,  that  the  House  of  Parliament  is 
the  place  for  you  to  work  in.  It  is  the  only 
place — that  and  the  abodes  of  ministers.  Am 
not  I  your  friend  who  tell  you  this  ?" 
"I  know  that  you  are  my  friend." 
"And  will  )'ou  not  credit  me  when  I  tell  yon 
this?  What  do  you  fear  that  you  should  run 
away?  You  have  no  wife — no  children.  What 
is  the  coming  misfortune  that  you  dread  ?"  She 
paused  a  moment  as  though  for  an  answer, 
and  he  felt  now  had  come  tiie  time  in  which  it 
would  be  well  that  he  should  tell  her  of  his  en- 
gagement with  his  own  Mary.  She  had  re- 
ceived him  very  playfully ;  but  now  within  the 
last  few  minutes  there  had  come  upon  her  a  se- 
riousness of  gesture,  and  almost  a  solemnity  of 
tone,  which  made  him  conscious  that  he  should 
in  no  way  trifle  with  her.  She  was  so  earnest  in 
her  friendship  that  he  owed  it  to  her  to  tell  lier 
every  thing.  But  before  he  could  think  of  the 
words  in  which  his  tale  should  be  told,  she  had 
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gone  on  with  her  quick  questions.  "  It  is  solely 
about  money  that  you  fear?"  she  said. 

"It  is  simply  that  I  have  no  income  on  which 
to  live." 

"  Have  I  not  offered  you  money?" 

' '  But,  ^ladame  Goesler,  you  who  offer  it  would 
yourself  despise  me  if  I  took  it." 

"Jso — I  do  deny  it."  As  she  said  this — not 
loudly,  but  with  much  emphasis — she  came  and 
stood"  before  him  where  lie  was  sitting.  And 
as  he  looked  at  her  he  could  perceive  that  there 
was  a  strength  about  her  of  which  he  had  not 
been  aware.  She  was  stronger,  larger,  more 
robust  physically  than  he  had  hitherto  conceived. 
"I  do  deny  it,"  she  said.  "Money  is  neither 
god  nor  devil,  that  it  should  make  one  noble  and 
another  vile.  It  is  an  accident,  and  if  honestly 
possessed,  may  pass  from  you  to  me,  or  from  me 
to  you,  without  a  stain.  You  may  take  my  din- 
ner from  me  if  I  gave  it  you,  my  flowers,  my 
friendship,  my — my — my  every  thing,  but  my 
money !  Explain  to  me  the  cause  of  the  phe- 
nomenon. If  I  give  to  you  a  thousand  pounds, 
now  this  moment,  and  you  take  it,  you  are  base. 
But  if  I  leave  it  you  in  ray  will — and  die — you 
take  it,  and  are  not  base.  Explain  to  me  the 
cause  of  that." 

"You  have  not  sai,d  it  quite  all,"  said  Phineas 
hoarselv. 

"What  have  I  left  unsaid?  If  I  have  left 
any  thing  unsaid,  do  you  say  the  rest." 

"It  is  because  you  are  a  woman,  and  young, 
and  beautiful,  that  no  man  may  take  wealth 
from  your  liands." 

"Oh,  it  is  that!" 

"  It  is  that  partly." 

"If  I  were  a  man  you  might  take  it,  though 
I  were  young  and  beautiful  as  the  morning?" 

"No  —  presents  of  money  are  always  bad. 
They  stain  and  load  the  spirit,  and  break  the 
heart." 

"And  specially  when  given  by  a  woman's 
hand?" 

"It  seems  so  to  me.  But  I  can  not  argue  of 
it.     Do  not  let  us  talk  of  it  any  more." 

"Nor  can  I  argue.  I  can  not  argue,  but  I 
can  be  generous — very  generous.  I  can  deny  my- 
self for  my  friend — can  even  lower  myself  in  my 
own  esteem  for  my  friend.  I  can  do  more  than 
a  man  can  do  for  a  friend.  You  will  not  take 
money  from  my  hand  ?" 

"No,  Madame  Goesler — I  can  not  do  that." 

"Take  tlie  hand  then  first.  When  it  and  all 
that  it  holds  are  your  own,  j^ou  can  help  your- 
self as  you  list."  So  saying,  she  stood  before 
him  with  her  right  hand  stretched  out  toward 
him. 

AVhat  man  will  say  that  he  woult^not  have 
been  tempted?  Or  what  woman  will  declare 
that  such  temptation  should  have  liad  no  force? 
The  verj'  air  of  the  room  in  which  she  dwelt  was 
sweet  in  his  nostrils,  and  there  hovered  around 
her  a  halo  of  grace  and  beauty  which  greeted 
all  his  senses.  She  invited  him  to  join  his  lot  to 
hers,  in  order  that  she  might  give  to  him  all  that 
was  needed  to  make  his  life  rich  and  glorious. 
How  would  the  Ratlers  and  the  Bonteens  envy 
him  when  they  heard  of  the  prize  which  had  be- 
come his!  The  Cantrips  and  the  Greshams 
would  feel  that  he  was  a  friend  doubly  valuable, 
if  ie  could  be  won  back  ;  and  Mr.  Monk  would 
greet  him  as  a  fitting  ally — an  ally  strong  with 


the  strength  which  he  had  before  wanted.  With 
whom  would  he  not  be  equal  ?  Whom  need  he 
fear  ?  Who  would  not  praise  him  ?  The  story 
of  his  poor  jMary  would  be  known  only  in  a  small 
village,  out  beyond  the  Channel.  The  tempta- 
tion certainly  was  very  strong. 

But  he  had  not  a  moment  in  which  to  doubt. 
She  was  standing  there  with  her  face  turned 
from  him,  but  with  her  hand  still  stretched  to- 
ward him.  Of  course  he  took  it.  What  man  so 
placed  could  do  other  than  take  a  woman's  hand  ? 

"  My  friend,"  he  said. 

"  I  will  be  called  friend  by  you  no  more,"  she 
said.  "  You  must  call  me  Marie,  your  own  Ma- 
rie, or  you  must  never  call  me  by  any  name 
again.  Which  shall  it  be,  sir?"  He  j'aused  a 
moment,  holding  her  hand,  and  she  let  it  lie  there 
for  an  instant  while  she  listened.  But  still  sh^ 
did  not  look  at  him.  "  Speak  to  me !  Tell 
me!  Which  shall  it  be?"  Still  he  paused. 
"  Speak  to  me.     Tell  me,"  she  said  again. 

"It  can  not  be  as  you  have  hinted  tome,"  he 
said  at  last.  His  words  did  not  come  louder 
than  a  low  whisper  ;  but  they  were  plainly  heard, 
and  instantly  the  hand  was  withdrawn. 

"Can  not  be!"  she  exclaimed.  "Then  I 
have  betrayed  myself." 

"No — Madame  Goesler." 

"  Sir,  I  say  yes.  If  you  will  allow  me,  I  will 
leave  you.  You  will,  I  know,  excuse  me  if  I  am 
abrupt  to  you."  Then  she  strode  out  of  the 
room,  and  was  no  more  seen  of  the  eyes  of  Phin- 
eas Finn. 

He  never  afterward  knew  how  he  escaped  out 
of  that  room  and  found  his  way  into  Park  Lane. 
In  after  days  he  had  some  memory  that  he  re- 
mained there,  he  knew  not  how  long,  standing 
on  the  very  spot  on  which  she  had  left  him  ;  and 
that  at  last  there  grew  upon  him  almost  a  fear 
of  moving,  a  dread  lest  he  should  be  heard,  an 
inordinate  desire  to  escape  without  the  sound  of 
a  footfall,  without  the  clicking  of  a  lock.  Ev- 
ery thing  in  that  house  had  been  offered  to  him. 
He  had  refused  it  all,  and  then  felt  that  of  all 
human  beings  under  the  sun  none  had  so  little 
right  to  be  standing  there  as  he.  His  very  pres- 
ence in  that  drawing-room  was  an  insult  to  the 
woman  whom  he  had  driven  from  it. 

But  at  length  he  was  in  the  street,  and  had 
found  his  way  across  Piccadilly  into  the  Green 
Park.  Then,  as  soon  as  he  could  find  a  spot 
apart  from  the  Sunday  world,  he  threw  himself 
upon  the  turf,  and  tried  to  fix  his  thouglits  upon 
the  thing  that  he  had  done.  His  first  feeling,  I 
think,  was  one  of  pure  aud  unmixed  disappoint- 
ment— of  disappointment  so  bitter,  that  even  the 
vision  of  his  own  Mary  did  not  tend  to  comfort 
him.  How  great  might  have  been  his  success, 
and  how  terrible  was  his  failure !  Had  he  taken 
the  woman's  hand  and  her  money,  had  he  clench- 
ed his  grasp  on  the  great  prize  offered  to  him, 
his  misery  would  have  been  ten  times  worse  the 
first  moment  that  he  would  have  been  away 
from  her.  Then,  indeed — it  being  so  that  he 
was  a  man  with  a  heart  within  his  breast — there 
■would  have  been  no  comfort  for  him,  in  his  out- 
looks on  any  side.  But  even  now,  when  he  had 
done  right — knowing  well  that  he  had  done  right 
— he  found  that  comfort  did  not  come  readily 
within  his  reach. 
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CHAPTER  LXXIII. 


A5IANTI0M  lE^. 


Miss  Effingham's  life  at  this  time  was  not 
the  happiest  in  the  world.  Her  lines,  as  she 
once  said  to  her  friend  Lady  Laura,  were  not 
laid  for  her  in  pleasant  phices.  Her  residence 
was  still  with  her  aunt,  and  slie  had  come  to 
find  that  it  was  almost  impossible  any  longer  to 
endure  Lady  Baldock,  and  quite  impossible  to 
escape  from  Lady  Baldock.  In  former  days 
she  had  had  a  dream  that  she  might  escape,  and 
live  alone  if  she  chose  to  be  alone ;  that  she 
might  be  independent  in  her  life,  as  a  man  is 
independent,  if  she  chose  to  live  after  that  fash- 
ion ;  that  she  might  take  her  own  fortune  in  her 
own  hand,  as  the  law  certainly  allowed  her  to 
^0,  and  act  with  it  as  she  might  please.  But 
latterly  slie  had  learned  to  understand  that  all 
this  was  not  possible  for  her.  Though  one  law 
allowed  it,  another  law  disallowed  it,  and  the 
latter  law  was  at  least  as  powerful  as  the  for- 
mer. And  then  her  present  misery  was  enhanced 
by  the  fact  that  slie  was  now  banished  from  the 
second  home  which  she  had.  formerly  possessed. 
Hitherto  she  had  always  been  able  to  escape 
from  Lady  Baldock  to  the  house  of  her  friend, 
but  now  such  escape  was  out  of  the  question. 
Lady  Laura  and  Lord  Chiltern  lived  in  the 
same  house,  and  Violet  could  not  live  with  them. 

Lady  Baldock  understood  all  this,  and  tor- 
tured her  niece  accordingly.  It  was  not  pre- 
meditated torture.  The  aunt  did  not  mean  to 
make  her  niece's  life  a  burden  to  her,  and,  so 
intending,  systematically  work  upon  a  principle 
to  that  effect.  Lady  Baldock,  no  doubt,  desired 
to  do  her  duty  conscientiously.  But  the  result 
was  torture  to  poor  Violet,  and  a  strong  convic- 
tion on  the  mind  of  each  of  the  two  ladies  that 
the  other  was  the  most  unreasonable  being  in 
the  world. 

The  aunt,  in  these  days,  had  taken  it  into  her 
head  to  talk  of  poor  Lord  Chiltern.  This  arose 
partly  from  a  belief  that  the  quarrel  was  final, 
and  that,  therefore,  tliere  would  be  no  danger 
in  aggravating  Violet  by  this  expression  of  pity 
— partly  from  a  feeling  that  it  would  be  better 
tliat  her  niece  should  marry  Lord  Chiltern  than 
that  she  should  not  marry  at  all — and  partly, 
jierhaps,  from  the  general  principle  that,  as  she 
thouglit  it  right  to  scold  her  niece  on  all  occa- 
sions, this  might  be  best  done  by  taking  an  op- 
posite view  of  all  questions  to  that  taken  by  the 
niece  to  be  scolded.  Violet  was  supposed  to 
regard  Lord  Chiltern  as  having  sinned  against 
her,  and  therefore  Lady  Baldock  talked  of 
"poor  Lord  Chiltern."  As  to  the  other  lovers, 
she  had  begun  to  perceive  that  their  conditions 
were  hopeless.  Her  daughter  Augusta  had  ex- 
plained to  her  that  there  was  no  chance  remain- 
ing either  for  Piiineas,  or  for  Lord  Fawn,  or  fin- 
Mr.  Appledom.  "I  believe  she  will  be  an  old 
maid,  on  ])nrpose  to  bring  me  to  my  grave," 
said  Lady  Baldock.  When,  therefore,  Lady 
Baldock  was  told  one  day  that  Lord  Chiltern 
was  in  tlie  house,  and  was  asking  to  see  Miss 
Kfiingham,  she  did  not  at  once  faint  away,  and 
declare  that  they  would  all  be  murdered — as  she 
wonld  have  done  some  montiis  since.  She  was 
jjcrplexcd  by  a  double  duty.  If  it  were  possible 
that  ^''i'l]et  sliould  relent  and  he  reconciled,  then 
it  would  be  her  duty  to  save  Violet  from  the 


claws  of  the  wild  beast.  But  if  there  was  no 
such  chance,  then  it  would  be  her  duty  to  poor 
Lord  Chiltern  to  see  that  he  was  not  treated 
with  contumely  and  ill- humor. 

"  Docs  she  know  that  he  is  here?"  Lady  Bal- 
dock asked  her  daughter. 

"  Not  yet,  mamma." 

"Oh  dear,  oh  dear!  I  suppose  she  ought  to 
see  him.  She  has  given  him  so  much  encour- 
agement!" 

"I  suppose  she  will  do  as  she  jjleases,  mam- 
ma." 

"Augusta,  how  can  you  talk  in  that  way? 
Am  I  to  have  no  control  in  ray  own  house?" 
It  was,  however,  soon  apparent  to  her  that  in 
this  matter  she  was  to  have  no  control. 

"Lord  Chiltern  is  down  stairs,"  said  Violet, 
coming  into  the  room  abruptly. 

"  So  Augusta  tells  me.     Sit  down,  my  dear." 

"  I  can  not  sit  down,  aunt — not  just  now.  I 
have  sent  down  to  say  that  I  would  be  with  him 
in  a  minute.  He  is  the  most  impatient  soul 
alive,  and  I  must  not  keep  him  waiting." 

"And  you  mean  to  see  him?" 

"  Certainly  I  sh.iU  sec  him,"  said  Violet,  as 
she  left  the  room. 

"I  wonder  that  any  woman  should  ever  take 
upon  herself  the  charge  of  a  niece,"  said  Lady 
Baldock  to  her  daughter  in  a  despondent  tone, 
as  she  held  up  her  hands  in  dismay.  In  tlie 
mean  time,  Violet  had  gone  down  stairs  with  a 
quick  step,  and  had  then  boldly  entered  the 
room  in  which  her  lover  was  waiting  to  receive 
her. 

"  I  have  to  thank  you  for  coming  to  me,  Vio- 
let," said  Lord  Chiltern.  There  was  still  in  his 
fitce  sometliing  of  savagery— an  expression  part- 
ly of  anger  and  partly  of  resolution  to  tame  the 
thing  with  which  he  was  angry.  A^ioletdid  not 
regard  the  anger  half  so  keenly  as  she  did  that 
resolution  of  taming.  An  angry  lord,  she 
thought,  she  could  endure,  but  she  could  not 
bear  the  idea  of  being  tamed  by  any  one. 

"Why  should  I  not  come?"'  she  said.  "Of 
course  I  came  when  I  was  told  liliat  you  were 
here.  I  do  not  think  that  there  need  be  a  quar- 
rel between  us,  because  we  have  changed  our 
minds." 

"  Such  changes  make  quarrels,"  said  he. 

"It  shall  not  do  so  with  me,  unless  you 
choose  that  it  shall,"  said  Violet.  "Why 
should  we  be  enemies — we  who  have  known 
each  other  since  we  were  children  ?  My  dear- 
est friends  are  your  father  and  your  sister. 
Why  should  we  be  enemies?"  ^ 

"I  have  come  to  ask  you  whether  }t)u  think 
that  I  have  ill-used  you  ?" 

"Ill-ugiflme!  Certainly  not.  I^as  ai'y  one 
told  you  that  I  have  accused  you  ?" 

"No  one  has  told  me  so." 

"Then  why  do  you  ask  me  ?" 

"Because  I  would  not  have  you  think  so — if 
I  could  help  it.  I  did  not  intend  to  be  rough 
with  you.  When  you  told  me  that  my  life  was 
disreputable — " 

"  Oh,  Oswald,  do  not  let  us  go  back  to  that. 
What  good  will  it  do  ?" 

"But  you  said  so." 

"I  think  not." 

"I  believe  that  that  was  your  word — the 
harshest  word  that  you  could  use  in  all  the  lan- 
guage." 
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"  I  did  not  mean  to  be  harsh.  If  I  used  it, 
I  will  beg  your  pardon.  Only  let  there  be  an 
end  of  it.  As  we  think  so  differently  about  life 
in  general,  it  was  better  that  we  should  not  be 
married.  But  that  is  settled,  and  why  should 
we  go  back  to  words  that  were  spoken  in  haste, 
and  which  are  simply  disagreeable?" 

"I  have  come  to  know  whether  it  is  settled." 

"  Certainly.  You  settled  it  yourself,  Oswald. 
I  told  you  what  I  thought  myself  bound  to  tell 
you.  Perhaps  I  used  language  which  I  should 
not  have  used.  Then  you  told  me  that  I  could 
not  be  your  wife — and  I  thought  you  were  right, 
quite  right." 

"I  was  wrong,  quite  wrong,"  he  said  impet- 
uously. "  So  wrong,  that  I  can  never  forgive 
myself,  if  you  do  not  relent.  I  was  such  a  fool, 
that  I  can  not  forgive  myself  my  foUy.  I  had 
known  before  that  I  could  not  live  without  you  ; 
and  when  you  were  mine,  I  threw  you  away  for 
an  angry  word." 

"It  was  not  an  angry  word,"  she  said. 

"  Say  it  again,  and  let  me  have  another  chance 
to  answer  it." 

"I  think  I  said  that  idleness  wjis  not — re- 
spectable, or  something  like  that,  taken  out  of  a 
copy-book  probably.  But  you  are  a  man  who 
do  not  like  rebukes,  even  out  of  copy-books.  A 
man  so  thin-skinned  as  you  are  must  choose  for 
himself  a  wife  with  a  softer  tongue  than  mine." 

"  I  will  choose  none  other,"  he  said.  But 
still  he  was  savage  in  his  tone  and  in  his  gest- 
ures. "I  made  my  choice  long  since,  as  you 
know  well  enough.  I  do  not  change  easily.  I 
can  not  change  in  tiiis.  Violet,  say  that  you 
will  bo  my  wife  once  more,  and  I  will  swear  to 
work  for  you  like  a  coal-heaver." 

"My  wish  is  that  my  husband — should  I  ever 
have  one — should  work,  not  exactly  as  a  coal- 
heaver." 

"Come,  Violet,"  he  said — and  now  the  look 
of  savagery  departed  from  him,  and  there  came 
a  smile  over  his  face,  which,  however,  had  in  it 
more  of  sadness  than  of  hope  or  joy — "  treat  me 
fairly — or  rather,  treat  me  generously  if  you 
can.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  ever  loved  me 
much." 

"  Very  much — years  ago,  when  you  were  a 
boy." 

"  But  not  since  ?  If  it  be  so,  I  had  better  go. 
Love  on  one  side  only  is  a  poor  affair  at  best." 

"  A  very  poor  affair." 

"It  is  better  to  bear  any  thing  than  to  try  and 
make  out  life  with  that.  Some  of  you  women 
never  want  to  love  any  one." 

"That  was  what  I  was  saying  of  myself  to 
Laura  but  the  other  day.  With  some  women 
it  is  so  easy.  With  others  it  is  so  difficult,  that 
perhaps  it  never  comes  to  them." 

"And  with  you?" 

"  Oh,  with  me —  But  it  is  better  in  these 
matters  to  confine  one's  self  to  generalities.  If 
you  please,  I  will  not  describe  myself  personally. 
Were  I  to  do  so,  doubtless  I  should  do  it  false- 
ly-" 

"You  love  no  one  else,  Violet?" 

"That  is  my  affair,  my  lord." 

"By  heavens,  and  it  is  mine  too.  Tell  me 
that  you  do,  and  I  will  go  away  and  leave  you 
at  once.  I  will  not  ask  his  name,  and  I  will 
trouble  you  no  more.  If  it  is  not  so,  and  if  it  is 
possible  that  you  should  forgive  me — '' 


I  "Forgive  you!  When  have  I  been  angry 
with  you  ?" 

"Answer  me  my  question,  Violet." 

"  I  will  not  answer  you  your  question — not 
that  one." 

"What  question  will  you  answer?" 

"Any  that  may  concern  youi-self  and  myself. 
None  that  may  concern  other  people." 

"  You  told  me  once  that  you  loved  me." 

"This  moment  I  told  you  that  I  did  so — 
years  ago." 

"But  now?" 

"That  is  another  matter." 

"  Violet,  do  you  love  me  now  ?" 

"  That  is  a  point  blank  question  at  any  rate." 

"And  you  will  answer  it?" 

"  I  must  answer  it — I  suppose." 

"Well,  then?" 

"Oh,  Oswald,  what  a  fool  you  are!  Love 
you  I  of  course  I  love  you.  If  you  can  under- 
stand any  thing,  you  ought  to  know  that  I  have 
never  loved  any  one  else — that  upon  what  has 
passed  between  us,  I  never  shall  do.  I  do  love 
you.  There.  Whether  you  throw  me  away 
from  you,  as  you  did  the  other  day — with  great 
scorn,  mind  you — or  come  to  me  with  sweet, 
beautiful  promises,  as  you  do  now,  I  shall  love 
you  all  the  same.  I  can  not  be  your  wife,  if  you 
will  not  love  me  ;  can  I  ?  When  you  run  away 
in  your  tantrums  because  I  quote  something  out 
of  the  copy-book,  I  can't  run  after  you  ?  It 
would  not  be  pretty.  But  as  for  loving  you,  if 
you  doubt  that,  I  tell  you,  you  are  a — fool." 
As  she  spoke  the  last  words  she  pouted  out  her 
lips  at  him,  and  when  he  looked  into  her  face  he 
saw  that  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears.  He  was 
standing  now  with  his  arm  round  her  waist,  so 
that  it  was  not  easy  for  him  to  look  into  her 
face. 

"I  am  a  fool,"  he  said. 

"  Yes — you  are  ;  but  I  don't  love  you  the  less 
on  that  account." 

"I  will  never  doubt  it  again." 

"No —  do  not ;  and,  for  me,  I  will  not  say 
another  word,  whether  you  choose  to  heave  coals 
or  not.  You  shall  do  as  you  please.  I  meant 
to  be  very  wise — I  did  indeed." 

"You  are  the  grandest  girl  that  ever  was 
made." 

"  I  do  not  want  to  be  grand  at  all,  and  I  never 
will  be  wise  any  more.  Only  do  not  frown  at 
me  and  look  savage."  Then  she  put  up  her 
hand  to  smooth  his  brow.  "lam  half  afraid  of 
you  still,  you  know.  There.  That  will  do. 
Now  let  me  go,  that  I  may  tell  my  aunt.  During 
the  last  two  months  she  has  been  full  of  pity  for 
poor  Lord  Chiltern." 

"  It  has  been  poor  Lord  Chiltern  with  a  ven- 
geance," said  he, 

"  But  now  that  we  have  made  it  np,  she  will 
be  horrified  again  at  all  your  wickednesses. 
You  have  been  a  turtle-dove  lately.  Now  you 
will  be  an  ogre  again.  But,  Oswald,  you  must 
not  be  an  ogre  to  me." 

As  soon  as  she  could  get  quit  of  her  lover, 
she  did  tell  her  tale  to  Lady  Baldock.  "You 
have  accepted  him  again, "said  her  aunt,  holding 
up  her  hands.  "Yes — I  have  accepted  him 
again,"  replied  Violet.  "Then  the  responsibil- 
ity must  be  on  your  own  shoulders,"  said  her 
aunt,  "I  wash  my  hands  of  it."  That  evening, 
when  she  discussed  the  matter  with  her  daugh- 
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ter,  LadvBaldock  spoke  of  Violet  and  Lord  Chil- 
tern,  as  though  their  intended  marriage  were  the 
one  tiling  in  the  world  which  she  most  deplored. 


CHAPTER  LXXIV. 

THE    BEGIXKING    OF    THE    END. 

The  day  of  the  debate  had  come,  and  Phineas 
Finn  was  still  sitting  in  his  room  at  the  Colonial 
Office.  But  his  resignation  had  been  sent  in 
and  accepted,  and  he  was  simply  awaiting  the 
coming  of  his  successor.  About  noon  his  suc- 
cessor came,  and  he  had  the  gratification  of  re- 
signing his  arm-chair  to  I\Ir.  Bonteen.  It  is 
generally  understood  that  gentlemen  leaving  of- 
fices give  up  either  seals  or  a  portfolio.  Phineas 
had  been  put  in  possession  of  no  seal  and  no 
portfolio ;  but  there  was  in  the  room  which  he 
had  occupied  a  special  arm-ckair,  and  this  with 
much  regret  he  surrendered  to  the  use  and  com- 
fort of  Mr.  Bonteen.  There  was  a  glance  of  tri- 
umph in  his  enemy's  eyes,  and  an  exultation  in 
the  tone  of  his  enemy's  voice,  which  were  very 
bitter  to  him.  "  So  you  are  really  going,"  said 
Mr.  Bonteen.  "  Well ;  I  dare  say  it  is  all  very 
proper.  I  don't  quite  understand  the  thing  my- 
self, but  I  have  no  doubt  you  are  right.''  "It 
isn't  easy  to  understand;  is  it?"  said  Phineas, 
trying  to  laugh.  But  IMr.  Bonteen  did  not  feel 
the  intended  satire,  and  poor  Phineas  found  it 
useless  to  attempt  to  punish  the  man  he  hated. 
He  left  him  as  quickly  as  lie  could,  and  went  to 
say  a  few  words  of  farewell  to  his  late  chief. 

"Good-bye,  Finn,"  said  Lord  Cantrip.  "It 
is  a  great  trouble  to  me  that  we  should  have  to 
part  in  this  way." 

"And  to  me  also,  my  lord.  I  wish  it  could 
have  been  avoided." 

"You  should  not  have  gone  to  Ireland  with 
so  dangerous  a  man  as  Mr.  Monk.  But  it  is  too 
late  to  think  of  that  now?" 

"  The  milk  is  spilt ;  is  it  not  ?" 

"But  these  terrible  rendings  asunder  never 
last  very  long,"  said  Lord  Cantrip,  "unless  a 
man  clianges  his  opinions  altogether.  How 
many  quarrels  and  how  many  reconciliations  we 
have  lived  to  see  I  I  remember  when  Gresham 
went  out  of  office,  because  he  could  not  sit  in  the 
same  room  with  Mr.  Mild  may,  and  yet  they  be- 
came the  fastest  of  political  friends.  There  was 
a  time  when  Plenlemmon  and  the  duke  could 
not  stable  their  horses  together  at  all,  and  don't 
you  remember  when  Palliserwas  obliged  to  give 
np  his  hopes  of  office  because  he  had  some  bee 
in  his  bonnet  ?"  I  think,  however,  that  the  bee 
in  Mr.  Palliser's  bonnet  to  which  Lord  Cantrip 
was  alluding  made  its  buzzing  audible  on  some 
subject  that  was  not  exactly  political.  "We 
shall  have  you  back  again  before  long,  I  don't 
doubt.  Men  who  can  really  do  their  work  are 
too  rare  to  be  left  long  in  the  comfort  of  the 
benches  below  the  gangway."  This  was  very 
kindly  said,  and  Phineas  was  flattered  and  com- 
forted. He  could  not,  however,  make  Lord  Can- 
trip understand  the  whole  truth.  For  him  the 
dream  of  a  life  of  politics  was  over  forever.  He 
had  tried  it,  and  had  succeeded  beyond  his  ut- 
most hopes;  but,  in  s])itc  of  his  success,  the 
.ground  had  crumbled  to  piecos  beneath  his  feet, 
and  he  knew  that  he  oould  never  recover  the 


niche  in  the  world's  gallery  which  he  was  now 
leaving. 

That  same  afternoon  he  me:  Mr.  Gresham  in 
one  of  the  passages  leading  to  the  House,  and 
the  Prime  ]\Iinister  put  his  arm  through  that  of 
our  hero  as  they  walked  together  into  the  lob- 
by. "I  am  sorry  that  we  are  losing  you,"  said 
Mr.  Gresham. 

"  You  may  be  sure  that  I  am  sorry  to  be  so 
lost,"^aid  Phineas. 

"  These  things  will  occur  in  political  life,"  said 
the  leader  ;  "  but  I  think  that  they  seldom  leave 
rancor  behind  them  when  the  purpose  is  declared, 
and  when  the  subject  of  disagreement  is  marked 
and  understood.  The  defalcation  which  creates 
angry  feeling  is  that  which  has  to  be  endured 
without  previous  warning — when  a  man  votes 
against  his  party — or  a  set  of  men,  from  private 
pique  or  from  some  cause  which  is  never  clear." 
Phineas,  when  he  heard  this,  knew  well  how  ter- 
ribly this  very  man  had  been  harassed,  and 
driven  nearly  wild,  by  defalcation,  exactly  of  that 
nature  which  he  was  attempting  to  describe. 
"Xo  doubt  you  and  Mr.  Monk  think  you  are 
right,"  continued  ^Ir.  Gresham. 

"  We  have  given  strong  evidence  that  we 
think  so,"  said  Phineas.  "We  give  up  our 
places,  and  we  are,  both  of  us,  very  poor  men." 

"I  think  you  are  wrong,  you  know,  not  so 
much  in  your  views  on  the  question  itself,  which, 
to  tell  the  truth,  I  hardly  understand  as  yet." 

"We  will  endeavor  to  explain  them." 

"  And  will  do  so  ver\"  clearly,  no  doubt.  But 
I  think  that  Mr.  IVIonk  was  wrong  in  desiring, 
as  a  member  of  a  Government,  to  force  a  measure 
which,  whether  good  or  bad,  the  Government  as 
a  bod}-  does  not  desire  to  initiate — at  any  rate, 
just  now." 

"  And  therefore  he  resigned,"  said  Phineas. 

"  Of  course.  But  it  seems  to  me  that  he 
failed  to  comprehend  the  only  way  in  which  a 
great  party  can  act  together,  if  it  is  to  do  any 
service  in  this  country.  Don't  for  a  moment 
think  that  I  am  blaming  him  or  you." 

"  I  am  nobody  in  this  matter,"  said  Phineas. 

"I  can  assure  you,  Mr.  Finn,  that  we  have 
not  regarded  you  in  that  light,  and  I  hope  that 
the  time  may  come  when  we  may  be  sitting  to- 
gether again  on  the  same  bench." 

Xeither  on  the  Treasury  bench  nor  on  any 

other  in  that  House  was  he  to  sit  again  after 

this  fashion  I     That  was  the  trouble  which  was 

crushing  his  spirit  at  this  m.oment,  and  not  the 

loss  of  his  office !     He  knew  that  he  could  not 

venture  to  think  of  remaining  in  London  as  a 

member  of  Parliament  with  no    other  income 

than  that  wHich  his  father  could  allow  him,  even 

if  he  could  again  secure  a  seat  in  Parliament. 

When  he  had  first  been  returned  from  Lough- 

'  shane  he  had  assured  his  friends  that  his  duty 

as  a  member  of  the  House  of  Commons  would 

not  be  a  bar  to  his  practice  in  the  courts.     He 

had  now  been  five  years  a  member,  and  had 

'  never  once  made  an  attempt  at  doing  any  part 

of  a  barrister's  work.     He  had  gone  altogether 

I  into  a  different  line  of  life,  and  had  been  most 

]  successful — so  successful  that  men  told  him,  and 

women  more  frequently  than  men,  that  his  ca- 

'  reer  had  been  a  miracle  of  success.     But  there 

had  been,  as  he  had  well  known  from  the  fii'st, 

I  this  drawback  in  the  new  profession  which  he 

,  had  chosen,  that  nothing  in  it  could  be  perma- 


nilNEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


227 


rent.  They  who  succeed  in  it,  may  probably 
succeed  again  ;  but  then  the  success  is  intermit- 
tent, and  there  may  be  years  of  hard  work  in 
opposition,  to  which,  unfortunately,  no  pay  is  as- 
signed. It  is  almost  imperative,  as  he  now 
found,  that  tlicy  who  devote  themselves  to  such 
a  profession  should  be  men  of  fortune.  When 
he  had  commenced  his  work — at  the  period  of 
his  first  return  from  Loughshane — he  had  had 
no  thought  of  meaJing  his  deficiency  in  this  re- 
spect by  a  rich  marriage.  Nor  had  it  ever  oc- 
curred to  him  that  he  would  seek  a  marriage  for 
that  purpose.  Such  an  idea  would  have  been 
thoroughly  distasteful  to  him.  There  had  been 
no  stain  of  premeditated  mercenary  arrangement 
upon  him  at  any  time.  But  circumstances  had 
so  fallen  out  with  him,  that  as  he  won  his  spurs 
in  Parliament,  as  he  became  known,  and  was 
placed  first  in  one  office  and  then  in  another, 
prospects  of  love  and  money  together  were 
opened  to  him  and  he  ventured  on,  leaving  Mr. 
Low  and  the  law  behind  him — because  these 
prospects  were  so  alluring.  Then  had  come  Mr. 
Monk  and  Mary  Flood  Jones — and  every  thing 
around  him  had  collapsed. 

Every  thing  around  him  had  collapsed^-with, 
however,  a  terrible  temptation  to  him  to  inflate 
his  sails  again,  at  the  cost  of  his  truth  and  his 
honor.  The  temptation  would  have  affected 
him  not  at  all,  had  Madame  Goesler  been  ugly, 
stupid,  or  personally  disagreeable.  But  she  was, 
he  thought,  the  most  beautiful  woman  he  had 
ever  seen,  the  most  witty,  and  in  many  respects 
the  most  charming.  She  had  oflered  to  give 
him  every  thing  that  she  had,  so  to  place  him  in 
the  world  that  opposition  would  be  more  pleas- 
ant to  him  than  office,  to  supply  every  want,  and 
had  done  so  in  a  manner  that  had  gratified  all 
his  vanity.  But  he  had  refused  it  all,  because  he 
was  bound  to  the  girl  at  Floodborough.  My 
readers  will  probably  say  that  he  was  not  a  true 
man  unless  he  could  do  this  without  a  regret. 
When  Phineas  thought  of  it  all,  there  were 
many  regrets. 

But  there  was  at  the  same  time  a  resolve  on 
liis  part,  that  if  any  man  had  ever  loved  the  girl 
he  had  promised  to  love,  he  would  love  Mary 
Flood  Jones.  A  thousand  times  he  had  told 
himself  that  she  had  not  the  spirit  of  Lady  Laura 
or  the  bright  wit  of  Violet  Effingham,  or  the 
beauty  of  Madame-  Goesler  :  Mary  had  charms 
of  her  own  that  were  more  valuable  than  them 
all.  Was  there  one  among  the  three  who  had 
trusted  him  as  she  trusted  him  —  or  loved  him 
with  the  same  satisfied  devotion.  There  were  re- 
grets, regrets  that  were  heavy  on  his  heart — for 
London,  and  Parliament,  and  the  clubs,  and 
Downing  Street,  had  become  dear  to  him.  He 
liked  to  think  of  himself  as  he  rode  in  tlie  park, 
and  was  greeted  by  all  those  Avhose  greeting  was 
the  most  worth  having.  There  were  regrets — 
sad  regrets.  But  the  girl  whom  he  loved  better 
than  the  parks  and  the  clubs — better  even  than 
Westminster  and  Downing  Street,  should  never 
know  that  they  had  existed. 

These  thoughts  were  running  through  his 
mind  even  while  he  was  listening  to  Mr.  IMonk, 
as  he  propounded  his  theory  of  doing  justice  to 
Ireland.  This  might  probably  be  the  last  great 
debate  in  which  Phineas  would  be  able  to  take 
a  part,  and  he  was  determined  that  he  would  do 
his  best  in  it.     He  did  not  intend  to  speak  on 


I  this   day,   if,    as   was   generally  supposed,   the 
1  House  would  be  adjourned  before   a   division 
could    be  obtained.     But  he  woidd  remain  on 
!  the  alert  and  see  how  the  thing  went.     He  had 
I  come  to  understand  the  forms  of  the  place,  and 
was  as  well-trained  a  young  member  of  Parlia- 
I  ment  as  any  there.     He    had  been   quick   at 
[  learning  a  lesson  that  is  not  easily  learned,  and 
j  knew  how  things  were  going,  what  were  the 
j  proper  moments  for  this  question  or  that  form 
of  motion.     He  could  anticipate  a  count-out, 
understood  the  tone  of  men's  minds,  and  could 
read  the  gestures  of  the  House.     It  was  very 
little  likely  that  the  debate  should  be  over  to- 
night.    He  knew  that;  and  as  the  present  time 
[  was  the  evening  of  Tuesday,  he  resolved  at  once 
that  he  would  speak  as  early  as  he  could  on  the 
following  Thursday.     What  a  pity  it  was,  that 
with  one  who  had  learned  so   much,   all    his 
learning  should  be  in  vain! 

At  about  two  o'clock,  he  himself  succeeded  in 
moving  the  adjournment  of  the  debate.  This 
he  did  from  a  seat  below  the  gangway,  to  which 
he  had  removed  himself  from  the  Treasury 
bench.  Then  the  House  was  up,  and  he  walked 
home  with  Mr.  Monk.  Mr.  Monk,  since  he 
had  been  told  positively  by  Phineas  that  he  had 
resolved  upon  resigning  his  office,  had  said 
nothing  more  of  his  sorrow  at  his  friend's  re- 
solve, but  had  used  him  as  one  political  friend 
uses  another,  telling  him  all  his  thoughts,  and 
all  his  hopes,  as  to  this  new  measure  of  his,  and 
taking  counsel  with  him  as  to  the  way  in  which 
the  fight  should  be  fought.  Together  they  had 
counted  over  the  list  of  members,  marking  these 
men  as  supporters,  those  as  opponents,  and  an- 
other set,  now  more  important  than  either,  as  be- 
ing doubtful.  From  day  to  day  those  who  had 
been  written  down  as  doubtful  were  struck  off 
that  third  list,  and  put  in  either  the  one  or  to 
the  other  of  those  who  were  either  supporters  or 
opponents.  And  their  different  modes  of  argu- 
ment were  settled  between  these  two  allied  ora- 
tors, how  one  should  take  this  line  and  the 
other  that.  To  JNIr.  Monk  this  was  very  pleas- 
ant. He  was  quite  assured  now,  that  that  op- 
position was  more  congenial  to  his  spirit,  and 
more  fitting  for  him  than  office.  There  was  no 
doubt  to  him  as  to  his  future  sitting  in  Parlia- 
ment, let  the  result  of  this  contest  be  what  it 
might.  The  work  which  he  was  now  doing, 
was  the  work  for  which  he  had  been  training 
himself  all  his  life.  While  he  had  been  forced 
to  attend  Cabinet  Councils  from  week  to  week, 
he  had  been  depressed.  Now  he  was  exultant. 
Phineas  seeing  and  understanding  all  this,  said 
but  little  to  his  friend  of  his  own  prospects.  As 
long  as  this  pleasant  battle  was  raging,  he  could 
fight  in  it  shoulder  to  shoulder  with  the  man  he 
loved.     After  that  there  would  be  a  blank. 

"  I  do  not  see  Jiow  we  are  to  fail  to  have  a 
majority  after  Daubcny's  speech  to-night,"  said 
Mr.  Monk,  as  they  walked  together  down  Par- 
liament Street  through  the  bright  moonlight. 

"He  expressly  said  that  he  only  spoke  for 
himself,"  said  Phineas. 

"  J3ut  we  know  what  that  means.  He  is  bid- 
ding for  office,  and  of  course  those  who  want 
office  with  him  will  vote  as  he  votes — we  have 
already  counted  those  who  would  go  into  office, 
but  they  will  not  carry  the  whole  party." 

"It  will  carry  enough  of  them.     There  are 


228 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  MEMBER. 


forty  or  fifty  men  on  his  side  of  the  House,  and 
as  many  perhaps  on  ours,  who  have  no  idea  of 
any  kind  on  any  bill,  and  who  simply  follow  the 
bell,  whether  into  this  lobby,  or  that.  Argu- 
ment never  touches  them.  They  do  not  even 
look  to  the  result  of  a  division  on  their  own  in- 
terests, as  the  making  of  any  calculation  would 
be  laborious  to  them.  Their  party  leader  is  to 
them  a  pope  whom  they  do  not  dream  of  doubt- 
ing. I  never  can  quite  make  up  my  mind 
whether  it  is  good  or  bad  that  there  should  be 
such  men  in  Parliament." 

"  Men  who  think  much  want  to  speak  often." 

"  Exactly  so — and  of  speaking  members,  God 
knows  that  we  have  enough.  And  I  suppose 
that  these  purblind  sheep  do  have  some  occult 
weii;ht  that  is  salutary.  They  enable  a  leader 
to  be  a  leader,  and  even  in  that  way  they  are 
useful.     We  shall  get  a  division  on  Thursday." 

"  I  understand  that  Gresham  has  consented 
to  that." 

"  So  Ratler  told  me.  Palliser  is  to  speak, 
and  Barrington  Erie.  And  they  say  that  Rob- 
son  is  going  to  make  an  onslaught  specially  on 
me.     We  shall  get  it  over  by  one  o'clock." 

"  And  if  we  beat  them?" 

"It  will  depend  on  the  numbers.  Every 
body  who  has  spoken  to  me  about  it,  seems  to 
think  that  they  will  dissolve,  if  there  be  a  re- 
pectable  majority  against  them." 

"Of  course  he  will  dissolve,"  said  Phineas, 
speaking  of  Mr.  Gresham  ;  "  what  else  can  he 
do?" 

"He  is  verj'  anxious  to  carry  his  Irish  Reform 
Bill  first,  if  ho  can  do  so.  Good-night,  Phine- 
as. I  shall  not  be  down  to-morrow,  as  there  is 
nothing  to  be  done.  Come  to  me  on  Thursday, 
and  we  will  go  to  the  House  togetlier." 

On  the  Wednesday  Phineas  was  engaged  to 
dine  with  Mr.  Low.  There  was  a  dinner  party 
in  Bedford  Square,  and  Phineas  met  half  a 
dozen  barristers  and  their  wives — men  to  whom 
he  had  looked  up  as  successful  pundits  in  the 
law  some  five  or  six  )T2ars  ago,  but  who  since 
that  time  had  almost  learned  to  look  up  to  him. 
And  now  they  treated  him  with  that  courteous- 
ness  of  manner  which  success  in  life  always  be- 
gets. Tiiere  was  a  judge  there  who  was  very 
civil  to  him;  and  the  judge's  wife,  whom  he  had 
taken  down  to  dinner,  was  very  gracious  to  him. 
The  judge  had  got  his  prize  in  life,  and  was 
therefore  personally  indifferent  to  the  fate  of 
ministers;  but  the  judge's  wife  had  a  brother 
who  wanted  a  County  Court  from  Lord  De  Fcr- 
rier,  and  it  was  known  that  Phineas  was  giving 
valuable  assistance  toward  the  attainment  of 
this  object.  "I  do  think  that  you  and  Mr. 
Monk  are  so  right,"  said  the  judge's  wife. 
Phineas,  who  understood  how  it  came  to  pass 
that  the  judge's  wife  should  so  cordially  approve 
his  conduct,  could  not  help  thinking  how  grand 
a  thing  it  would  be  for  him  to  have  a  County 
Court  for  himself. 

When  the  guests  were  gone  he  was  left  alone 
with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Low,  and  remained  a  while 
witli  them,  there  having  been  an  understanding 
tliat  they  should  have  a  last  chat  together  over 
the  affairs  of  our  hero. 

"Do  you  really  mean  that  you  will  not  stand 
again  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Low. 

"I  do  mean  it.  I  may  say  that  I  can  not  do 
80.     My  father  is  hardly  so  well  able  to  help  me 


as  he  was  when  I  began  this  game,  and  I  certain- 
ly shall  not  ask  him  for  money  to  support  a  can- 
vass." 

"It's  a  thousand  pities," said  Mrs.  Low. 

"  I  really  had  begun  to  think  that  you  would 
make  it  answer,"  said  Mr.  Low. 

"  In  one  way  I  have  made  it  answer.  For  the 
last  three  years  I  have  lived  upon  what  I  have 
earned,  and  I  am  not  in  debt.  But  now  I  must 
begin  the  world  again.  I  am  afraid  I  shall  find 
the  drudgery  very  hard." 

"  It  is  hard  no  doubt,"  said  the  barrister,  who 
had  gone  through  it  all,  and  was  now  reaping  the 
fruits  of  it.  "But  I  suppose  you  have  not  for- 
gotten what  you  learned." 

"Who  can  say?  I  dare  say  I  have.  But  I 
did  not  mean  the  drudgery  of  learning,  so  much 
as  the  drudgeiT  of  looking  after  work — of  expect- 
ing briefs  which  perhaps  will  never  come.  I  am 
thirty  years  old  now,  you  know." 

"Are  you  indeed?"  said  Mrs.  Low  —  who 
knew  his  age  to  a  day.  "How  the  time  passes. 
I'm  sure  I  hope  you'll  get  on,  Mr.  Finn.  I  do 
indeed." 

"I  am  sure  he  will,  if  he  puts  his  shoulder  to 
it,"  said  Mr.  Low. 

Neither  the  lawyer  nor  his  wife  repeated  any 
of  those  sententious  admonitions,  which  had  al- 
most become  rebukes,  and  which  had  been  so 
common  in  their  mouths.  The  fall  witli  which 
they  had  threatened  Phineas  Finn  had  come 
upon  him,  and  they  were  too  generous  to  remind 
liim  of  their  wisdom  and  sagacity.  Indeed,  when 
he  got  up  to  take  his  leave,  Mrs.  Low,  who  prob- 
ably might  not  see  him  .again  for  years,  was  quite 
affectionate  in  her  manners  to  him,  and  looked  as 
if  she  were  almost  minded  to  kiss  him  as  she 
pressed  liis  hand.  "  We  will  come  and  see  you," 
she  said,  "when  you  are  Master  of  the  Rolls  of 
Dublin." 

"We  shall  see  him  before  that  thundering  at 
us  poor  Tories  in  the  House,"  said  Mr.  Low. 
"  He  will  be  back  again  sooner  or  later."  And 
so  they  parted. 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 


On  the  Thursday  morning  before  Phineas  went 
to  Mr.  Monk,  a  gentleman  called  upon  him  at 
his  lodgings.  Phineas  requested  the  servant  to 
bring  up  the  gentleman's  name,  but  tempted  per- 
haps by  a  shilling  tlie  girl  brought  up  the  gentle- 
man instead.  It  was  jMr.  Quintus  Slide,  from  the 
ofiice  of  the  Banner  of  the  Peojde. 

"Mr.  Finn,"  said  Quintus,  with  his  hand  ex- 
tended, "  I  have  come  to  offer  you  the  calumet 
of  peace."  Phineas  certainly  desired  no  such 
calumet.  But  to  refuse  a  man's  hand  is  to  de- 
clare active  war  after  a  fashion  which  men  do 
not  like  to  adopt  except  on  deliberation.  He  had 
never  cared  a  straw  for  the  abuse  which  Mr.  Slide 
had  poured  upon  him,  and  now  he  gave  his  hand 
to  the  man  of  letters.  But  he  did  not  sit  down, 
nor  did  he  offer  a  seat  to  Mr.  Slide.  "I  know 
that  as  a  man  of  sense  who  knows  the  world,  you 
will  accept  the  calumet  of  peace, "continued  Mr. 
Slide. 

"  I  don't  know  why  I  should  be  asked  partic- 
ularly to  accept  war  or  peace,"  said  Phineas. 

"Well,  Mr.  Finn — I  don't  often  quote  the  Bi- 
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ble ;  but  those  who  are  not  for  us  must  be  against  [ 
us.     Quite  agree  to  that.     Now  that  you've  freed 
yourself  from  the  iniquities  of  that  sink  of  abom- 
ination in  Downing  Street,  I  look  upon  you  as  a  . 
man  again." 

"  Upon  my  word  you  are  very  kind." 

"  As  a  man  and  also  a  brother.     I  suppose  you 
know  that  I've  got  the  Banner  into  my  own  'ands 
now."     Piiineas  was  obliged  to  explain  that  he  j 
had  not  hitherto  been  made  acquainted  witii  this  j 
great  literary  and  political  secret.     "Oh  dear, 
yes,  altogether  so.     We've  got  rid  of  old  Rusty,  j 
as  I  used  to  call  him.     He  wouldn't  go  the  pace, 
and  so  we  stripped  him.     He's  doing  the  West 
of  England  Art  Journal  now,  and  he  'angs  out! 
down  at  Bristol." 

"I  hope  he'll  succeed,  Mr.  Slide."  j 

"  He'll  earn  his  wages.     He's  a  man  who  will 
always  earn  his  wages,  but  nothing  more.     Well,  . 
now,  Mr.  Finn,  I  will  just  offer  you  one  word  of  j 
apology  for  our  little  severities." 

"  Pray  do  nothing  of  the  kind." 

"Indeed  I  shall.  Dooty  is  dooty.  Tliere  was 
some  things  printed  which  were  a  little  rough, 
but  if  one  isn't  a  little  rough  there  ain't  no  flavor ; 
of  course  I  wrote  'em.  You  know  my  'and,  I 
dare  say." 

"  I  only  remember  that  there  was  some  throw- 
ing of  mud." 

"Just  so.  But  mud  don't  break  any  bones  ; 
does  it  ?  When  you  turned  against  us  I  had  to 
be  down  on  you,  and  I  was  down  upon  you — 
that's  just  about  all  of  it.  Now  you're  coming 
among  us  again,  and  so  I  come  to  you  with  a 
calumet  of  peace." 

"But  I  am  not  coming  among  you." 

"Yes  you  are,  Finn,  and  bringing  Monk  with 
you."  It  was  now  becoming  very  disagreeable, 
and  Phineas  was  beginning  to  perceive  that  it 
would  soon  be  his  turn  to  say  something  rough. 
"  Now  I'll  tell  you  what  my  proposition  is.  If 
you'll  do  us  two  leaders  a  week  thrOiigh  the  ses- 
sion, you  shall  have  a  check  for  £1G  on  the  last 
day  of  every  month.  If  that's  not  honester  mon- 
ey than  what  you  got  in  Downing  Street,  my 
name  is  not  Quintus  Slide." 

"Mr.  Slide,"  said  Phineas  —  and  then  he 
paused. 

"  If  we  are  to  come  to  business,  drop  the  Mis- 
ter.    It  makes  things  go  so  much  easier." 

"  We  are  not  to  come  to  business,  and  I  do 
not  want  things  to  go  easy.  I  believe  you  said 
some  things  of  me  in  your  newspaper  that  were 
very  scurrilous." 

"What  of  that?  If  you  mind  that  sort  of 
thing — " 

"I  did  not  regard  it  in  the  least.  You  -ire 
quite  welcome  to  continue  it.  I  don't  doubt  but 
you  will  continue  it.  But  you  are  not  welcome 
to  come  here  afterward." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  turn  me  out." 

"  Just  that.     You  printed  a  heap  of  lies — " 

"  Lies,  Mr.  Finn  I     Did  you  say  lies,  sir  ?" 

"  I  said  lies — lies — lies. "  And  Phineas  walk- 
ed over  at  him  as  though  he  were  going  to  pitch 
him  instantly  out  of  the  window.  "You  may 
go  and  write  as  many  more  as  you  like.  It  is 
your  trade,  and  you  must  do  it  or  starve.  But 
do  not  come  to  me  again."  Then  he  opened  the 
door  and  stood  with  it  in  his  hand. 

"  Very  well,  sir.  I  shall  know  how  to  punish 
this." 


"  Exactly.  But  if  you  please  you'll  go  and  do 
your  punishment  at  the  office  of  the  Banner,  un- 
less you  like  to  try  it  here.  You  want  to  kick 
me  and  spit  at  me,  but  you  will  prefer  to  do  it 
in  print." 

"Yes,  sir,"  said  Quintus  Slide.  "  I  shall  pre- 
fer to  do  it  in  print — though  I  must  own  that  the 
temptation  to  adopt  the  manual  violence  of  a 
ruffian  is  great,  very  great,  very  great  indeed." 
But  he  resisted  the  temptation  and  walked  down 
the  stairs,  concocting  his  article  as  he  went. 

Mr.  Quintus  Slide  did  not  so  much  impede  the 
business  of  his  day  but  what  Phineas  was  with 
I\Ir.  Monk  by  two,  and  in  his  place  in  the  House 
when  prayers  were  read  at  four.  As  he  sat  in 
his  place,  conscious  of  the  work  that  was  before 
him,  listening  to  the  presentation  of  petitions, 
and  to  the  formal  reading  of  certain  notices  of 
motions,  which  with  the  asking  of  sundry  ques- 
tions occupied  over  half  an  hour,  he  looked  back 
and  remembered  accurately  his  own  feelings  on 
a  certain  night  on  which  he  had  intended  to  get 
up  and  address  the  House.  The  ordeal  before 
him  had  then  been  so  terrible,  that  it  had  almost 
obliterated  for  the  moment  his  senses  of  hearing 
and  of  sight.  He  had  hardly  been  able  to  per- 
ceive what  had  been  going  on  around  him,  and 
had  vainly  endeavored  to  occupy  himself  in  re- 
calling to  his  memory  the  words  which  he  wish- 
ed to  pronounce.  When  the  time  for  pronounc- 
ing them  had  come,  he  had  found  himself  unable 
to  stand  upon  his  legs.  He  smiled  as  he  recall- 
ed all  this  in  his  memory,  waiting  impatiently 
for  the  moment  in  which  he  might  rise.  His 
audience  was  assured  to  him  now,  and  he  did  not 
fear  it.  His  opportunity  for  utterance  was  his 
own,  and  even  the  Speaker  could  not  deprive 
him  of  it.  During  these  minutes  he  thought 
not  at  all  of  the  words  that  he  was  to  say.  He 
had  prepared  his  matter,  but  had  prepared  no 
words.  He  knew  that  words  would  come  readily 
enough  to  him,  and  that  he  had  learned  the  task 
of  turning  his  thoughts  quickly  into  language 
while  standing  with  a  crowd  of  listeners  around 
him — as  a  practiced  writer  does  when  seated  in 
his  chair.  There  was  no  violent  beating  at  his 
heart  now,  no  dimness  of  the  eyes,  no  feeling 
that  the  ground  was  turning  round  under  his  feet. 
If  only  those  weary  vain  questions  would  get 
themselves  all  asked,  so  that  he  might  rise  and 
begin  the  work  of  the  night.  Then  there  came 
the  last  thought  as  the  House  was  hushed  for  his 
rising.  What  was  the  good  of  it  all,  when  he 
would  never  have  an  opportunity  of  speaking 
there  again? 

But  not  on  that  account  would  he  be  slack 
in  his  endeavor  now.  He  would  be  listened  to 
once  at  least,  not  as  a  subaltern  of  the  Govern- 
ment but  as  the  owner  of  a  voice  prominent  in  op- 
position to  the  Government.  He  had  been 
taught  by  Mr.  Monk  that  that  was  the  one  plan  in 
the  House  in  which  a  man  with  a  power  of  speak- 
ing could  really  enjoy  pleasure  without  alloy. 
He  would  make  the  trial — once,  if  never  again. 
Things  had  so  gone  with  him  that  the  rostrum  was 
his  own,  and  a  House  crammed  to  overflowing 
was  there  to  listen  to  him.  He  had  given  up  his 
place  in  order  that  he  might  be  able  to  speak  his 
mind,  and  had  become  aware  that  many  intend- 
ed to  listen  to  him  while  he  spoke.  He  had  ob- 
served that  the  rows  of  strangers  were  thick  in  the 
galleries,  that  peers  were  standing  in  the  passa- 
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ges,  and  that  over  the  reporter's  head  the  rib- 
bons of  many  ladies  were  to  be  seen  through  the 
bars  of  their  cage.  Yes — for  this  once  he  would 
have  an  audience. 

He  spoke  for  about  an  hour,  and  while  he  was 
speaking  he  knew  nothing  about  himself,  wheth- 
er he  was  doing  it  well  or  ill.  Something  of 
himself  he  did  say  soon  after  he  had  commenced 
— not  quite  beginning  with  it,  as  though  his  mind 
had  been  laden  with  the  matter.  He  had,  he 
said,  found  himself  compelled  to  renounce  his 
happy  allegiance  to  the  First  Lord  of  the  Treas- 
ury, and  to  quit  the  pleasant  company  in  which, 
humble  as  had  been  his  ])lace,  he  had  been  al- 
lowed to  sit  and  act,  by  his  unfortunate  convic- 
tion on  this  great  subject.  He  had  been  told, 
he  said,  that  it  was  a  misfortune  in  itself  for  one 
so  young  as  he  to  have  convictions.  But  his 
Irish  birth  and  Irish  connection  had  brought  this 
misfortune  of  his  country  so  closely  home  to  him 
that  he  had  found  the  task  of  extricating  him- 
self from  it  to  be  impossible.  Of  what  further 
he  said,  speaking  on  that  terrible  unintelligible 
subject,  a  tenant-right  proposed  for  Irish  farmers, 
no  English  reader  will  desire  to  know  much. 
Irish  subjects  in  the  House  of  Commons  are  in- 
teresting or  are  dull,  are  debated  before  a  crowd- 
ed audience  composed  of  all  who  arc  leaders  in 
the  great  world  of  London,  or  before  empty  bench- 
es, in  accordance  with  the  importance  of  the 
moment  and  the  character  of  tlie  debate.  For 
us  now  it  is  enough  to  know  that  to  our  hero  was 
accorded  that  attention  whicli  orators  love — 
which  will  almost  make  an  orator  if  it  can  be  as- 
sured. A  full  House  with  a  promise  of  big  ty])e 
on  the  next  morning  would  wake  to  eloquence 
the  propounder  of  an  Indian  grievance,  or  the 
mover  of  an  Indian  budget. 

Phineas  did  not  stir  out  of  tlie  House  till  the 
division  was  over,  having  agreed  with  Mr.  Monk 
that  they  two  would  remain  through  it  all  and 
hear  every  thing  that  was  to  be  said.  Mr.  Gres- 
ham  had  already  spoken,  and  to  Mr.  Palliser  was 
confided  the  task  of  winding  up  the  argument  for 
the  Government.  Mr.  Robson  spoke  also,  great- 
ly enlivening  the  tedium  of  the  evening,  and  to 
Mr.  Monk  was  permitted  the  privilege  of  a  final 
reply.  At  two  o'clock  the  division  came,  and 
the  Ministry  were  beaten  by  a  majority  of  twen- 
ty-three. "And  now, "said  Mr.  Monk,  as  he 
again  walked  home  with  Phineas,  "the  pity  is 
that  we  are  not  a  bit  nearer  tenant-right  than 
we  were  before." 

"  But  we  are  nearer  to  it." 

"In  one  sense,  yes.  Such  a  debate  and  such 
a  majority  will  make  men  think.  But  no — 
think  is  too  high  a  word,  as  a  rule  men  don't 
think.  But  it  will  make  them  believe  that  there 
is  something  in  it.  Many  who  before  regarded 
legislation  on  the  subject  as  chimerical,  will  now 
fancy  that  it  is  only  dangerous,  or  perhaps  not 
more  than  difficult.  And  so  in  time  it  will  come 
to  be  looked  on  as  among  the  things  possible,  then 
among  the  things  probable — and  so  at  last  it  will 
be  ranged  in  the  list  of  those  few  measures  which 
the  country  requires  as  being  absolutely  needed. 
That  is  the  way  in  which  public  opinion  is 
made." 

"It  is  no  loss  of  time,"  said  Phineas,  "  to  have 
taken  the  first  great  step  in  making  it." 

"The  first  great  step  was  taken  long  ac^o," 
said  Mr,  Monk — "taken  by  men  who  were  look- 


ed upon  as  revolutionary  demagogues,  almost  as 
traitors,  because  they  took  it.  But  it  is  a  great 
thing  to  take  any  step  that  leads  us  onward." 

Two  days  after  this  Mr.  Gresliam  declared  his 
intention  of  dissolving  the  House  because  of  the 
adverse  division  which  had  been  produced  by 
Mr.  Monk's  motion,  but  expressed  a  wish  to  be 
allowed  to  carry  an  Irish  Reform  Bill  through 
Parliament  before  he  did  so.  He  explained  how 
'  expedient  this  would  be,  but  declared  at  the  same 
time  that  if  any  strong  opposition  were  made,  he 
would  abandon  the  project.  His  intention  sim- 
ply was  to  pass  with  regard  to  Ireland  a  measure 
which  must  be  passed  soon, and  which  ougiit  to 
be  passed  before  a  new  election  took  jilace.  The 
bill  was  ready,  and  should  be  read  for  the  first 
time  on  the  next  night,  if  the  House  was  willing. 
The  House  was  willing,  though  there  was  very 
many  recalcitrant  Iiish  members.  The  Irish 
members  made  loud  opposition,  and  then  twitted 
Mr.  Gresham.  with  his  promise  that  he  would 
not  go  on  with  his  bill  if  opposition  were  made. 
But,  nevertheless,  he  did  go  on,  and  the  measure 
was  hurried  thi'ough  the  two  Houses  in  a  week. 
Our  hero,  who  still  sat  for  Loughshane,  but  who 
was  never  to  sit  for  Loughshane  again,  gave  what 
assistance  he  could  to  the  Government,  and  voted 
for  the  measure  which  deprived  Loughshane  for- 
ever of  its  parliamentary  honors. 

"  And  very  dirty  conduct  I  think  it  was,"  said 
Lord  Tulla,  when  he  discussed  the  subject  with 
his  agent.  "After  being  put  in  for  the  borough 
twice,  almost  free  of  expense,  it  was  very  dir- 
ty." It  never  occurred  to  Lord  Tulla  that  a 
member  of  Parliament  might  feel  himself  obliged 
to  vote  on  such  a  subject  in  accordance  with  his 
judgment. 

This  Irish  Reform  Bill  was  scrambled  through 
the  two  Houses,  and  then  the  session  was  over. 
The  session  was  over,  and  they  who  knew  any 
thing  of  the  private  concerns  of  Mr.  Phineas  Finn 
were  aware- that  he  was  about  to  return  to  Ire- 
land, and  did  not  intend  to  reappear  on  the  scene 
which  had  known  him  so  well  for  the  last  five 
years.  "I  can  not  tell  you  how  sad  it  makes 
me," said  Mr.  Monk. 

"And  it  makes  me  sad  too,"  said  Phineas. 
"  I  try  to  shake  oft' the  melancholy,  and  tell  my- 
self from  day  to  day  that  it  is  unmanly.  But  it 
gets  the  better  of  me  just  at  present." 

"  I  feel  quite  certain  that  you  will  come  back 
among  us  again, "said  Mr.  Monk. 

"  Every  body  tells  me  so ;  and  yet  I  feci  quite 
certain  that  I  shall  never  come  back  —  never 
come  back  with  a  seat  in  Parliament.  As  my 
old  tutor.  Low,  has  told  me  scores  of  times,  I  be- 
gan at  the  wrong  end.  Here  I  am,  thirty  years 
of  age,  and  I  have  not  a  shilling  in  the  world,  and 
I  do  not  know  how  to  earn  one." 

"  Only  for  me  you  would  still  be  receiving  ever 
so  much  a  year,  and  all  would  be  pleasant,"  said 
Mr.  Monk. 

"But  how  long  would  it  have  lasted?  The 
first  moment  that  Daubeny  got  the  ui)per  hand 
I  should  have  fallen  lower  than  I  have  fallen 
now.  If  not  this  year,  it  would  have  been  the 
next.  My  only  comfort  is  in  this — that  I  have 
done  the  thing  myself,  and  have  not  been  turned 
out."  To  the  very  last,  however,  Mr.  Monk  con- 
tinued to  express  his  opinion  that  Phineas  would 
come  back,  declaring  that  he  had  known  no  in- 
stance of  a  young  man  who  had  made  himself 
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useful  in  Parliament,  and  then  had  been  allowed 
to  leave  it  in  early  life. 

Among  those  of  whom  he  was  bound  to  take 
a  special  leave,  the  members  of  the  family  of 
Lord  Brentford  were,  of  course,  the  foremost. 
He  had  already  heard  of  the  reconciliation  of 
Miss  Effingham  and  Lord  Chiltern,  and  was 
anxious  to  offer  his  congratulation  to  both  of 
them.  And  it  was  essential  to  him  that  he  should 
see  Lady  Laura.  To  her  he  wrote  a  line,  say- 
ing how  much  he  hoped  that  he  should  be  able 
to  bid  her  adieu,  and  a  time  was  fixed  for  his 
coming  at  which  she  knew  that  she  would  meet 
him  alone.  But,  as  chance  ruled  it,  he  came 
upon  the  two  lovers  together,  and  then  remem- 
bered that  he  had  hardly  ever  before  been  in  the 
same  room  with  both  of  them  at  the  same  time. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Finn,  what  a  beautiful  speech  you 
made  !     I  read  every  word  of  it,"  said  Violet. 

"And  I  didn't  even  look  at  it,  old  fellow," 
said  Chiltern,  getting  up  and  putting  his  arm 
on  the  other  shoulder  in  a  way  that  was  common 
with  him  when  he  was  quite  intimate  with  the 
friend  near  liim. 

"Laura  went  down  and  heard  it,"  said  Vio- 
let. "  I  could  not  do  that,  because  I  was  tied 
to  my  aimt.  You  can't  conceive  how  dutiful  I 
am  during  this  last  month." 

"  And  is  it  to  be  in  a  month,  Chiltern  ?"  said 
Phineas. 

"She  says  so.  She  arranges  every  thing — in 
concert  with  my  father.  When  I  threw  up  the 
sponge,  I  simply  asked  for  a  long  day.  '  A  long 
day,  my  lord?"  I  said.  But  my  father  and  Vio- 
let between  them  refused  me  any  mercy." 

"You  do  not  believe  him,"  said  Violet. 

"  Not  a  word.  If  I  did  he  would  want  to  see 
me  on  the  coast  of  Flanders  again,  I  don't  doubt. 
I  have  come  to  congratulate  you  both." 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Finn,"  said  Violet,  taking 
his  hand  willi  hearty  kindness.  "  I  should  not 
have  been  quite  happy  without  one  nice  word 
from  you." 

"I  shall  try  and  make  the  best  of  it,"  said 
Chiltern.  "  I3ut,  I  say,  you'll  come  over  and 
ride  Bonebreaker  again.  He's  down  there  at 
the  Bull,  and  I've  taken  a  little  box  close  by. 
I  can't  stand  the  governor's  county  for  hunt- 
ing." 

"And  will  your  wife  go  down  to  Willing- 
ford?" 

"  Of  course  she  will,  and  ride  to  hounds  a 
great  deal  closer  than  I  can  ever  do.  Mind  you 
come,  and  if  tiicre's  any  thing  in  the  stable  fit 
to  carry  you,  you  shall  have  it." 

Then  Phineas  had  to  explain  that  he  had  come 
to  bid  them  farewell,  and  that  it  was  not  at  all 
probable  that  he  should  ever  be  able  to  see  Wil- 
lingford  again  in  the  hunting  season.  "  I  don't 
suppose  that  I  shall  make  either  of  you  quite  un- 
derstand it,  but  I  have  got  to  begin  again.  The 
chances  are  that  I  shall  never  see  another  fox- 
hound all  my  life." 

"Not  in  Ireland!"  exclaimed  Lord  Chil- 
tern. 

"  Not  unless  I  should  have  to  examine  one  as 
a  witness.  I  have  nothing  before  me  but  down- 
right iiard  work  ;  and  a  great  deal  of  that  must 
be  (lone  before  I  can  hope  to  earn  a  shilling." 

"  But  you  are  so  clever,"  said  Violet.  "Of 
course  it  will  come  quickly." 

"I  do  not  mean  to  be  impatient  about  it,  nor 


yet  unhappy,"  said  Phineas.  "Only  hunting 
won't  be  much  in  my  line." 

"And  will  you  leave  London  altogether?" 
Violet  asked. 

"Altogether.  I  shall  stick  to  one  club — 
Brooke's ;  but  I  shall  take  my  name  off  all  the 
others." 

"What  a  deuce  of  a  nuisance,"  said  Lord 
Chiltern. 

"I  have  no  doubt  you  will  be  very  happ)''," 
said  Violet ;  "  and  you'll  be  a  Lord  Chancellor 
in  no  time.     But  you  won't  go  quite  yet." 

"Next  Sunday." 

"  You  will  return.  You  must  be  here  for  our 
wedding.  Indeed  you  must.  I  will  not  be  mar- 
ried unless  you  do." 

Even  this,  however,  was  impossible.  He  must 
go  on  Sunday,  and  must  return  no  more.  Then 
he  made  his  little  farewell  speech,  which  he  could 
not  deliver  witiiout  some  awkward  stuttering. 
He  would  think  of  her  on  the  day  of  her  mar- 
riage, and  pray  that  she  might  be  hajipy.  And 
he  would  send  her  a  little  trifle  before  he  went, 
which  he  hoped  she  would  wear  in  remembrance 
of  their  old  friendship. 

"  She  shall  wear  it,  whatever  it  is,  or  I'll  know 
the  reason  why,"  said  Chiltern. 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  you  rough  bear,"  said 
Violet.  "  Of  course  I'll  wear  it.  And  of  course 
I'll  think  of  the  giver.  I  shall  have  many  pres- 
ents, but  few  that  I  will  think  of  so  much." 
Then  Phineas  left  the  room,  with  his  throat  so 
full  that  he  could  not  speak  another  word. 

"He  is  still  broken-hearted  about  you,"  said 
the  favored  lover  as  soon  as  his  rival  had  left  the 
room. 

"  It  is  not  that,"  said  Violet.  "  He  is  broken- 
hearted about  every  thing.  The  whole  world  is 
vanishing  away  froiri  him.  I  wish  he  could  have 
made  up  his  mind  to  marry  that  German  wom- 
an with  all  the  money."  It  must  be  understood, 
however,  that  Pliineas  had  never  sjjoken  a  word 
to  any  one  as  to  the  offer  which  the  German 
woman  had  made  to  him. 

It  was  on  the  morning  of  the  Sunday  on 
which  he  was  to  leave  London  that  he  saw 
Lady  Laura.  He  had  asked  that  it  might  be  so, 
in  order  that  he  might  then  have  nothing  more 
upon  his  mind.  He  found  her  quite  alone,  and 
he  could  see  by  her  eyes  that  she  had  been  weep- 
ing. As  he  looked  at  her,  remembering  that  it 
was  not  yet  six  years  since  he  had  first  been  al- 
lowed to  enter  that  room,  he  could  not  but  per- 
ceive how  very  much  she  was  altered  in  appear- 
ance. Then  she  had  been  three-and-twenty, 
and  had  not  looked  to  be  a  day  older.  Now 
she  miglit  have  been  taken  to  be  nearly  forty,  so 
much  had  her  troubles  prayed  upon  her  spirit, 
and  eaten  into  the  vitality  of  her  youth.  "  So 
you  have  come  to  say  good-bye,"  she  said,  smil- 
ing as  she  rose  to  meet  him. 

"  Yes,  Lady  Laura — to  say  good-bye.  Not 
forever,  I  hope,  but  probably  for  long." 

"No,  ntit  forever.  At  any  rate  we  will  not 
think  so."  Then  she  paused ;  but  he  was  silent, 
sitting  with  his  hat  dangling  in  his  two  hands, 
and  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  floor.  "Do  you 
know,  Mr.  Finn,"  she  continued,  "that  some- 
times I  am  very  angry  with  myself  about  you." 

"  Then  it  must  be  because  you  have  been  too 
kind  to  me." 

"  It  is  because  I  fear  that  I  have  done  much 
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to  injure  j^oii.  From  the  first  day  that  I  knew 
}ou — do  you  remember,  when  we  were  talking 
here,  in  this  very  room,  about  the  be<i;inning  of 
the  Reform  Bill — from  that  day  I  wished  that 
you  should  come  among  us  and  be  one  of  us." 

"I  have  been  with  you,  to  my  infinite  satis- 
faction— while  it  lasted." 

"  But  it  has  not  lasted,  and  now  I  fear  that 
it  has  done  you  harm." 

"Who  can  say  whether  it  has  been  for  good 
or  evil?  but  of  this  I  am  sure  you  will  be  cer- 
tain— that  I  am  very  grateful  to  you  for  all  the 
goodness  you  have  shown  me."  Then  again  he 
was  silent. 

She  did  not  know  what  it  was  that  she  want- 
ed, but  she  did  desire  some  expression  from  bis 
lips  that  should  be  warmer  than  an  expression 
of  gratitude.  An  expression  of  love — of  exist- 
ing love — she  would  have  felt  to  be  an  insult, 
and  would  have  treated  it  as  such.  Indeed, 
slie  knew  from  him  no  such  insult  could  come. 
But  she  was  in  that  morbid,  melancholy  state 
of  mind  which  requires  the  excitement  of  more 
than  ordinary  sympathy,  even  though  that  sym- 
pathj'  be  .t'1  painful ;  and  I  think  that  she  would 
have  been  pleased  had  he  referred  to  tiic  passion 
for  herself  whicli  he  had  once  expressed.  If  lie 
would  have  spoken  of  his  love,  and  of  her  mis- 
take, and  have  made  some  half-suggestion  as  to 
what  might  have  been  their  lives  had  things 
gone  differently — though  she  would  have  re- 
buked him  even  for  that — still  it  Avould  have 
comforted  her.  But  at  this  moment,  though  he 
remembered  much  that  had  passed  between 
them,  he  was  not  even  thinking  of  the  Braes  of 
Linter.  All  that  had  taken  place  four  years 
ago — and  tliere  had  been  so  many  other  things 
since  which  had  moved  him  even  more  than 
that.  "  You  have  heard  what  I  have  arranged 
for  myself,"  she  said  at  last. 

"Your  father  has  told  mc  that  you  are  going 
to  Dresden." 

"  Yes — he  will  accompany  me — coming  home 
of  course  for  Parliament.  It  is  a  sad  break-up, 
is  it  not  ?  But  the  lawyer  says  that  if  I  remain 
here  1  may  be  suljject  to  very  disagreeable  at- 
tempts from  Mr.  Kennedy  to  force  mc  to  go 
back  again.  It  is  odd,  is  it  not,  that  he  should 
not  understand  how  impossible  it  is  ?" 

"  He  means  to  do  his  duty." 

"  I  believe  so.  But  he  becomes  more  stern 
every  day  to  those  who  are  with  him.  And 
then,  why  should  I  remain  here  ?  What  is 
there  to  tempt  me  ?  As  a  woman  separated 
from  her  husband  I  can  not  take  an  interest  in 
those  tilings  which  used  to  charm  me.  I  feel 
that  I  am  crushed  and  quelled  by  my  position, 
even  though  there  is  no  disgrace  in  it." 

"No  disgrace,  certainly,"  said  l^hineas. 

"But  I  am  nobody — or  worse  than  nobody." 

"And  I  also  am  going  to  be  a  nobody,"  said 
I'hincas,  laughing. 

"All  I  you  are  a  man  and  will  get  over  it, 
and  you  have  many  years  before  yoi»  will  begin 
to  be  growing  old  ;  I  am  growing  old  alrcadj'. 
Yes,  I  am.  I  feel  it,  and  know  it,  and  see  it. 
A  woman  has  a  fine  game  to  jday ;  but  then 
she  is  so  easily  howled  out,  and  the  term  allowed 
to  her  is  so  short." 

"A  man's  allowance  of  time  may  be  short 
too,"  said  Phineas. 

"  But  he  can  try  iiis  hand  again.''     Then 


there  was  another  pause.  "I  had  thought,  Mr. 
Finn,  that  you  would  have  married,"  she  said  in 
her  very  lowest  voice. 

"  You  knew  all  my  hopes  and  fears  about 
that." 

"  I  mean  that  you  would  have  married  Ma- 
dame Goesler." 

"What  made  you  think  that.  Lady  Laura?" 

"Because  I  saw  that  she  liked  you,  and  be- 
cause such  a  marriage  would  have  been  so  suit- 
able. She  has  all  that  you  want.  You  know 
what  they  say  of  her  now  ?" 

"  What  do  they  say  ?" 

"That  the  Duke  of  Omnium  ofi'cred  to  make 
her  his  wife,  and  that  she  refused  him  for  your 
sake." 

"  There  is  nothing  that  people  won't  sa)' — 
nothing  on  earth,"  said  Phineas.  Then  he  got 
up  and  took  his  leave  of  her.  lie  also  wanted 
to  part  from  her  with  some  special  expression 
of  affection,  but  he  did  not  know  how  to  choose 
his  words.  He  had  wished  that  some  allusion 
should  be  made,  not  to  the  Braes  of  Linter,  but 
to  the  close  confidence  which  had  so  long  exist- 
ed between  them  :  but  he  found  that  the  lan- 
guage to  do  this  properly  was  wanting  to  him. 
Had  the  opportunity  arisen  he  would  have  told 
her  now  the  whole  story  of  Mary  Flood  Jones ; 
but  the  opportunity  did  not  come,  and  he  left 
her,  never  having  mentioned  the  name  of  his 
Mary  or  having  hinted  at  his  engagement  to 
any  one  of  his  friends  in  London.  "It  is  bet- 
ter so,"  he  said  to  himself.  "My  life  in  Ire- 
land is  to  be  a  new  life,  and  why  should  I  mix 
two  things  together  that  will  be  so  diflcrent?" 

He  was  to  dine  at  his  lodgings,  and  then  leave 
them  for  good  at  eight  o'clock.  He  had  packed 
up  every  thing  before  he  went  to  Portman  Square, 
and  returned  home  only  just  in  time  to  sit  down 
to  his  solitary  mutton-chop.  But  as  he  sat 
down  he  saw  a  small  note  addressed  to  himself, 
lying  on  the  table  among  the  crowd  of  books, 
letters,  and  papers,  of  which  he  had  still  to  make 
disposal.  It  was  a  very  small  note  in  an  en- 
velope of  a  peculiar  tint  of  pink,  and  he  knew 
the  handwriting  well.  The  blood  mounted  all 
over  his  face  as  he  took  it  up,  and  he  hesitated 
for  a  moment  before  he  opened  it.  It  could  not 
be  that  the  offer  should  be  repeated  to  him. 
Slowly,  hardly  venturing  at  first  to  look  at  the 
enclosure,  he  opened  it,  and  the  words  which  it 
contained  were  as  follows : 

"I  learn  that  you  are  going  to-day,  and  I 
write  a  word  which  you  will  receive  just  as  you 
are  departing.  It  is  to  say  merely  this — that 
when  I  left  you  the  other  day  I  was  angry,  not 
with  you,  but  with  myself.  Let  me  wish  you 
all  good  wishes  and  that  prosperity  which  I  know 
you  will  deserve,  and  which  1  think  you  will  win. 
"Yours  very  truly,  M.  M.  G. 

"Sunday  morning." 

Should  he  put  off  his  journey  and  go  to  her 
this  very  evening  and  claim  her  as  his  friend  ? 
The  quci;tion  was  asked  «iid  answered  in  a  mo- 
ment. Of  course  he  would  not  go  to  her.  Were 
he  to  do  so  there  would  be  only  one  possible  word 
for  him  to  say,  and  that  word  should  certainly 
never  be  sjioken.  But  he  wrote  to  her  a  reply, 
shorter  even  than  her  own  short  note. 

"Thanks,  dear  friend.     I  do  not  doubt  but 
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that  you  and  I  understand  each  other  thorough- 
ly, and  that  each  trusts  the  other  for  good  wishes 
and  honest  intentions.     Always  yours, 

"P.F. 
"  I  write  these  as  I  am  starting." 

When  he  had  written  this,  he  kept  it  till  the 
last  moment  in  his  hand,  thinking  that  lie  would 
not  send  it.  But  as  he  slipped  into  the  cab,  he 
gave  the  note  to  his  late  landlady  to  post. 

At  the  station  Bunce  came  to  him  to  say  a 
word  of  farewell,  and  Mrs.  Bunce  was  on  his 
arm. 

"Well  done,  Mr.  Finn,  well  done,"  said 
Bunce.  "I  always  knew  there  was  a  good  drop 
in  you." 

"  You  always  told  me  I  sliaiild  ruin  myself  in 
Parliament,  and  so  I  have,"  said  Phineas. 

"Not  at  all.  It  takes  a  deal  to  ruin  a  man 
if  he's  got  the  right  sperrit.  I've  better  hopes 
of  you  now  than  ever  I  had  in  the  old  days 
when  you  used  to  be  looking  out  for  Government 
place,  and  Mr.  Monk  has  tried  that  too.  I 
thought  he  would  find  the  iron  too  heavy  for 
him." 

"  God  bless  you,  Mr.  Finn,"  said  Mrs.  Bunce 
with  her  handkerchief  up  to  her  eyes.  "  There's 
not  of  'em  I  ever  had  as  lodgers  I've  cared  about 
half  as  much  as  I  did  for  you."  Then  they 
shook  hands  with  liim  through  the  window,  and 
the  train  was  off. 


CHAPTER  LXXVI. 


CONCLUSION. 


We  are  told  that  it  is  a  bitter  moment  with 
the  Lord  Mayor  when  he  leaves  the  Mansion- 
house  and  becomes  once  more  Alderman  Jones, 
of  No.  75  Bucklersbury.  Lord  Chancellors  go- 
ing out  of  office  liave  a  great  fall,  though  they 
take  pensions  with  them  for  their  consolation. 
And  the  President  of  the  United  States,  when 
he  leaves  the  glory  of  the  White  House  and 
once  more  becomes  a  simple  citizen,  must  feci 
the  change  severely.  But  our  hero,  Phineas 
Finn,  as  he  turned  his  back  upon  the  scene  of 
his  many  successes,  and  prepared  himself  for 
permanent  residence  in  his  own  country,  was, 
I  think,  in  a  worse  plight  than  any  of  the  re- 
duced divinities  to  whom  I  have  alluded.  They 
at  any  rate  had  known  that  their  fall  would 
come.  He,  like  Icarus,  had  flown  uj)  toward  the 
sun  hoping  that  his  wings  of  wax  would  bear 
himself  steadily  aloft  among  the  gods.  Seeing 
that  his  wings  were  wings  of  wax,  we  must  ac- 
knowledge that  they  were  very  good.  But  the 
celestial  lights  had  been  too  strong  for  them, 
and  now,  having  lived  for  five  years  with  lords 
and  countesses,  with  ministers  and  orators,  with 
beautiful  women  and  men  of  fashion,  he  must 
start  again  in  a  little  lodging  in  Dublin,  and 
hope  that  the  attorneys  of  that  litigious  city 
might  be  good  to  him.  On  his  journey  home  he 
made  but  one  resolution.  He  would  make  the 
change  or  attempt  to  make  it  with  manly 
strength.  During  his  last  month  in  London  he 
had  allowed  himself  to  be  sad,  depressed,  and 
melancholy.  There  should  be  an  end  of  all  that 
now.  Nobody  at  home  should  see  that  he  was 
depressed.     And  Mary,  his  own  Mary,  should 


at  any  rate  have  no  cause  to  think  that  her  love 
and  his  own  engagement  had  ever  been  the 
cause  to  him  of  depression.  Did  he  not  value 
her  love  more  than  any  thing  in  the  world  ?  A 
thousand  times  he  told  himself  that  he  did  do  so. 

She  was  there  in  the  old  house  at  Killaloe  to 
greet  him.  Her  engagement  was  an  affair 
known  to  all  the  county,  and  she  had  no  idea 
that  it  would  become  her  to  be  coy  in  her  love. 
She  was  in  his  arms  before  he  had  spoken  to  his 
father  and  mother,  and  had  made  her  little  speech 
to  him — very  inaudibly  indeed — while  he  was 
covering  her  sweet  face  with  kisses.  "  Oh, 
Phineas,  I  am  so  proud  of  you  ;  and  I  think  you 
are  so  right,  and  I  am  so  glad  you  have  done  it." 
Again  he  covered  her  face  with  kisses.  Could 
he  ever  have  had  such  satisfaction  as  this  had 
he  allowed  Madame  Goesler's  hand  to  remain  in 
his? 

On  the  first  night  of  his  arrival  he  sat  for  an 
hour  down  stairs  with  his  father  talking  over  his 
plans.  He  felt  — he  could  not  but  feel — that  he 
was  not  the  hero  now  that  he  had  been  when  he 
was  last  at  Killaloe — when  he  had  come  thither 
with  a  Cabinet  Minister  under  his  wing.  And 
yet  his  father  did  his  best  to  prevent  the  growth 
of  any  such  feeling.  The  old  doctor  was  not 
quite  as  well  off  as  he  had  been  when  Phineas 
first  started  with  his  high  hopes  for  London. 
Since  that  day  he  had  abandoned  his  profession, 
and  was  now  living  on  the  fruits  of  his  life's  la- 
bor. For  the  last  two  years  he  had  been  absolved 
from  the  necessity  of  providing  an  income  for 
his  son,  and  had  probably  allowed  himself  to 
feel  that  no  such  demand  upon  him  would  again 
be  made.  Now,  however,  it  was  necessary  that 
he  should  do  so.  Could  his  son  manage  to  live 
on  two  hundred  a  year  ?  There  would  then  be 
four  hundred  a  year  left  for  the  wants  of  the 
family  at  home.  Phineas  swore  that  he  could 
fight  his  battle  on  a  hundred  and  fifi}',  and  they 
ended  the  argument  by  splitting  the  difference. 
He  had  been  paying  exactl}'  the  same  sum  of 
money  for  the  rooms  he  had  just  left  in  London  ; 
but  then,  while  he  held  those  rooms,  his  income 
had  been  two  thousand  a  year.  Tenant-right 
was  a  very  fine  thing,  but  could  it  be  worth  such 
a  fall  as  this? 

"And  about  dear  Mary,"  said  the  father. 

"  I  hope  it  may  not  be  very  long,"  said  Phin- 
eas. 

"I  have  not  spoken  to  her  about  it,  but  your 
mother  says  that  ]\Irs.  Flood  Jones  is  very  averse 
to  a  long  engagement." 

"What  can  I  do  ?  She  would  not  wish  me 
to  marry  her  daughter  with  no  other  income 
than  an  allowance  made  by  you." 

"Your  mother  says  that  she  has  some  idea 
that  you  and  she  might  live  together — that  if 
they  let  Floodborough  you  might  take  a  small 
house  in  Dublin.  Remember,  Phineas,  I  am  not 
proposing  it  myself." 

Then  Phineas  bethought  himself  that  he  was 
not  even  yet  so  low  in  the  world  that  he  need 
submit  himself  to  terms  dictated  to  him  by  Mrs. 
Flood  Jones.  "  I  am  glad  that  you  do  not  pro- 
pose it,  sir." 

"Why  so,  Phineas?"' 

"Because  I  should  have  been  obliged  to  op- 
pose the  plan  even  if  it  had  come  from  you. 
Mothers-in-law  are  never  a  comfort  in  a  house." 

"I  never  tried  it  myself,"  said  the  doctor. 
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"And  I  never  will  try  it.  I  am  quite  sure 
that  Alary  does  not  expect  any  such  thing,  and 
that  she  is  willing  to  wait.  If  I  can  shorten 
the  term  of  waiting  by  hard  work,  I  will  do  so." 
The  decision  to  which  Phineas  had  come  on  this 
matter  was  ])robably  made  known  to  Mrs.  Plood 
Jones  after  some  mild  fashion  by  old  Mrs.  Finn. 
Nothing  more  was  said  to  Phineas  about  a  joint 
household  ;  but  he  was  quite  able  to  perceive 
from  the  manner  of  the  lady  toward  him  that 
his  proposed  mother-in-law  wished  him  to  under- 
stand that  he  was  treating  her  daughter  very  bad- 
ly. What  did  it  signify  ?  None  of  them  knew 
the  story  of  ]\Iadame  Goesler,  and  of  course  none 
of  them  would  know  it.  None  of  them  would 
ever  hear  how  well  he  had  behaved  to  his  little 
Mary. 

But  Mary  did  know  it  all  before  he  left  her  to 
go  up  to  Dublin.  The  two  lovers  allowed  them- 
selves, or  were  allowed  by  their  elders,  one  week 
of  exquisite  bliss  together;  and  during  this 
week,  Phineas  told  her,  I  think,  every  thing. 
He  told  her  every  thing  as  far  as  he  could  do  so 
without  seeming  to  boast  of  his  own  successes. 
How  is  a  man  not  to  tell  such  tales  when  he  has 
on  his  arm,  close  to  him,  a  girl  who  tells  him  her 
little  every  thing  of  life,  and  only  asks  for  his 
confidence  in  return.  And  then  his  secrets  are 
so  precious  to  her  and  so  sacred,  that  he  feels  so 
sure  of  her  fidelity  as  though  she  were  a  very  god- 
dess of  faith  and  trust.  And  the  temptation  to 
tell  is  so  great.  In  all  that  he  has  to  tell  she 
loves  him  the  better  and  still  the  better.  A  man 
deserves  to  win  a  virgin  heart,  and  is  happy  to 
know — or  at  least  to  believe — that  he  has  won 
it.  With  a  woman  every  former  rival  is  an  add- 
ed victim  to  the  wheels  of  the  triumphant  chariot 
in  which  she  is  sitting.  All  these  has  he  known 
and  loved,  culling  sweets  from  each  of  thera. 
But  now  he  has  come  to  me,  and  I  am  "the 
sweetest  of  them  all."  And  so  Mary  was  taught 
to  believe  of  Laura  and  Violet  and  Madame  Goes- 
ler— that  though  they  had  had  charms  to  please, 
her  lover  had  never  been  so  charmed  as  he  was 
now  while  she  was  hanging  to  his  breast.  And 
I  think  that  she  was  right  in  her  belief.  Dur- 
ing those  lovely  summer  evening  walks  along 
the  shores  of  Lough  Dery,  Phineas  was  as  hap- 
pv  as  ho  had  ever  been  at  any  moment  of  his 
life. 

"I  shall  never  be  impatient — never,"  she  said 
to  him  on  the  last  evening,  "all  I  want  is  that 
you  should  write  to  me." 

"  I  shall  want  more  than  that,  Mary." 

"Then  you  must  come  down  and  see  me. 
When  you  do  come  they  will  be  ha])j)v,  happy 
days  for  me.  But  of  course  we  can  not  be  mar- 
ried for  the  next  twenty  years." 

"  Say  forty,  Mary." 

"I  will  say  any  thing  that  you  like — you  will 
know  what  I  mean  just  as  well.  And,  Phin- 
eas, I  must  tell  you  one  thing — though  it  makes 
me  sad  to  tiiink  of  it,  and  will  make  me  sad  to 
speak  of  it." 

"  I  will  not  have  you  sad  on  our  last  night, 
Mary." 

"I  must  say  it.  I  am  beginning  to  under- 
stand how  much  you  have  given  up  for  me." 

"I  have  given  U])  nothing  fur  you." 

"  If  I   had   not   been   at   Killaloe   when   Mr. 
Monk  was  here,  and  if  we  had  not — had  not —  i 
oh  dear,  if  I  had  not  loved  you  so  very  much,  | 


you  might  have  remained  in  London,  and  that 
lady  would  have  been  your  wife." 

"  Never,"  said  Phineas  stoutly. 

"Would  she  not?  She  must  not  be  your 
wife  now,  Phineas.  I  am  not  going  to  pretend 
that  I  will  give  you  up." 

"That  is  unkind,  Mary." 

" Oh,  well ;  jou  may  say  what  you  please.  If 
that  is  unkind,  I  am  unkind.  It  would  kill  me 
to  lose  you." 

Had  he  done  right  ?  How  could  there  be  a 
doubt  about  it  ?  How  could  there  be  a  question 
about  it  ?  Which  of  them  had  loved  him,  or  was 
capable  of  loving  him  as  Mary  loved  him  ?  What 
girl  was  ever  so  sweet,  so  gracious,  so  angelic,  as 
his  own  Mary.  He  swore  to  her  that  he  was 
prouder  of  winning  her  than  of  any  thing  he  had 
ever  done  in  all  his  life,  and  that  of  all  the 
treasures  that  had  ever  come  in  his  way  she  was 
the  most  precious.  She  went  to  bed  that  night 
the  happiest  girl  in  all  Connaught,  although 
when  she  parted  from  him  she  understood  that 
she  was  not  to  see  him  again  till  Christmas  Eve. 

But  she  did  see  him  again  before  the  summer 
was  over,  and  the  manner  of  their  meeting  was 
in  this  wise.  Immediately  after  the  passing  of 
that  scrambled  Irish  Reform  Bill,  Parliament, 
as  the  reader  knows,  was  dissolved.  This  was 
in  the  early  days  of  June,  and  before  the  end  of 
July  the  new  members  were  again  assembled  at 
Westminster.  This  session,  late  in  summer,  was 
very  terrible  ;  but  it  was  not  very  long,  and  then 
it  was  essentially  necessary.  There  was  some- 
thing of  the  year's  business  which  must  yet  be 
done,  and  the  country  would  require  to  know 
who  were  to  be  the  ]\Iinisters  cf  the  Government. 
It  is  not  needed  that  the  reader  should  be 
troubled  any  further  with  the  strategy  of  one  po- 
litical leader  or  of  another,  or  that  more  should 
be  said  of  Mr.  Monk  and  his  tenant-right.  The 
House  of  Commons  had  ofl:ended  Mr.  Gresham 
by  voting  in  a  majority  against  him,  and  IMr. 
Gresham  had  punished  the  House  of  Commons 
by  subjecting  it  to  the  expense  and  nuisance  of 
a  new  election.  All  this  is  constitutional,  and 
rational  enough  to  Englishmen  though  it  may  be 
unintelligible  to  strangers.  The  upshot  on  the 
present  occasion  was  that  the  IMinisteis  remained 
in  their  places,  and  that  Mr.  IMonk's  bill,  though 
it  had  received  the  substantial  honor  of  a  second 
reading,  passed  away  for  the  present into-th© lim- 
bo of  abortive  legislation. 

All  this  would  not  concern  us  at  all,  nor  our 
poor  hero  much,  were  it  not  that  the  great  men 
with  whom  he  had  been  for  two  years  so  pleas- 
ant a  colleague,  remembered  him  with  some- 
thing of  affectionate  regret.  Whether  it  began 
with  Mr.  Gresham  or  with  Lord  Cantrip,  I  will 
not  say,  or  whether  Mr.  i\Ionk,  though  now  a 
political  enemy,  may  have  said  a  word  that 
brought  about  the  good  deed.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
just  before  the  summer  session  was  brought  to  a 
close  Phineas  received  the  following  letter  from. 
Lord  Cantrip : — 

"  Downing  Street,  August  4,  ISG-. 
"My  nicAR  Mk.  Finn, — J\Ir.  Gresham  has  been 
talking  to  me,  and  we  both  think  tliat  possibly  a 
permanent  Government  appointment  may  be  ac- 
ceptable to  you.  We  have  no  doubt,  that  should 
this  be  the  case,  your  services  would  be  very 
valuable  to  the  country.     There  is  a  vacancy 


PHINEAS  FINN,  THE  IRISH  JIEMBER. 


for  a  poor-law  inspector  at  present  in  Ireland, 
whose  residence,  I  believe,  should  be  in  Cork. 
The  salary  is  a  thousand  a  year.  Should  the 
appointment  suit  you,  Mr.  Gresbam  will  be  most 
happy  to  nominate  you  to  the  office.  Let  me 
have  a  line  at  your  early  convenience.  Believe 
me,  most  sincerely  yours,  Cakteip." 

He  received  the  letter  one  morning  in  Dublin, 
and  within  tliree  hours  he  was  on  his  route  to 
Killaloe.  Of  course  he  would  accept  the  ap- 
pointment, but  he  would  not  even  do  that  with- 
out telling  Mary  of  his  new  prospect.  Of  course 
he  would  accept  the  appointment.  Though  he 
had  begun  as  yet  barely  two  months  in  Dublin, 
though  he  had  hardly  been  long  enough  settled 
to  his  work  to  have  hoped  to  be  able  to  see  in 
which  way  there  might  be  a  vista  open  leading 
to  success,  still  he  had  fancied  that  he  had  seen 
that  success  was  impossible.  He  did  not  know 
bow  to  begin — and  men  were  afraid  of  him, 


thinking  that  he  was  unsteady,  arrogant,  and 
prone  to  failure.  He  had  not  seen  his  way  to 
the  possibility  of  a  guinea. 

"A  thousand  a  year!"  said  Mary  Flood 
Jones,  opening  her  eyes  wide  with  wonder  at 
the  golden  future  before  them. 

"It  is  nothing  very  great  for  a  perpetuity," 
said  Phineas. 

"Oh,  Phineas;  surely  a  thousand  a  year  will 
be  very  nice." 

"It  will  be  certain," said  Phineas,  "and  then 
we  can  be  married  to-morrow." 

"But  I  have  been  making  up  my  mind  to 
wait  ever  so  long,"  said  Mary. 

"Then  your  mind  must  be  unmade,"  said 
Phineas. 

What  was  the  nature  of  the  reply  to  Lord  Can- 
trip the  reader  may  imagine,  and  thus  we  will 
leave  our  hero  an  Inspector  of  Poor-houses  in 
the  County  of  Cork. 
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At  the  close  of  his  Pictorial  Field-Book  of  the  Revolution,  Mr.  Lossing  said :  "  Should 
time  deal  gently  with  us,  we  may  again  go  out  with  staff  and  scrip  together  upon  the  great  highway 
of  our  country's  progress,  to  note  the  march  of  events  there."  The  implied  promise  has  been  ful- 
filled. More  than  ten  thousand  miles  in  this  country  and  the  Canadas  the  author  has  travelled, 
with  note-book  and  pencil  in  hand,  visiting  places  of  historic  interest  connected  with  the  War  of 
1812,  from  the  great  Lakes  to  the  Gulf  of  Mexico,  gathering  up,  recording,  and  delineating  every 
thing  of  special  value  not  found  in  books,  and  making  himself  familiar  with  the  battlefields  of  that 
war.  Access  to  the  archives  of  government,  state  and  national,  and  to  private  collections,  ^\as 
freely  given  him ;  and  from  the  lips  of  actors  in  the  events  of  that  struggle  he  received  the  most 
interesting  information  concerning  it,  which  might  have  perished  with  them. 

The  results  of  the  author's  researches  and  labors  are  given  in  one  imperial  octavo  volume  of  a 
thousand  pages,  containing  eight  hundred  and  eighty-two  engravings  in  the  style  of  the  Fie-ld- 
BooK  OF  the  Revolution,  to  which  this  magnificent  work  is  an  indispensable  companion.  It 
takes  up  the  narrative  of  historic  events  where  the  former  work  leaves  it,  and  in  a  careful  manner 
<Tives  a  lively  account  of  the  perils  of  the  country  immediately  succeeding  the  Revolution ;  the 
struggles  of  the  new  nation  with  the  allied  powers  of  the  British  and  Indians  in  the  Northwest ; 
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1812;  the  influence  of  the  French  Revolution  and  of  French  politics  in  giving  complexion  to 
parties  in  this  country  ;  the  first  war  of  the  Barbary  powers  ;  the  effects  of  the  wars  of  Napoleon 
on  the  public  policy  of  the  United  States  ;  the  Embargo  and  kindred  Acts,  and  the  kindling  of  the 
war  in  1812.  • 

The  events  of  the  war  are  given  in  greater  detail  than  in  any  work  ever  published  on  the  sub- 
ject, and  the  narrative  brings  to  view  actors  in  the  scenes  whose  deeds  have  not  been  hitherto 
recorded.     On  this  account  it  is  specially  interesting  to  many  of  the  older  families  of  the  country. 

The  illustrations  of  this  superb  work  are  similar  in  character  to  those  of  the  Field-Book  of 
THE  Revolution.  The  construction  of  the  narrative  differs  from  that  only  in  having  historical 
events  arranged  in  chronological  order.  It  forms  a  continuation  of  the  history  of  our  country  from 
the  close  of  the  Revolution,  in  1783,  to  the  end  of  the  second  war  with  Great  Britain,  in  1815. 
Nothing  has  been  spared  by  the  author  and  publishers  in  their  endeavors  to  make  it  the  most 
perfect,  attractive,  and  useful  volume  on  the  subject  ever  offered  to  the  public 
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"  Miss  Braddon's  pre-eminence  in  her  own  line  of  fiction  is  a  very  striking  literary  phenomenon. 
....  As  story  after  story  flow  from  her  pen  in  uninterrupted  succession,  it  is  found  that  all  the 
best  qualities  are  still  present — that  the  interest  is  fresh  and  absorbing — that  the  dialogue  is  per- 
fectly natural,  but  highly  dramatic — that  the  characters  establish  themselves  at  once  in  the  mind 
as  personages  never  to  be  forgotten — that  the  morale,  though  never  obtruded  or  preached  about, 
is  at  every  turn  of  the  story  as  pure  and  healthy  as  in  tales  written  with  the  prosy  purpose  of  en- 
forcing certain  obvious  rules  of  life.     Miss  Braddon,  at  her  best,  unites  all  that  is  subtlest  and 

most  thrilling  in  the  French  school  with  all  that  is  purest  in  the  English Miss  Braddon's 

genius  has  gone  on  ripening  from  year  to  year,  and  it  is  evident  there  is  hardly  any  thing  within 

the  proper  scope  of  fiction  which  she  could  not  successfully  attempt All  her  powers,  all 

her  gifts,  all  her  resources,  are  dedicated,  with  the  true  tact  of  an  artist,  in  her  style  unrivaled,  to 
the  production  of  narratives  such  as  the  public  love  and  long  for  from  her  hand — narratives  in 
which  there  is  as  little  of  departure  fi-om  probability  as  there  is  of  deviation  into  commonplace — 
narratives  instinct,  above  all,  with  the  one  great  indispensable  quality  of  vigorous  creative  power." 
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That  tender  p.itlio?,  which  could  fink  so  deep— that  gen- 
tle humor,  which  could  soar  .so  lightly — tliat  delicate  per- 
ception, which  nothing  could  escape— that  wide  sympa- 
thy, which  ranged  so  far — those  sweet  moralities,  which 
rang  so  true:  it  is  indeed  hard  and  sad  to  feel  that  these 
rhust  be  silent  for  ns  henceforth  forever. 

Let  us  be  grateful,  however,  that  we  have  still  those 
writings  of  hers  wliich  England  will  not  willingly  let  die, 
and  that  she  has  given  us  no  less  an  example  of  conscien- 
tious work  and  careful  pains,  by  which  we  all  alike  may 
profit.  For  Jlrs.  Gaskell  had  not  only  genius  of  a  high 
order,  but  she  had  also  the  true  feeling  of  the  artist,  that 
grows  impatient  at  whatever  U  unfinished  or  impeafect. 
Whether  describing  with  touching  skill  the  charities  of 
poor  to  poor,  or  paintiug,  with  an  art  which  Miss  Austin 
might  have  envied,  the  daily  round  of  common  life,  or 
merely  telling,  in  her  graphic  way,  some  wild  or  simple 
tale :  whatever  the  work,  she  did  it  with  all  her  power, 
pparing  nojhing,  scarcely  sparing  Iierself  enough,  if  only 
the  work  were  well  and  completely  done. 

London  AthencBtnn. 
To  be  missed,  as  all  genuine  and  individual  literary 
workers  must  and  should  be. 

London  Review. 
Cut  few  writers  in  modern  times  could  count  upon  so 
wide  a  circle  of  friends.     Her  death  will  bs  heard  of  with 
deep  regret  by  readers  of  all  grades  and  ranks. 


London  Reader, 
Her  works  of  fiction  all  retain  their  hold  on  the  reading 
public She  could  paint  English  life  in  its  truest  col- 
ors ;  and  it  is  this,  however  fashion  may  change,  that  will 
make  her  works  descend  to  posterity  as  a  study  both  of 
genteel  and  manufacturing  life  of  the  reign  of  Queen  Vic, 
toria,  of  which  no  other  writer  has  given  so  vivid  a  picture. 

London  Saturday  Review. 

A  justly  favorite  writer.  She  had  written  herself  into 
a  well-deserved  popularity,  not  confined  to  Great  Britain 
alone.  Mrs.  Gaskell  has  achieved  a  success  which  will 
live  long  after  her.  Her  descriptive  handiwork  would 
bear  comparison  with  that  of  Tennyson. 

Whatever  Mrs.  Gaskell  wrote  she  felt  and  entered  into 
most  thoroughly.  When  she  rose  to  her  highest  point, 
she  showed  not  only  a  thorough  mastery  of  her  subject 
and  her  materials,  but  a  judicial  command  over  her  feel- 
ing.^. By  her  death  the  world  of  letters  has  lost  a  thorough- 
ly conscientious,  industrious,  pure-minded,  imaginative, 
and  vigorous  artist. 

i\"eto  York  Evening  Fcst. 
It  is  s.iid  that  George  Sand  remarked  to  an  English 
friend:  "  Mrs.  Gaskell  has  done  what  neither  I  nor  other 
female  writers  in  Fiance  can  accomplish — she  has  written 
novels  which  excite  tho  deepest  interest  in  men  of  the 
world,  and  which  every  girl  will  be  the  better  for  read- 
ing." 
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